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THE  NIGHT. 


Soft  o'er  the  weary  and  grief -laden  world  I  creep, 
Bringing  to  toilers  and  mourners  my  opiate  sleep. 
Many  the  sorrows  I  witness, 

Many  the  moans  that  I  hear, 
Many  the  whispers  of  anguish, 
Many  the  wailings  of  fear, 
And  over  them  all  I  am  brooding,  my  vigil  to  keep. 

What  are  your  sorrows,  that  wakeful  you  lie  and  weep, 
Cease  useless  mourning  and  take  what  I  offer,  sleep. 
Daybreak  will  brighten  your  vision, 

Cast  all  your  troubles  away; 
Trials  will  melt  into  tear  drops 
Under  the  warmth  of  the  day. 
Then  hush,  for  above  I  am  resting,  my  vigil  to  keep! 

L.  B. 


THE  REASON  WHY. 


(This  story  was  awarded  honorable  mention  in  the  Short 
Story  Contest.) 


Miss  Brown  dashed  up  the  steps  of  the  large  stone  house. 

"I  represent  the  Times,"  she  said  breathlessly  to  the  maid 
who  answered  her  ring,  "and  I  have  been  sent  to  interview 
Miss  Horton." 
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"Miss  Horton  is  not  receiving  callers  today,"  she  an- 
swered in  the  manner  of  a  child  who  had  learned  a  lesson  and 
was  afraid  of  forgetting  it. 

"But  won't  you  please  ask  her  to  grant  me  an  interview? 
We  should  like  so  much  to  know  why  she  is  advocating  mili- 
tant methods  in  suffrage.  Please  ask  her,"  she  said,  and  with 
a  reporter's  tact  she  added,  "We  know  that  Miss  Horton 's 
opinions  are  worth  hearing." 

"Yes,  ma'am,  I'll  see,"  the  maid  answered,  and  with  a 
quick,  decisive  movement  she  turned  away.  In  a  few  moments 
she  returned  again. 

"Miss  Horton  says  to  tell  you  that  she  consents  to  see 
you,"  she  said,  accenting  the  "consents"  as  though  it  were 
a  new  word  to  whose  sound  she  was  trying  to  accustom  herself. 

"I  am  so  glad,"  the  reporter  said  pleasantly  as  she  fol- 
lowed her  leader  up  a  flight  of  steps.  "I  appreciate  Miss 
Horton 's  kindness." 

"This  way,  please,"  and  Miss  Brown  suddenly  found  her- 
self in  a  dimly  lit  room. 

"Are  you  the  reporter,"  a  far  away  voice  called  her 
faintly. 

Miss  Brown  started.  She  had  no  time  to  reply  before  the 
same  voice  spoke  again. 

"I  am  Miss  Horton,"  it  said. 

If  Miss  Brown  had  not  been  so  perplexed  she  undoubtedly 
would  have  laughed,  for  her  friends  said  that  Maria  Brown 
would  laugh  in  the  face  of  life  or  death  alike. 

"You  wish  to  interview  me?"  the  voice  drawled  again. 

"Ye-ye-es,"  she  answered  slowly.  And  then  she  saw  the 
being  from  which  the  voice  issued.  She  was  stretched  on 
a  couch  in  one  corner  of  the  room  wrapped  in  a  flimsy  thing 
of  blue. 

Miss  Brown  stared. 

"Excuse  me,"  she  stammered,  "but  I  must  have  the  wrong 
Miss  Horton.  I  am  hunting  the  lady  who  has  lately  become 
so  famous  through  her  advocacy  of  militant  methods.  But 
I  must  have  the  wrong  Miss " 

"Indeed  no."    The  far  away  voice  became  more  vigorous 
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and  the  body  which  had  seemed  almost  lifeless  moved  quickly 
to  a  sitting  position. 

"I  am  she,"  she  continued. 

An  exclamation  of  wonder  and  amusement  almost  escaped 
Miss  Brown,  but  fortunately  she  stifled  it. 

"Yes,"  she  questioned.  And  then  in  a  more  business- 
like manner  she  said,  "First,  Miss  Horton,  I  wish  to  thank 
you  for  your  kindness  in  consenting  to  see  me.  I  have  come 
to  ask  you  to  explain  just  why  you  advocate  militancy.  It 
is  the  general  opinion  that  in  America  it  is  quite  unnecessary." 

"You  don't  understand  me,"  she  answered,  "you  don't 
and  neither  does  anyone  else." 

"I  suppose  not,"  said  Miss  Brown  as  she  drew  out  her 
pad;  "I  suppose  not,"  and  she  came  very  near  to  committing 
a  grievous  blunder  by  giggling.  At  times  Miss  Brown  was 
undignified  enough  to  giggle. 

"No,  it's  true  you  don't  understand  me,  — do  you  know 
anything   about  New   Thought,    Miss,    Miss " 

"My  name  is  Brown,"  the  astounded  reported  volunteered. 

"Yes.    Do  you  know  anything  about  New  Thought?" 

"N-o, "  she  answered,  and  her  face  expressed  amusement 
and  surprise.  The  change  of  subject  was  startling,  but  it 
characterized  Miss  Horton. 

"Ah,  it  is  wonderful,"  and  she  closed  her  eyes  and  opened 
them  again  in  a  wide,  fixed  stare.  "Wonderful,  yes!  It's  so 
refreshing  and  satisfying,"  she  sighed  as  she  continued,  "this 
communion  with  one's  soul." 

Her  visitor  drew  back  with  a  little  gesture  of  alarm. 

"It  must  be,"  she  answered,  "especially  for  those  who  are 
aesthetically  inclined,"  and  a  light  laugh  escaped  her. 

Miss  Horton  shivered. 

"Please  don't  laugh;  it  makes  me  pity  you  so.  You  really 
have  no  idea  what  you  are  missing." 

"I'm  sorry  I  have  offended  you,  Miss  Horton,"  her  visitor 
answered,  "but  I'm  hopelessly  prosaic.  But  won't  you  explain 
this  New  Thought  to  me?"  Miss  Brown  was  really  interested 
in  this  lady  whose  interests  were  so  diverse:  the  ideal  in  NeAv 
Thought  and  the  practical  in  militancy. 

"Explain?"  Miss  Horton  asked  liftily  in  answer  to  Miss 
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Brown's  request.  "Can  one  explain  the  sublime,  the  wonder- 
ful? Oh,  no,  one  has  to  feel  it.  One's  very  soul  has  to  be 
moved,"  and  she  closed  her  large  eyes  ecstatically. 

Miss  Brown's  answering  giggle  was  not  disconcerting  to 
the  believer  this  time,  for  she  did  not  hear  it. 

"And  the  Swami,"  she  continued,  "if  you  could  only  hear 
him  talk!     Of  the  karma  and " 

"Who  was  he,"  Miss  Brown  could  not  refrain  from  asking 
mischievously. 

Miss  Horton  came  very  near  following  the  example  of  one 
of  the  famous  eighteenth  century  heroines  and  dissolving  in 
tears. 

"He?"  she  asked  pettishly.  "He?  Karma  is  the  soul. 
Ignorant  people  are  so  exasperating,"  and  Miss  Horton  quite 
forgot  to  be  polite. 

' '  I  beg  your  pardon, ' '  her  visitor  said  humbly,  ' '  but  I  was 
seeking  information,"  and  she  jotted  something  down  on  her 
pad. 

"No,  I  suppose  you  would  not  know,"  Miss  Horton 
answered  slowly  and  again  the  eyes  which  had  been  opened 
in  a  vacant  stare,  closed  expressively. 

"Karma,  as  I  said,  is  the  soul  and  each  soul  has  a  different 
color  and " 

"Mine's  black.  I  suppose,  and  yours  is  spotlessly  white, 
is  that  the  idea?"  And  Miss  Brown's  face  became  very 
serious.  Only  her  mouth  twitched  deceivingly.  She  was 
enjoying  herself  immensely. 

"Each  soul  has  a  different  color.  And  then  to  hear  the 
Swami  talk  of  lower  planes  and  higher  planes,  of  the  Karmic 

law   and  personal  responsibility   and   consciousness   and " 

Miss  Horton 's  voice  grew  fainter  and  fainter  until  finally  she 
stopped,  it  seemed,  in  an  effort  to  appreciate  the  full  meaning 
and  import  of  all  that  she  had  been  saying. 

Miss  Brown  looked  at  her  uneasily  and  smiled.  Her  smile 
was  no  indication  that  she  was  not  taking  Miss  Horton  seri- 
ously. It  betokened  rather  a  certain  indecision  and  uncer- 
tainty.    But  she  did  not  interrupt  the  believer. 

"The  subject  is  so  broad,  so  big,"  she  said  as  she  rose  from 
the  couch  and  stretched  her  arms  wide.     "So  big,"  she  re- 
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peated,  "I'm  afraid  I  will  never  completely  understand  it." 

Miss  Brown  shook  with  restrained  laughter.  But  Miss 
Horton  did  not  notice.  She  was  lost  in  a  world  of  mysticism 
and  Miss  Brown  did  not  dare  break  the  spell. 

"And  then  to  hear  him  tell  of  thought  waves  and  their 
influence.  You  really  should  try  concentrating,"  and  for  a 
moment  Miss  Horton  came  back  to  her  helpless  visitor. 

"I  tried  it  once,"  Miss  Brown  answered.  "But  it  failed 
miserably,  Miss  Horton.  I  wanted  a  new  gown  for  a  dinner 
party  and  I  concentrated  for  three  weeks.  And  the  night 
before  the  exciting  event,  I  had  such  an  attack  of  indigestion 
that  1  couldn't  even  go  to  the  party.  No,  concentration  is  a 
miserable  failure. ' ' 

Miss  Horton  looked  distressed  as  she  answered  indig- 
nantly, "you  asked  for  an  interview  and  I  consented  to  grant 
it  to  you  and  to  tell  you  why  I  believe  in  militant  methods. 
But  I  had  no  idea  a  reporter  would  be  so  frivolous,"  she  said 
sarcastically.  For  another  instant  Miss  Horton  had  come  back 
to  earth.  Miss  Brown  found  herself  wondering  just  what  Miss 
Horton 's  beliefs  had  to  do  with  her  militancy. 

But  Miss  Horton  was  talking  softly  again.  "How  I  wish 
you  could  know  the  Swami,  the  Hindu  teacher.  He  is  a  won- 
derful character!  In  his  serious  teaching  you  would  soon 
forget  your  frivolity,"  and  Miss  Horton  closed  her  eyes  again 
as  she  contemplated  the  thought. 

"I've  heard  about  these  Hindu  teachers,  Swamis  as  you 
call  them,"  and  again  the  reporter  could  not  refrain  her  giggle. 
"I  had  an  aunt  who  gave  her  entire  fortune  to  one  of  them 
because  ne  told  her  that  it  was  her  fate." 

Miss  Horton 's  eyes  opened  again  and  she  looked  reproach- 
fully at  her  guest.  But  she  said  nothing  to  her  visitor,  for  she 
remembered  the  Swami 's  rule  of  self-control,  and  on  this  she 
expanded  at  some  length.  As  she  talked  her  listener  vaguely 
wondered  how  she  reconciled  the  ideas  of  militancy  and  self- 
control,  but  she  was  afraid  to  ask  any  questions. 

"And  then  the  Swami  talks  of  reincarnation,"  and  Miss 
Horton 's  voice  sank  to  a  whisper.  "It's  wonderful.  He 
thought  at  first  that  I  was  Cleopatra " 
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"Antony,  Antony,  where  art  thou?"  Miss  Brown  whis- 
pered, and  she  shook  with  restrained  laughter. 

"But  now  he  knows  I  was — am— was — Joan  of  Arc,"  and 
Miss  Horton's  voice  grew  louder  and  louder,  "and  I  am  advo- 
cating militancy  and  leading  my  army  on  to  victory." 

And  the  austere  looking  maid  wondered  why  the  reporter 
laughed  so  immoderately  as  she  went  down  the  steps. 

Melba  Martin,  16. 


PANAMA-PACIFIC  EXPOSITION. 


The  Panama-Pacific  Exposition  will  be  held  in  1915  to 
celebrate  the  opening  of  the  Panama  Canal.  Our  great  metrop- 
olises, Boston,  New  York,  Washington  and  San  Francisco,  were 
each  eager  to  hold  this  world-wide  exposition  in  their  own 
city.  However,  San  Francisco  was  decided  upon  (1)  because 
the  canal  will  join  the  Orient  and  the  Occident  and  San  Fran- 
cisco is  our  largest  and  most  cosmopolitan  city  facing  the 
Orient;  (2)  it  unites  our  far  west  with  our  far  east;  (3)  it  is 
the  only  city  with  a  suitable  harbor;  (4)  it  has  the  free  and 
daring  atmosphere  of  the  west  and  so  it  is  fitting  that  the 
exposition  should  be  held  there. 

The  suggestion  of  an  exposition  was  made  nine  years  ago 
by  Reuben  H.  Hale.  Congress  decided  that  if  the  exposition 
should  be  held  in  San  Francisco.  San  Francisco  was  "to  pay 
the  bills"  and  direct  the  job.  From  eighteen  to  twenty  million 
dollars  was  contributed  by  California.  C.  C.  Moore  was  elected 
president  of  the  company  and  Dr.  Frederic  Skiff,  commander- 
in-chief. 

To  harmonize  with  the  broad  expanse  of  the  bay  the  expo- 
sition is  to  be  built  on  broad,  simple  lines.  It  is  above  all  edu- 
cational, as  well  as  beautiful,  as  is  expressed  in  the  theme: 
"Not  yesterday,  not  today,  but  tomorrow." 

The  exposition  will  cover  six  hundred  and  twenty-five 
acres  overlooking  San  Francisco  Bay.  It  extends  for  two 
miles  along  the  edge  of  the  harbor,  in  a  natural  amphitheatre, 
looking    toward    the    Golden    Gate.      The    climate    conditions 
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were  realized  by  the  originators,  and  so,  to  cut  off  the  cold 
sea  breezes,  a  great  wall,  sixty  feet  high,  has  been  built.  This 
wall,  while  shutting  off  the  wind,  encloses  the  main  buildings 
into  what  is  called  The  City.  It  will  resemble  the  old  walled 
cities  of  the  Middle  Ages  with  their  towers  and  minarets. 

The  main  courts  inside  The  City  are  The  Court  of  the 
Sun  and  Stars,  the  Court  of  Abundance,  and  the  Court  of  the 
Four  Seasons.  The  Court  of  Abundance  typifies  the  Orient, 
The  Court  of  the  Four  Seasons,  the  Occident,  and  The  Court 
of  the  Sun  and  Stars  represents  the  joining  of  the  Orient  and 
Occident.  There  are  also  two  lesser  courts,  The  Court  of 
Flowers  and  The  Court  of  Palms. 

Outside  the  city  are  the  technical  buildings  such  as  Ma- 
chinery Hall,  Automobile  Hall,  Festival  Hall,  Horticultural 
Hall  and  the  Art  Palace. 

The  color  scheme  will  be  wonderful!  Instead  of  dazling 
white  as  the  prevailing  color,  a  soft  ivory  tint  will  be  used. 
The  whole  mass  will  be  aglow  with  rich  color.  The  sharp 
Bulgarian  colors  will  not  be  used,  but  the  subdued  Persian 
colors,  so  that  when  one  looks  down  upon  the  whole  from  the 
top  of  the  surrounding  hills,  it  will  lie  spread  out  before  one 
on  the  edge  of  the  harbor  like  a  great  Persian  rug. 

The  lighting  system  will  also  be  novel.  Instead  of  blazing 
arcs,  or  the  outline  effect  used  in  former  expositions,  an  indirect 
system  will  be  used.  Small  electric  lights  and  great  search- 
lights will  be  cunningly  concealed  so  that  the  whole  place 
will  be  flooded  with  a  soft  glow.  Colored  searchlights  will 
be  used  and  made  to  play  upon  jewels  suspended  from  the 
towers  and  cornices.  Jets  of  steam  will  be  made  to  spring  from 
the  ground  in  various  places  and  upon  these  also  colored 
searchlights  will  play,  giving  the  effect  of  a  rainbow,  or  rosy 
mist. 

The  Gardens  will  extend  for  a  half  mile  along  the  harbor. 
They  will  be  a  quarter  of  a  mile  wide  and  will  be  enclosed  by 
a  sixty-foot  hedge  made  of  flower  boxes  placed  one  upon  the 
other  and  vines  trailing  over  the  whole.  Rare  plants  from  all 
over  the  world  will  be  planted  here  and  gardeners  are  growing 
plants  now  to  supply  the  enormous  demand  which  will  be  made 
upon  them,  for  there  will  be  a  continuous  succession  of  bloom. 
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The  purpose  of  the  exposition  will  be  emphasized  in  the 
sculpture.  "Energy — Lord  of  the  Isthmian  Way"  will  be 
placed  before  the  main  entrance  to  the  city.  It  is  portrayed 
by  a  man,  mounted  on  a  horse,  pushing  back  the  waves  with 
his  arms.  Bushing  water  will  overflow  the  pedestal,  making 
the  statue  more  real.  At  the  end  of  the  main  street  of  the 
city  will  be  a  column  surmounted  by  a  youth,  aiming  an  arrow 
at  the  sun.  This  column  represents  the  world's  progress 
toward  a  higher  and  a  still  higher  goal. 

The  Panama  Canal  will  benefit  the  whole  world  and  there- 
fore it  is  fitting  that  all  the  countries  that  are  able  should 
take  part  in  this  celebration.  Twenty-seven  of  the  forty-nine 
countries  invited  to  take  part  have  accepted,  eight  have  refused 
and  fourteen  have  not  yet  been  heard  from.  Great  Britain  and 
Bussia  are  among  the  countries  to  refuse,  although  the 
latter  may  reconsider  her  decision.  Germany  is  uncertain, 
but  France  has  put  in  her  application  for  twelve  acres,  and 
Japan  will  spend  a  million  dollars  in  reproducing  a  Japanese 
garden.  The  United  States  is  well  represented.  She  has  applied 
for  ten  acres,  and  thirty-four  states  have  taken  action  toward 
participation.    Twenty  states  have  already  selected  their  sites. 

Some  of  the  attractions  which  will  be  entertaining  as  well 
as  instructive,  are  the  pageants  on  the  water,  the  exposition 
buildings,  land  pageants  and  music,  A  working  model  of  the 
canal  will  be  constructed,  through  which  one  may  go  in  twenty 
minutes,  giving,  perhaps,  a  better  idea  of  the  canal  as  a 
whole  than  an  actual  trip  through  the  canal  itself  would  give. 

The  main  buildings  are  expected  to  be  finished  in  June  or 
July,  1914,  so  that  all  the  details  may  be  properly  looked 
after  before  the  actual  opening  day.  This  exposition,  as  well 
as  entertaining  the  people  in  general,  will  bring  unknown 
artists  into  prominence,  for  the  contract  for  each  court  has 
been  given  to  a  different  architect  and  thus  many  men  will 
have  a  chance  to  show  their  ability.  The  sculpture  and  painting 
also  offer  opportunities  to  artists  and  sculptors.  The  sight  of 
these  examples  of  perfect  architecture  will  raise  the  ideals  of 
architects  all  over  the  world.  The  results  of  our  great  expo- 
sitions are  always  felt  for  years  and  it  is  hoped  that  this 
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one,  more  beautiful  and  more  perfect  in  every  respect  than 
the  others,  may  have  a  still  more  lasting  effect. 

Elizabeth  D.  McClelland,  '17. 


TRAVELERS  ON  THE  ROAD  TO  GRETNA  GREEN. 


The  old  innkeeper  sat  by  his  fire  in  a  rather  ill  humor. 
It  was  getting  toward  evening  and  he  could  hear  the  cold, 
winter  wind  still  raging  outside — the  biting,  selfish  wind  that 
had  kept  travelers  from  the  Golden  Lion  for  two  whole  days. 
The  Golden  Lion  was  on  the  direct  route  between  York  and 
Gretna  Green.  Generally  it  was  patronized  by  a  number  of 
guests  and  had  been  at  times  the  scene  of  much  excitement. 
Consequently  this  solitude  was  not  a  little  displeasing  to  the 
old  inkeeper. 

' '  Br-r-r-r,  such  bad,  bad  weather ! ' '  said  he  with  a  shud- 
der. He  felt  decidedly  cold,  although  the  fire  in  the  hearth 
before  him  snapped  and  crackled  and  presented  a  most  cheery 
aspect.  He  drew  himself  together  and  looked  not  unlike  a 
huge  ball — his  hands  thrust  deep  into  the  pockets  of  his  warm 
grey  jacket,  his  head  drawn  down  between  his  shoulders,  his 
thick,  short,  white  eyebrows  contracted,  and  his  mouth  bowed 
like  a  very  horseshoe.  For  some  time  he  sat  in  this  dejected 
mood. 

"Well,  well,  dear  me,  dear  me!"  he  exclaimed  In  a 
short,  breathy  manner  as  he  jumped  up  from  his  arm  chair. 
"I  really  can't  stand  this  much  longer." 

He  bustled  to  and  fro  through  the  wide,  spacious  dining 
room,  devoid  of  its  usual  lively  groups  of  chattering  people. 
He  breathed  upon  the  frosted  window  pane  and  looked  out — 
nothing  but  snow,  snow  everywhere  and  not  a  vehicle  in  sight. 
He  returned  to  his  place  by  the  fireside,  placed  his  feet  upon 
the  fender  and  dozed  off  to  sleep. 

Soon  a  long  blast  of  a  trumpet  broke  the  silence.  The 
old  innkeeper  bounded  up  wide  awake,  called  to  the  servants, 
and  cried,  "The  coach,  the  coach!" 

The  door  opened  and  two  well  dressed  young  men  entered. 
The  innkeeper  gave  them  a  hearty  welcome  and  made  them 
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comfortable  by  the  fire.  He  was  in  a  wonderfully  talkative 
mood  and  at  once  attacked  them  with  a  volley  of  questions. 

The  new  guests  were  not  inclined  to  give  much  informa- 
tion concerning  themselves.  The  elder,  who  seemed  to  be  the 
spokesman  of  the  two,  stated  merely  that  he  and  his  brother 
had  come  up  from  London. 

"Brothers?"  thought  the  innkeeper  to  himself,  as  he  ex- 
amined them  carefully  with  his  curious  eye.  They  were  ex- 
tremely unlike.  The  elder  was  a  tall,  handsome  man,  of  dark 
complexion,  suave  in  manner  and  full  of  animation.  He  gave 
promise  of  being  witty  and  intelligent.  The  younger  brother 
was  small  and  delicate.  Indeed  quite  a  pretty  fellow,  with 
feminine  features,  large  blue  eyes,  and  yellow  hair.  The  bar- 
maids all  looked  at  him  and  whispered  with  one  another;  but 
he  was  too  much  engrossed  watching  his  elder  brother  to  take 
any  notice  of  them. 

"You  say  you  came  from  London?"  mused  the  innkeeper. 

"Yes,"  replied  the  dark-haired  young  man.  "But  what 
a  fine  brass  candlestick  you  have  here — an  old  relic,  I  sup- 
pose ? ' ' 

"Well,  not  exactly,"  returned  the  innkeeper  indifferently, 
"it  was  made  in  Russia.  Yet  I  say,  what's  the  latest  news 
from  London?" 

"Oh,  not  much,"  said  the  other  still  admiring  the  candle- 
stick.    "This  certainly  was  hammered  by  hand." 

"How  far  along  are  they  with  the  building  of  the  new 
custom  house?" 

"It  will  be  a  fine  piece  of  architecture  when  it  is  finished," 
returned  the  other.  He  walked  around  picking  up  one  object 
after  another,  the  younger  brother  watching  him  anxiously. 
"You  certainly  have  some  interesting  things  in  your  quaint 
little  inn,"  he  continued. 

"Well,  aren't  you  tired  from  your  long  journey?"  ques- 
tioned the  innkeeper. 

"I  should  say  so!"  exclaimed  the  young  man.  "When 
will  supper  be  served?" 

As  the  evening  passed,  the  conversation  got  duller  and 
duller.     The  innkeeper  proposed  a  game  of  chess.     The  elder 
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said  he  was  not  an  experienced  hand  but  liked  the  game.  They 
sat  down  to  play,  the  fair-haired  little  brother  sat  opposite  and 
watched  every  move  with  impatience.  He  had  not  uttered  a 
half-dozen  words  all  evening  save  for  a  few  whispered  confi- 
dences with  his  elder  brother.  The  silence  of  the  room  seemed 
to  annoy  the  little  chap  and  he  fretted  and  fussed  and  sighed 
as  a  girl  might  do. 

While  they  were  thus  quietly  engaged  in  the  game,  a  post 
chaise  drove  up  to  the  door  and  two  people  entered  the  inn,  a 
slender  young  man  with  a  large  peasant  girl  leaning  on  his 
arm.  The  eyes  of  the  old  innkeeper  twinkeld.  That  they  were 
runaways  bound  for  Gretna  Green,  he  needed  no  information. 
They  noisily  stamped  the  snow  from  their  feet  and  removed 
their  wraps,  creating  an  atmosphere  of  bustle  and  confusion. 

The  man  was  tall  and  very  slim,  his  hair  as  black  as  jet, 
and  his  face  as  long  and  thin  as  a  dipper  handle.  His  eyes 
were  near  together  and  deep  set ;  one  could  not  gain  their 
expression  at  once.  He  approached  the  innkeeper  and  drew 
him  to  one  side  with  a  roguish  sparkle  in  his  eyes. 

"Me  and  the  young  lady  yonder  are  making  for  Gretna 
Green.  Here's  a  fair  piece  if  you'll  not  mention  it  to  anyone," 
and  he  thrust  a  piece  of  money  into  the  inkeeper's  hand.  The 
old  gentleman  knew  not  whether  to  be  offended  or  not;  but 
before  he  could  decide  the  young  man  had  rejoined  his  girl. 
She  had  been  standing  with  her  back  to  the  wall  with  one  foot 
upon  the  other.  Now  that  he  returned  to  her,  she  ran  to  him 
and  caught  him  by  the  arm  in  childish  glee. 

"What  an  incongruous  couple,"  thought  the  old  innkeeper 
to  himself.  How  she  was  ever  struck  with  him  or  he  with 
her,  he  could  not  make  out.  She  was  such  a  great,  big,  buxom 
country  lass  and  dressed  in  such  an  odd  peasant's  costume.  Her 
yellow  hair,  of  a  somewhat  reddish  tint,  was  twisted  in  a  funny 
little  knot  on  the  top  of  her  head. 

"Larry,  my  boy,"  she  said,  in  a  loud  Irish  voice,  "ye '11 
plaze  to  order  up  a  meal.  It's  starvin'  I  am  to  ate."  With 
an  awkward  gait  she  strode  to  one  of  the  tables,  dragging  her 
young  man  with  her. 

All  through  the  meal,  the  country  girl  manifested  the 
highest  of  spirits,  joking  and  laughing  in  good  Irish  manner. 


14  THE      SOKOSIS 

The  fair  younger  brother  watched  them  suspiciously,  and 
quietly  retired  to  the  window  seat  when  they  left  the  table 
and  came  toward  the  fireplace. 

The  two  stood  for  a  time  by  the  side  of  the  innkeeper  and 
watched  the  game  of  chess  he  was  playing  with  the  elder 
brother.  The  man  with  the  jet  black  hair  seemed  intensely 
interested  and  several  times  advised  the  players  as  to  how 
they  should  move  the  pawn.  The  country  lass  showed  little 
interest;  the  game  was  not  lively  enough  for  her  jovial  dispo- 
sition. She  soon  sat  down  in  the  big  armchair  before  the  fire 
and  seizing  the  poker,  began  vigorously  to  stir  up  the  coals. 
The  younger  brother  in  the  window  seat  noticed  that  once  or 
twice  she  even  spat  in  the  fire.  The  Irish  girl  then  arranged 
herself  comfortably  in  the  chair  and  went  off  to  sleep  and  was 
even  rude  enough  to  snore.  Her  lover,  who  was  not  kind 
enough  to  waken  her,  watched  the  game  until  its  close.  The 
elder  brother  now  joined  his  brother  in  the  window  seat,  much 
to  the  latter 's  delight. 

"Will  you  play?"  asked  the  innkeeper  of  the  tall,  slim 
young  man. 

"Oh.  no,  T  think  not  tonight."  lie  returned,  his  eyes  fixed 
upon  the  chessboard.  He  picked  up  a  king,  and  then  a  queen, 
tossed  them  in  his  hand  a  while,  then  sat  down  in  the  chair 
opposite   the   innkeeper   and  began   to  play. 

Try  his  best  the  innkeeper  could  not  win.  However  closely 
he  observed  the  move  of  his  opponent,  however  carefully  he 
reflected  on  his  own  move,  he  could  not  win. 

While  thus  absorbed  they  were  startled  by  a  harsh  voice: 
"Where  is  the  innkeeper  of  the  Golden  Lion?"  A  broad-shoul- 
dered officer  stood  in  the  doorway.  "The  innkeeper  of  the 
Golden  Lion."  he  repeated  rather  gruffly,  and  shook  the  snow 
from  his  hat  and  coat.  "Are  you  he?  huh?"  said  he,  approach- 
ing the  innkeeper. 

"I  am.  sir,"  returned  the  latter  with  some  dignity.  "What 
may  be  your " 

"In  the  name  of  the  Crown."  he  interrupted,  "if  you 
have  anywhere  in  your  inn  a  couple  who  are  eloping  to  Gretna 
Green  deliver  them  up  at  once."  He  drew  a  paper  from  his 
pocket  and  read.   "  'The  girl  fair-haired,  short,  pretty  and  clad 
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in  peasant's  costume,  the  boy  of  dark  complexion,  tall,  slen- 
der  '  "    he    continued  to  read  a  lengthy  description  in  a 

rapid,  monotonous  voice  without  pausing  for  breath. 

"That  description  might  apply  to  anyone,"  said  the  inn- 
keeper of  the  Golden  Lion  coldly. 

The  eyes  of  the  officer  searched  the  room.  The  innkeeper 
cast  a  furtive  glance  at  the  two  brothers  and  at  the  sleeping 
lass  in  the  chair. 

"What  do  you  call  this?"  said  the  officer,  pointing  with 
his  thumb  to  the  sleeping  individual  in  the  peasant's  costume, 
"and  this,"  he  added,  turning  his  thumb  toward  the  young 
man  seated  at  the  chessboard.  He  walked  over  to  the  Irish 
girl  and  shook  her  by  the  shoulder.  Her  red  cheeks  blanched 
for  an  instant,  but  resumed  their  natural  color  when  the  officer 
said: 

"Now,  my  lass,  you've  got  to  return  home  to  York  to- 
night.    Your  mother  has  commissioned  me  to  take  you." 

She  laughed  and  jumped  for  joy.  then  she  ran  to  her 
young  man  and  began  to  sob  and  whimper.  She  laughed  and 
sobbed  alternately  and  carried  on  in  a  most  ridiculous  fashion. 
He  aided  her  to  put  on  her  wraps  and  with  renewed  sobs  and 
rejoicing  the  Irish  girl  took  leave  of  her  intended,  who  ex- 
pressed his  sorrow  at  their  parting  in  a  more  modified  manner. 

The  two  brothers  retired  before  this  scene  was  finished 
and  left  orders  that  they  should  be  called  at  four  o'clock  in 
the  morning. 

The  innkeeper  and  the  man  of  the  jet  black  hair  sat  for 
some  moments  in  silence,  the  latter  scrutininzing  the  expression 
of  the  old  man.  He  could  not  resist  the  temptation  and  said 
with  a  sarcastic  smile,  as  he  passed  out  to  his  room : 

"The  officer  is  pretty  cocksure,  but  I'll  warrant  he'll  have 
it  taken  out  of  him  some  of  these  days!" 

Long  before  daylight  the  next  morning  the  two  brothers 
left  for  Scotland.  A  little  later  the  other  guest  left.  How  or 
in  what  direction  no  one  was  able  to  recall  afterwards.  The 
day  passed  quietly  for  the  innkeeper,  but  not  slowly,  for  he 
mused  on  what  has  passed  the  day  before  and  especially  upon 
the  words  of  the  dark  young  man. 
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"He  was  a  sly  young  fox,"  he  thought  to  himself,  "I  doubt 
if  I'd  trust  him  far,  now  I  think  of  it." 

Late  in  the  afternoon  of  that  day,  who  should  come  tearing 
into  the  inn  but  the  same  official  of  the  night  before.  He  was 
quite  angry.  "Why  didn't  you  tell  me  the  right  couple,"  he 
growled  at  the  innkeeper.    "She  wasn't  the  right  girl  at  all!" 

"I  didn't  tell  you  any  couple,"  said  the  innkeeper  coldly. 
"Besides  I  hadn't  anyone  else  staying  in  my  house  except  the 
two  young  men  who  were  sitting  in  the  window  seat." 

"And  they're  exactly  whom  I  mean.  The  younger  one 
wasn't  a  boy  at  all.  Which  road  did  they  take,"  he  demanded. 
"I  must  overtake  them  before  night." 

"Ha,  ha,  ha!"  laughed  the  innkeeper.  "You  might  as  well 
sit  down  and  take  something  to  warm  you  up.  You'll  never 
overtake  them  now.  They  left  a  little  after  five  this  morning 
and  are  probably  crossing  the  Esk  River  by  this  time.  They 
will  have  joined  heart  and  hand  long  before  you  catch  up  to 
them."  He  chuckled  to  himself  and  added.  "If  you  want  to 
know  which  way  they  went,  they  went  by  Cock  Lane;  and  if 
you're  sure  that's  the  couple  you  want." 

"The  deuce!"  said  the  officer,  "it's  no  use.  And  I  have 
had  all  that  journey  in  the  snow  for  nothing." 

He  sat  down  before  the  fire  and  placed  his  wet  feet  on 
the  fender.  "The  reward  was  worth  having,  too,"  he  mut- 
tered. "Blame  these  women  who  can't  even  describe  their 
own  daughters!  Here's  that  rich  widow  of  York  who  gives 
me  a  crazy  description  of  her  daughter,  disguised  in  a  peasant's 
costume.  "When  I  bring  her  a  girl  who  exactly  fills  the  bill,  she 
throws  up  her  hands  and  says,  'I  didn't  tell  you  she  had  red 
hair,  nor  that  she  was  so  heavy,'  and  so  forth  and  so  on — I 
learn  that  it  was  only  a  surmise  that  she  was  dressed  in  a 
peasant's  costume,  because  such  a  garment  was  missing  from 
the  house,  for  the  costume  was  returned  the  next  morning 
by  the  maid  who  had  taken  it  on  stealth  to  wear  to  a  ball.  I 
learn,  moreover,  that  she.  the  runaway  girl,  was  dressed 
as  a  boy,  for  one  of  her  girl  friends  confessed  the  secret,  and 
also  that  this  was  the  exact  road  they  planned  to  take."  It 
was  rather  galling  to  him  to  think  he  had  come  so  near  his 
prize  and  lost  it. 
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The  innkeeper  laughed  at  him  for  a  while,  then  picked  up 
the  afternoon  paper  and  began  reading  the  headlines  out  loud 
to  himself.  "One  hundred  pounds  reward  for  capture  of  boy 
thieves  offered  by  Robert  Brown  and  Son,  Jewelers,  Edinburgh, 
Scotland.  One  an  Irishman  by  birth,"  the  officer  removed  his 
feet  from  the  fender  and  listened,  "a  man  of  twenty  years, 
short  and  heavy  set,  a  former  clerk  of  this  concern ;  the  other 
an  Englishman  by  birth,  of  perhaps  twenty-five  years,  tall, 
slender,  of  dark  complexion,  cunning,  and  well  known  in  Edin- 
burgh as  a  skilled  chess  player.'  Well,  well,  this  is  certainly 
interesting,"  said  the  innkeeper,  quite  excited. 

He  examined  their  pictures  at  the  foot  of  the  page.  "Iden- 
tical!" he  exclaimed  and  handed  the  paper  to  the  officer. 

He  gazed  at  them  dumfounded.  "I'll  be  hanged!"  he  said 
at  length  disgusted.  "I've  not  only  lost  twenty-five  pounds, 
but  a.  hundred  pounds  and  a  pound  from  my  own  pocket  to 
boot,"  he  added,  kicking  the  fender.  "That  trolloping  girl 
set  up  such  a  boo  hoo  when  she  found  I  had  taken  her  to  the 
wrong  place  that  I  gave  her  some  money  out  of  pity  to  get 
home  on  for  she  said  she  hadn't  a  shilling  with  her.  To  even 
lose  one's  hard  earned  cash,  and  twenty-five  pounds  and  a 
hundred  pounds!" 

The  fat  innkeeper  shook  with  laughter.  His  eye  fell  on 
the  mantle  piece  over  the  fire  place — the  brass  candle  stick 
was  gone. 

"Well,  well,  dear  me,  dear  me!"  he  exclaimed,  quieting  his 
laughter  a  little  and  then  chuckled  to  himself,  "It's  worth  it, 
it's  worth  it!" 

— Giulietta  Plympton. 
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America  has  lost  one  of  her  foremost  writers  in  the  recent 
death  of  Dr.  S.  Weir  Mitchel,  the  author  of  "Hugh  Wynne," 
"Characteristics,"  "Dr.  North  and  His  Friends,"  and  many 
other  delightful  volumes.  Dr.  Mitchel  was  renowned  in  the 
world  of  medicine,  but  it  is  as  the  writer  that  we  know  and 
love  him  best.  One  feels  the  personality  of  the  man  behind  his 
works,  human  and  lovable,  clever  and  versatile,  a  wide  observ- 
er of  mankind,  yet  ever  the  cultured  gentleman.  In  one  of  his 
poems  he  says : 
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''We  call  them  great  who  have  the  magic  art 
To  summon  tears  and  stir  the  human  heart." 

And  so  we  would  call  him  great,  for  as  we  turn  the  pages 
of  his  books  we  sometimes  smile,  sometimes  laugh,  but  often 
have  our  heart  stirred  by  a  swift  glimpse  into  the  suffering 
depths  of  humanity.  We  feel  in  a  kindlier  mood  toward  the 
world  when  we  lay  aside  our  volume. 

Dr.  Mitchel  is  primarily  a  story  teller  but  he  has  written 
some  poems  of  rare  beauty  and  power.  Here  is  a  bit  entitled 
"A  Graveyard  in  Rome": 

"As  beats  the  unrestful  sea  some  ice-clad  isle. 
Set  in  the  sorrowful  night  of  arctic  seas, 
Some  low  domain  of  endless  silences, 
So  echoless  unanswered,  falleth  here 
The  great  voiced  city's  roar  of  fretful  life." 

"We  say  good-bye  to  Dr.  Mitchel  with  regret  as  we  would 
to  a  dear  friend.  L.  B. 


NEWS  FROM  OUR  ALUMNAE. 


(Alumnae  notes  are  earnestly  solicited  from  any  former 
P.  C.  W.  girl.) 

Jeanne  Gray,  '13,  spent  her  Christmas  holidays  at  home. 
Grace  Wilson  visited  her  at  Sargeant  College  this  fall. 

Martha  Sands.  '12,  injured  her  knee  a  few  weeks  ago 
while  engaged  in  her  "plays  and  games"  course  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Pittsburg. 

Decade  III  had  a  very  successful  meeting  at  Martha  Kim's 
home  on  Forbes  Street  on  January  third  of  this  year.  An  un- 
usually large  number  of  former  P.  C.  W.  girls  attended  the 
meeting  owing  to  the  fact  that  the  Christmas  holidays  brought 
many  out-of-town  girls  home. 

Decade  II  met  at  Carrie  Kim's  home  on  Saturday,  Janu- 
ary 10th. 
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Gladwin  Coburn,  '09,  was  married  to  Frank  J.  Challinor  of 
New  York,  in  November.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Challinor  will  make 
their  home  in  New  York. 

Irma  Beard,  09,  received  a  Master's  degree  at  Pitt  last 
year.  She  is  now  teaching  at  Leetsdale  High  School,  her  sub- 
jects being  German  and  History. 

Carla  Jarecki,  '09,  came  home  in  November  to  attend  the 
wedding  of  Gladwin  Coburn,  at  which  several  other  alumnae 
were  also  present. 

Mrs.  Dann,  formerly  Virginia  Marshall,  '08,  is  now  living 
with  her  father  on  Center  Street,  Wilkinsburg. 

Laura  Myrtle  Grow,  '08,  who  is  now  Mrs.  Blayeley,  of  San 
Bernardino,  California,  has  a  small  son,  Edwin,  who  arrived 
in  September. 

Mrs.  Lila  Greene  Simmons,  '08,  is  living  in  Troy,  N.  Y., 
and  is  there  engaged  in  active  suffrage  work. 

Mary  P.  McKee,  '07,  who  has  been  teaching  in  Northfield, 
Mass..  was  in  Pittsburgh  during  the  holidays. 

Miss  Meloy  has  been  delivering  a  course  of  lectures  to  the 
Senior  class  of  the  Training  School  for  Children's  Librarians, 
on  "Social  Conditions  of  our  City." 

Miss  Willa  McNitt,  '06,  has  been  granted  leave  of  absense 
from  Spokane  High  School,  where  she  has  been  teaching  for 
the  last  year  and  a  half.  She  is  now  at  Jefferson  Hospital, 
Philadelphia,  recovering  from  a  nervous  breakdown. 

Miss  Jessie  Gray,  '09.  was  home  for  the  Christmas  holi- 
days. She  has  returned  to  her  teaching  at  the  Florida  Open 
Air  School,  Tampa. 

Announcement  has  been  made  of  the  engagement  of  Miss 
Frances  Gray,  '11,  to  Mr.  Samuel  Dunlap  Everhart,  Jr.,  of  this 
city.    Mr.  Everhart  is  a  Pitt  man  class  of  1912. 
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Bess  Johnson,    '07,  changed  her  name  to  McGinnity  this 
fall  and  is  now  living  in  Homewood. 


MUSIC  DEPARTMENT. 


Lecture  Recital. 
We  quote  from  the  Clarksburg  "Exponent": 
T.  Carl  Whitmer,  pianist,  and  Charles  Edward  Mayhew, 
baritone  soloist,  appeared  here  yesterday  afternoon  at  the  Wal- 
do, under  the  auspices  of  the  Marcota  Music  Club  and  the 
"Characteristic  of  Modern  Music,"  were  clearly  defined  in  a 
talk  by  Mr.  Whitmer,  that  was  pleasant  and  instructive.  Spe- 
cial stress  was  laid  on  the  sincerity  of  modern  music,  the  vari- 
ous types,  new  combinations  and  new  form  with  the  old  music 
cited  as  transparent,  the  new  as  opaque.  Mr.  Whitmer  has  a 
most  exquisite  touch  and  brilliant  execution  and  the  various 
numbers  on  the  program  were  interpreted  by  Mr.  Mayhew, 
whose  rich,  deep  baritone  voice  was  a  delight.  His  enuncia- 
tion is  clear  and  his  singing  was  such  as  proved  him  an  artist. 
Miss  Ionia  Smith  was  in  charge  of  the  program,  which  af- 
forded an  afternoon  of  great  pleasure  to  music  lovers,  pre- 
senting as  it  did  selections  by  Russian,  German,  French,  Eng- 
lish and  American  composers. 

Honoring  Mr.  T.  Carl  Whitmer  and  Mr.  Charles  Edward 
Mayhew  of  the  Faculty  of  Pennsylvania  College  for  Women  at 
Pittsburgh  where  Miss  Smith  was  a  pupil  in  piano  and  organ, 
a  six  o'clock  turkey  dinner  was  given  last  evening  at  the 
Waldo  by  Miss  Ionia  Smith,  who  had  the  recital  program  in 
charge  yesterday  afternoon.  A  large  bowl  of  red  roses  formed 
an  attractive  centerpiece  for  the  table  where  hand  painted 
place  cards  of  gold  and  white  were  used,  each  bearing  a 
Christmas  greeting  in  music.  Covers  were  laid  for  the  guests 
of  honor,  Mr.  Whitmer  and  Mr.  Mayhew,  Dr.  and  Mrs.  J.  B. 
Smith,  Mrs.  George  M.  West,  Miss  Cora  Atchison,  Miss  Fletch- 
er, Miss  Bessie  Boggess,  who  assisted  in  carrying  out  the  pro- 
gram together  with  the  hostess,  Miss  Smith.  During  the  even- 
ing music  was  enjoyed  in  the  parlor.  The  evening  was  one 
affording  great  pleasure. 
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On  Friday  afternoon,  January  16,  Mr.  T.  Carl  Whitmer 
and  Mr.  Charles  Edward  Mayhew,  assisted  by  Miss  Vanda 
E.  Kerst,  as  reader,  will  give  "The  Story  of  the  Opera." 

PROGRAM. 
1691.     "What  shall  I  do  to  show  how  much  I  love  her" 

(Dioelesian)     Purcell 

1709.     "Col  raggio  plaeido"  (Agrippina)   Handel 

1778.     "Taudis  que  tout  sommeille"  (L'Amant  Jaloux).Gretry 

1787.     "Lepurello's  Song"  (Don  Giovanni) Mozart 

1821.     "Sehweig!  damit  dieh  Niemand  warnt"   (Der 

Freischuetz) Weber 

1831.     "Liete  voce"   (Zaire)    Mercadante 

1842.     "Tu  sul  labbro"  (Nabucodonosor) Verdi 

1893.     "When  I  was  a  page"  (Falstaff) Verdi 

1892.     "It  prologo"  (I  Pagliacci) Leoncavallo 

1900.     "Voirnaitre  une  enfant"   (Louise) Charpentier 

1911.     "Governor's  Song"  (Mona)    Parker 

Mr.  Mayhew. 

"Pelleas  and  Melisande"  (Acts  IV  and  V) Debussy 

Miss  Kerst  and  Mr.  Whitmer. 


EXPRESSION  NOTES. 


The  Dramatic  Club  will  present  Bernard  Shaw's  "Arms 
and  the  Man"  at  a  Matinee  performance  Saturday,  February 
fourteenth.  W^e  are  sure  it  will  be  as  great  a  success  as  "The 
Romancers,"  which  the  Club  gave  in  December. 

Miss  Rose  Emma  McGrew  has  many  engagements.  The 
program  which  she  gave  before  the  New  England  Colony  was 
entirely  successful  and  highly  appreciated. 

The  result  of  the  contest  for  the  parts  in  the  Senior  play, 
"As  You  Like  It,"  will  be  interesting  to  many:  Giulietta 
Plympton,  "Rosalind";  Margery  Stewart,  "Orlando";  Juan- 
ita  Husband,  "Touchstone";  Mary  Savage,  "Celia";  Janet 
Brownlea,  "The  Duke";  Pauline  Burt,  "Jacques";  Margaret 
Brown,  "Audrey." 

Class  recitals  will  begin  the  closing  week  of  the  semester 
in  all  Expression  classes.  Everybody  invited  to  hear  these 
young  geniuses. 
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COLLEGE  NOTES. 


After  a  most  happy  vacation  all  the  girls  returned  to 
school,  well  and  in  good  spirits.  Most  of  the  house  girls  re- 
turned the  fifth  of  January,  but  school  did  not  open  until  Tues- 
day the  sixth. 

Tickets  for  the  Billy  Sunday  meetings  were  obtained  by 
Dr.  Lindsay  for  all  the  students  in  Dilworth  Hall  and  the  Col- 
lege. On  both  evenings — Friday  and  Saturday — the  reserved 
seats  were  filled  by  a  large  number  of  students. 

Miss  Coolidge  entertained  at  a  very  pretty  tea  on  Wednes- 
day afternoon,  January  the  7th.  The  tea  was  given  for  the 
girls  in  Woodland  Hall,  and  a  very  enjoyable  time  was  spent 
by  all. 

A  student  mass  meeting  was  held  on  Wednesday  morning 
— the  7th — in  the  chapel.  The  object  of  the  meeting  was  to 
discuss  and  adopt  the  constitution. 

On  Sunday  evening,  in  vespers,  Miss  Pauline  Burt  gave  a 
most  interesting  talk  on  the  convention  she  attended  in  Kan- 
sas City.  Miss  Marjory  Boggs  and  Miss  Burt  were  the  two 
delegates  from  Pennsylvania  College  for  Women,  to  this  Stu- 
dent Volunteer  Convention ;  and  from  Miss  Burt 's  talk,  it  must 
have  been  a  wonderful  affair.    Her  talk  was  most  inspiring. 

On  the  18th  of  January,  Mrs.  Asher  gave  a  most  interest- 
ing talk  in  vespers.  Mrs.  Asher  is  one  of  the  party  here  with 
Billy  Sunday. 

On  January  24th,  the  Annual  Reception  of  the  Associa- 
tion of  Collegiate  Alumnae  will  be  held  at  the  Margaret  Mor- 
rison school.  Formerly  these  Association  meetings,  of  which 
Miss  Coolidge  is  President,  were  held  in  our  school.  This  Re- 
ception has  grown  to  several  thousand  members  from  the 
fourth  year  classes  of  High  Schools  and  private  schools  in 
Pittsburgh  and  this  vicinity.  A  large  attendance  was  repre- 
sented this  year. 

Addresses  were  given  by  college  women  on  the  Co-Educa- 
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tional  College,  Vocational  College,  the  Large  College  for  Wom- 
en, and  the  Small  College.  They  were  represented  by  the 
President  of  the  Alumnae  Association,  Mrs.  George  Porter.  Miss 
Coolidge  presided  at  the  meeting,  and  the  Mandolin  Club  of 
Pennsylvania  College  helped  to  furnish  the  music. 

There  was  no  social  affair  scheduled  for  the  Friday  even- 
ing of  the  23rd — the  Friday  before  examinations  begin. 

Miss  Coolidge  was  the  speaker,  on  January  26th,  at  an 
open  meeting  of  the  Colloquium  Club.  Her  topic  was  Pana- 
ma."   The  Club  is  studying  South  America  this  year. 

The  examinations  began  on  the  26th  of  this  month.  A 
schedule  was  posted  and  changes  in  courses  were  made  for  the 
second  semester.  Several  new  students  will  enter  at  the  be- 
ginning of  the  next  semester. 

Miss  Abbott  has  started  a  walking  contest  for  the  house 
girls  in  Woodland  Hall.  This  contest  started  Monday,  Janu- 
ary 12th,  and  a  prize  will  be  given  four  weeks  from  date  to 
the  girl  walking  the  greatest  number  of  miles. 

The  German  Club  held  its  last  meeting  Tuesday,  January 
thirteenth.    Lorna  Burleigh  and  Giulietta  Plympton  were  hos- 
tesses.   German  songs  were  sung  and  the  meeting  proved  very  ■ 
successful. 

The  Y.  W.  C.  A.  held  its  first  meeting  for  the  new  year, 
January  seventh.  The  president  led  the  devotional  and  made 
some  announcements.  Remember,  girls,  the  faster  the  sweet 
chocolate  sells,  the  sooner  our  obligations  will  be  met  and  the 
more  girls  we  can  send  to  Eagles  Mere.  Miss  Ely  was  the 
speaker  for  the  morning.  She  told  us  of  the  organization 
of  the  National  Board.  The  work  is  varied  and  full  of  inter- 
est. Among  other  things  she  gave  us  a  glimpse  of  the  work 
in  Denver  as  she  knows  it.  As  the  result  of  this  part  of 
her  talk,  the  Freshmen  have  started  a  "Happy  Day."  Let  us 
all  rally  round  them  and  smile !  There  is  no  reason  why  1914 
should  not  be  the  brightest  and  best  year  our  Y.  W.  C.  A.  has 
ever  known. 
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Betty  Cameron,  Mary  Savage,  Margaret  Brown  and 
Marjory  Boggs  were  hostesses  at  the  regular  meeting  of  the 
Omega  Society  on  Thursday,  January  15.  Mary  Jeffrey  read 
a  paper  on  "Quo  Vadis."  Miss  Coolidge  and  Mr.  Putnam 
were  guests  at  this  meeting. 

At  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  meeting  on  January  14  Pauline  Burt 
and  Marjory  Boggs  gave  reports  from  the  Kansas  City  Con- 
vention. 


PERSONALS. 


Mary  Estep  had  an  exciting  visit  to  Apollo  during  the 
Christmas  vacation,  staying  at  the  home  of  Hazel  Ritz. 

Janet  Campbell  spent  a  few  dissipated  days  in  Butler  lately. 

Lorna  Burleigh  entertained  the  Junior  Class  at  her  home 
in   the    holidays. 

The  1915  class  rings  seem  very  successful. 

L.  B.  (in  Education)— Miss  Coolidge,  I'm  afraid  I  caa't 
do  justice  to  this  book. 

Miss  Coolidge — Well,  I  don't  expect  you  to. 

The  Jimior-Freshman  basketball  game  on  Thursday,  Jan. 
8th  proved  an  exciting  event.  The  final  score  was  19-17  in 
favor  of  the  Juniors. 

We  were  all  very  sorry  to  hear  of  the  death  of  Helen 
Pardee's  father.  The  Sorosis  extends  sympathy  to  the  be- 
reaved. 

We  miss  the  bright  and  shining  faces  of  Janet  Davis,  Dor- 
othy Kohne  and  Helen  Jackson.  Helen  is  continuing  her 
music  in  P.   C.   W. 
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Miss  Ely  in  French  class — We  will  take  the  verb  mourier — 
to  die — next.     We  will  need  it  soon. 

Ask  Mary  J.  whether  pride  goes  before  a  fall.  But  some 
falls  are  pleasant — it  depends  on  who   picks  you  up. 

Olga  L.,  after  walk  on  Fifth  avenue:  "Oh,  girls,  I  saw 
the  dearest  baby  in  a  percolator." 

E.  E.  to  L.  F. — "Oh,  do  you  take  anaesthetic  dancing?" 

Martha  Crandall  and  Dorcas  Beer  found  that  the  coasting 
on  the  hill  in  front  of  Woodland  Hall  was  splendid.  As  sleds 
were  unhoped  for  and  unattainable  luxuries,  serving  trays 
were  utilized  to  advantage. 

Miss  Meloy — "I'll  not  take  the  time  to  tell  you  this,  girls, 

if  you  can  tell  what  I  am  going  to  say." 

ft  : ■   :  Jj  ... , ... .  > . 

i.   ■ 

Miss  Laidlaw  is  taking  up  the  study  of  theology  in  her 
spare  moments. 

Miss  Brownlee — "After  the  meeting  T  will  post  the  moni- 
tors on  the  board  for  the  following  month." 

Dr.  Fisher— "How  old  was  Edward  VII.  when  he 
reigned?" 

Miss  Frame— "He  was  sixteen  when  he  died,  and  he  only 
lived   two   years." 

y    ■ 

Miss  Bannerot  (describing  the  making  of  pencils)— "Then 
this  stuff  is  pushed  through  iron  holes." 

Dr.  Fisher— "This  building  is  the  one  in  which  the  kings 
of  Scotland  were  built." 

"Billy"  Sunday  is  a  figure  who  will  go  down  into  history. 
As  one  sits  in  the  vast  tabernacle  and  looks  out  over  the  great 
sea  of  faces,  one  begins  to  realize  something  of  the  magnetic 

Someone  has  been  heard  remarking  that  the  Seniors  are 
the  silliest  crowd  she  ever  saw.  The  reporter  knows  they  are 
not  the  wittiest,  for  not  one  personal  can  she  find. 
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Monday,  December  29,  two  Seniors  and  a  Junior  (we  shall 
forbear  speaking  of  some  others)  met  in  Union  Station  to  see 
"Pa"  and  "Ma"  off  for  Kansas  City.  Their  family  were  all 
in  good  hands,  and  they  were  off  for  a  long  journey  by  their 
"lonesomes. "  "We  had  some  exciting  experiences.  Once  we 
thought  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  president  was  surely  going  to  be  turned 
over  to  the  authorities  for  breaking  the  laws  of  the  Medes  and 
Persians  (the  P.  R.  R.)  Then  there  were  five  of  us  behind  the 
windows  to  wave  good-bye  to  our  parental  relatives,  but  we 
promised  not  to  tell  about  that. 

They  reached  Kansas  City  in  the  process  of  time,  where 
they  attended  the  Student  Volunteer  Conference.  From  there 
they  hied  themselves  to  the  center  of  Missouri  to  rest.  Finally 
on  January  8th  they  made  our  hearts  glad  by  reappearing 
in  our  midst. 

The  Christmas  vacation  was  a  happy  and  busy  one  for 
all  the  Seniors.  Now  we  are  all  back  to  work.  What  with 
psychology  papers,  reviews,  tests  and  "Billy"  Sunday,  we  shall 
be  busy  for  some  time  to  come. 

"The  more  emotional  you  are,  the  sooner  you  will  'hit 
the  trail,'  "  says  one  learned  Senior. 

Alas,  alack !  some  more  of  the  furniture  in  the  Senior  den 
has  gone  to  wrack. 

Pauline  McCaw  returned  to  school  a  week  late  on  ac- 
count of  illness. 

personality  of  the  man  who  can  draw  together  this  marvelous 
assembly  day  after  day.  And  as  one  sees  the  converts  who 
go  forward  at  each  meeting,  it  is  impossible  to  scoff  at  this 
form  of  religion,  sensational  and  crude  though  it  may  be. 
That  Mr.  Sunday  is  sincere,  no  one  can  doubt;  that  he  has 
done  much  lasting  good  is  a  well-established  fact.  His  methods 
may  be  questioned;  his  language  criticized;  yet  any  man 
who  is  able  to  close  the  saloons  of  a  town  by  means  of  one 
brief  campaign  deserves  the  commendation  of  every  intelligent 
person. 
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There  is  still  hope  for  the  Tango !  Perhaps  it  may  even 
yet  be  reinstated  in  the  classic  halls  of  P.  C.  W.  We  see  by 
the  papers  that  an  exhibition  of  the  new  dances  was  recently 
given  before  the  shining  lights  of  society  and  the  church  in 
London.  One  bored  witness  declared  that  the  tango  was  so 
tame  that  it  put  her  to  sleep,  and  the  assembly  unanimously 
agreed  that  the  dance  was  harmless.  We  may  not  wholly 
agree  with  this  verdict,  but  perhaps  the  storm  of  criticism 
which  is  threatening  its  overthrow  is  but  another  case  of  his- 
tory repeating  itself.  Sixty-five  years  ago  the  waltz  was 
being  violently  attacked.  Byron  at  the  conclusion  of  a  biting 
verse   wrote : 

"Can  aught  from  cold  Kamschatka  to  Cape  Horn 
With  waltz  compare  or  after  waltz  be  borne?" 

The  author  of  a  diverting  book  on  "Fashions  and  Conse- 
quences" heatedly  declares  that  the  waltz  "has  corrupted 
every  nation  which  has  tolerated  it,  smiling  at  virtue  bleeding 
at  countless  pores." 

Yet  the  opponents  of  the  tango  advocate  the  waltz.  Times 
change,  and  so  do  opinions. 


HAPPY  DAY!    HAPPY  DAY! 


Blessed  be  ye  Wednesday  above  all  ye  other  days,  for 
upon  this  day  doth  ye  Freshman  class  be  happy.  Ye  cheerful 
grin  doth  illuminate  ye  fair  faces  of  ye  joyful  maidens,  and 
ye  entire  class  doth  become  hilarious  with  jubilation.  If  thou 
hast  placed  thy  signature  to  ye  "Happy  List,"  then  'tis  thy 
duty  and  thy  solemn  obligation  to  forget  solemnity  and  sorrow, 
and  smile  upon  ye  waiting  world.  Let  not  thy  cares  disturb 
thee,  and  be  thou  not  dismayed  by  the  multiplicity  of  thy 
lessons.  Ye  cheerful  countenances  do  rival  ye  sun  in  their 
brightness,  and  ye  enthusiasm  doth  exceed  that  of  ye  "Billy" 
Sunday  meetings.  Ye  idea  is  to  smile  thyself,  and  be  happy, 
and  to  exert  thyself  as  much  as  possible  to  make  thy  neigh- 
bors happy.     But  who  is  thy  neighbor?     Thy  neighbor,  we 
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say,  is  thy  classmate  who  needeth  thy  assistance  with  ye  elusive 
geometry  proposition,  or  thy  dear  teacher  who  would  be  made 
boundlessly  happy  by  thy  earnest  application  to  thy  lessons, 
or  ye  treasurer  of  ye  Sorosis,  who  hath  not  as  yet  received  thy 
filthy  lucre  in  exchange  for  ye  illustrious  and  far-famed  Soro- 
sis. Heed  these  my  words,  "Sistern"  and  grace  ye  "Happy 
List"  with  thy  flowing  signature.  But  if  thou  art  searching 
diligently  for  ye  fountain  of  happiness,  do  more  than  display 
thy  ghastly  grin  about  these  sombre  halls.  Do  thy  utmost  to 
make  thy  said  neighbor  happy,  and  thou  shalt  be  as  blessed  as 
ye  "Happy  Day."  E.  D.  M'C,  '17. 


'Twas  the  night  before  Exams,  when  all  through  the  house 

Not  a  creature  was  stirring,  not  even  a  mouse; 

The  student  lamp  was  turned  low  with  care 

In  hopes  that  Somnes  soon  would  be  there. 

My  roommate  was  nestled  all  snug  in  her  bed, 

While  visions  of  theorems   danced  round  in  her  head, 

And  in  my  kimonos,  wet  towel  for  a  cap, 

I  had  settled  my  brains  for  a  two-hour  nap, 

When  all  of  a  sudden,  I  heard  such  a  clatter 

I  rose  from  my  bed  to  see  what  was  the  matter. 

Alas !  'twas  only  the  clock  telling  me 

'Twas  time  to  get  up  to  cram  History. 

I  studied  my  History  and  note  book  till  eight, 

Then  went  up  to  college,  not  knowing  my  fate, 

When  what  to  my  wondering  eyes  should  appear 

But  some  of  the  questions  asked  for  last  year. 

I  answered  these  questions  as  quick  as  a  wink, 

For  I  knew  there 'd  be  some  that  would  cause  me  to  think. 

I  groaned  and  ceased  writing,  for  here's  what  I  saw— 

"Locate  following  places  and  map  of  Greece  draw." 

I  located  places  in  all  parts  of  Greece, 

Drew  a  queer  shaped  object, — but  here  I  must  cease. 

So  folding  my  paper,  from  the  classroom  I  went, 

Wishing  that  upon  History  more  time  I  had  spent. 

As  I  went  through  the  hall  on  Geometry  bent, 
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I  heard  a  voice  calling;  'twas  me  that  it  meant. 

I  heard  her  exclaim  as  nearer  she  drew, 

"Gee!  wasn't  that  fierce!     I  flunked,  oh!  did  you?: 


EXCHANGES. 
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"We  welcome  the  High  School  Journal,  with  its  attractive 
Christmas  cover  and  its  witty  personals. 

A  few  more  jokes  and  a  department  for  Personals  would 
greatly  improve  the  Holead. 

The  Allegheny  Monthly  is  unusually  good  this  month, 
but  where  is  your  Exchange  Department?  A  personal  depart- 
ment and  a  few  jokes  would  add  materially  to  your  maga- 
zine. 
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IN  MEMORIAM. 


In  a  story  I  have  read,  the  "Child's  Dream  of  a  Star," 
I  think,  death  is  represented  as  both  a  parting  and  a  uniting. 
Far  away  and  above,  the  earthly  despair  and  grief  is  the 
eternal  reunion  in  those  ever-widening  circles  of  friendships 
and  love  which  reach  back  to  time  immemorial.  While  now, 
in  the  death  of  Dr.  Lindsay,  the  sense  of  parting  is  uppermost 
— as  time  passes  we  will  begin  to  realize  that  after  the  parting 
comes  the  meeting  again.  Dr.  Lindsay  often  voiced  this 
thought,  and  those  who  studied  under  him  remember  well 
his  emphatic  statement  that  heaven  for  him  meant  a  blessed 
reunion  of  friends  and  loved  ones. 

When  Dr.  Lindsay  died,  I  think  few  of  the  girls  realized 
what  it  meant  to  them,  so  great  was  the  shock.  As  time  goes 
on,  to  every  girl  comes  a  sense  of  personal  loss.  Dr.  Lind- 
say had  in  a  great  degree  that  wonderful  gift  of  person- 
ality called  personal  magnetism,  which  made  him  loved  every- 
where. All  of  us  knew  and  admired  his  mental  qualities; 
felt,  perhaps  vaguely,  his  intellectual  power;  we  knew  what 
he  had  done  for  our  college,  and  revered  him  for  it ;  yet  it  is  as 
a  friend  that  we  miss  him  most.  So  it  is  not  to  our  instructor 
or  to  our  president,  dearly  as  we  loved  both,  but  to  the 
memory  of  one  of  the  dearest  friends  of  our  girlhood  that 
we  dedicate  this  memorial  number  of  our  college  paper. 
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HENRY  DRENNAN  LINDSAY. 


A  Funeral  Address. 


Henry  Drennan  Lindsay  was  born  in  Due  West,  South 
Carolina,  on  October  13,  1859,  and  was  therefore  a  few  months 
more  than  54  years  of  age  at  the  time  of  his  death.  He 
had  great  pride  in  his  native  State  and  knew  the  story  of  the 
distinguished  men  in  civil  and  ecclesiastical  life  who  were  as- 
sociated with  its  proud  history.  He  grew  to  manhood  and 
graduated  from  the  college  in  the  community  where  his 
grandfather  had  been  a  plantation  owner  with  slaves.  His 
father  was  a  Presbyterian  minister.  His  boyhood  ran  through 
those  years  of  reconstruction  in  the  South,  immediately  after 
the  Civil  War,  when  whole  States  were  impoverished  and  the 
social  life  of  the  people  was  revolutionized  in  order  to  be  re- 
adjusted. The  home  life  in  the  Presbyterian  manse  was  simple 
and  dignified  and  cultured,  for  he  had  a  rare,  old-fashioned 
Southern  lady  for  his  mother.  These  early  influences  molded 
him  into  a  certain  type  of  man  from  which  he  could  no 
more  escape  than  from  the  charming  accent  of  his  tongue. 
His  viewpoint,  from  which  he  looked  at  life  and  all  its  ques- 
tions, was  that  of  a  Southern  gentleman.  His  manners  were 
those  of  an  old  school  gentleman  of  the  ante-bellum  days. 
There  was  a  grace  and  a  courtesy  and  a  distinction  in  his 
bearing  that  made  him  noticeable.  There  was  a  winsomeness 
and  a  charm  in  his  cordial  hand-clasp,  in  the  bending  of  his 
head,  in  the  lighting  of  his  eye,  as  he  gave  himself  for  the 
moment  to  each  person  with  whom  he  talked.  Toward  all 
women  he  had  a  certain  indefinable  deference  and  chivalry  that 
marked  him  as  a  noble  man.  Among  men  he  was  at  ease, 
with  the  greatest;  but  the  humblest  were  at  ease  with  him. 

He  graduated  from  the  Princeton  Theological  Seminary 
in  1883,  and  accepted  a  call  to  Brownsburg,  Pa.,  a  little  town 
just  over  the  line  from  Lambertville,  N.  J.  In  Lambertville, 
in  1884,  he  was  married  to  Miss  Isabella  Williams.  Having 
at  this  time  accepted  a  call  to  the  pastorate  of  the  First 
church  of  Wilmington,  Del.,  he  went  with  his  bride  to  that 
city  to  make  his  first  home.     During  his  pastorate  there  he 
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built  up  the  membership  of  the  First  church  and  gained  for 
himself  a  foremost  position  among  the  public  men  of  the 
community.  He  went  from  Wilmington  to  Easton,  Pa.,  where 
he  was  much  beloved  in  that  college  town,  and  from  Easton 
he  went  to  the  Presbyterian  church  of  Jamestown,  N.  Y. 
From  Jamestown  he  came  to  the  pastorate  of  the  North 
church  in  Allegheny,  which  was  founded  by  his  beloved 
teacher,  Dr.  Archibald  Hodge.  Here  for  twelve  years  he  gave 
his  best  to  a  people  who  grew  more  devoted  to  him  each  year, 
until  it  is  rare  for  the  pastoral  ties  to  be  so  personally  and 
humanly  strong  as  were  these. 

In  1906  he  accepted  the  presidency  of  the  Pennsylvania 
College  for  Women.  Its  affairs  had  just  passed  through  a 
financial  crisis.  By  the  creditable  generosity  of  some  of  the 
citizens  of  Pittsburgh,  the  college  was  rescued  from  its  low 
estate  of  debt  and  poverty,  but  it  needed  to  be  lifted  up  in  the 
eyes  of  this  community.  It  needed  to  elevate  its  standards, 
its  curriculum  requirements,  and  to  increase  its  physical  equip- 
ment and  its  faculty  and  the  number  of  its  students.  Dr. 
Lindsay  was  chosen  to  perform  this  task.  The  most  loyal 
friends  of  the  institution  did  not  realize  the  magnitude  of  the 
work,  nor  the  rare  combination  of  qualities  required  in  the 
president.  There  were  those  who  were  surprised  that  Dr. 
Lindsay  would  leave  the  pastorate  to  undertake  this  work. 
There  were  those  who  doubted  his  special  fitness  for  it.  But 
he  saw  a  vision  of  what  this  college  might  be.  With  high 
ideals  from  which  he  never  turned,  with  patience  and  tact  and 
unceasing  labor  he  did  his  Avork.  He  stood  before  this  com- 
munity as  the  representative  of  all  that  is  finest  and  highest 
in  the  educational  world.  He  was  practical  nad  adaptable  and 
steadily  successful.  He  overcame  difficulties,  he  secured 
money,  he  solved  problems,  he  received  and  held  the  confi- 
dence of  the  strong  men  and  women  of  this  community.  His 
reputation  as  an  educator  increased,  and  he  was  among  the 
most  sought  and  popular  speakers  on  educational  subjects.  The 
position  and  reputation  and  influence  of  the  college  under 
his  leadership  were  growing  steadily,  and  there  seemed  to  be 
the  promise  of  more  rapid  development.  It  looked  as  if 
he  were  to  see  immediate  and  larger  results  from  the  thor- 
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ough  foundation  work  he  had  done  through  the  years.  I  think 
that  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  largest  constructive  work 
of  his  useful  life  was  done  in  the  college.  Some  of  us  were 
rejoicing  in  it  and  waiting  in  hope.  He  was  cut  off  in  the 
midst  of  his  years.  His  sun  went  down  at  noon.  His  work 
seemed  only  begun.  The  ties  that  bound  him  to  us  were 
snapped  with  a  suddenness  that  stunned  us. 

He  preached  in  the  morning  and  in  the  evening  on  Sunday, 
January  11,  and  on  the  following  Sunday,  as  the  congrega- 
tions of  worshiping  people  were  gathering  at  the  hour  for 
the  morning  service  in  the  churches  of  the  city,  his  life  ebbed 
away;  and  when  the  announcement  of  his  death  was  made  in 
the  churches  strong  men  could  not  refrain  from  weeping.  All 
over  the  city  there  was  mourning  and  sorrow,  and  there  might 
well  be,  for  one  of  the  foremost  of  all  the  citizens  of  this 
great  city  was  taken  away  from  us.  He  was  interested  in  all 
that  made  for  goodness  and  righteousness  in  the  community. 
He  gave  himself  unstintedly  to  this  city's  welfare,  speaking 
before  conventions  with  all  kinds  of  subjects  and  interest. 
He  touched  multitudes  of  lives,  and  all  for  good.  With  all 
his  activities  he  never  lost  his  love  for  preaching  the  Gospel, 
and  he  went  often  to  the  smaller  churches  and  those  in  the 
country  districts.  He  never  became  secularized,  but  was,  first 
and  always,  a  minister  of  the  Gospel. 

He  was  not  well  the  last  Sunday  he  preached,  but  it  was 
the  communion  Sunday  in  the  Wilkinsburg  church,  and  he  had 
been  with  the  people  at  their  preparatory  services.  It  was 
quite  like  him  to  put  aside  his  own  feelings  to  perform  his 
duty,  for  Dr.  Lindsay  was  scrupulously  careful  to  keep  his 
appointments.  It  is  pleasant  to  remember  that  his  last  min- 
isterial duties  involved  the  leading  of  the  people  to  the  adoring 
worship  of  the  Lord  Jesus  in  the  celebration  of  the  supper 
which  commemorates  his  dying  love.  It  is  what  any  minister 
of  the  Gospel  might  pray  to  have  in  his  experience  as  a  prepar- 
atory for  spending  his  next  Sabbath  with  the  company  of 
the  redeemed  in  the  worship  of  their  Lord  in  heaven. 

Dr.  Lindsay  had  a  happy  life.  His  wife  satisfied  his 
whole  nature,  and  he  loved  her  with  a  full  devoted  lover's  love, 
and  from  her  he  learned  some  of  the  lessons  of  life  that  a 
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good  man  only  learns  when  God  speaks  to  him  through  a 
good  woman.  His  children  were  a  joy  and  pride  to  him. 
He  was  satisfied,  therefore  he  was  rich  in  his  home  life.  He  was 
optimistic  in  his  outlook,  and  grateful  to  God  for  His  goodness 
to  him.  He  could  have  written  these  lines  of  Dr.  Weir 
Mitchell,  for  I  have  often  heard  him  say  the  thoughts  here  ex- 
pressed in  other  words: 

"I  know  the  night  is  near  at  hand; 
The  mist  lies  low  on  sea  and  bay; 
The  autumn  leaves  go  drifting  by; 
But  I  have  had  the  day. 

"Yea,  I  have  had,  dear  Lord,  the  day! 
When,  at  Thy  call,  I  have  the  night; 
Brief  be  the  twilight  that  I  pass, 

From  light  to  dark — from  dark  to  light." 

Dr.  Lindsay  had  a  very  quick  temper,  but  a  very  just  and 
kind  nature.  He  was  frank  and  generous,  and  without  guile. 
He  was  full  of  good  fellowship  and  unsuspicious,  yet  he  was 
reserved.  He  was  sincere,  without  duplicity,  and  very  human. 
He  was  large-hearted.  There  was  nothing  little  or  mean  in 
him.  He  loved  people,  and  sought  the  companionship  of 
men.  He  was  humble-minded,  honorable,  loyal,  brave  and 
chivalrous.  He  had  rare  taste  in  literature.  He  had  a  pas- 
sion for  the  rhythm  of  poetry.  He  loved  all  beautiful  things. 
WThile  he  did  not  despise  money,  he  did  not  seek  it  for 
itself. 

Some  of  us  will  miss  him  more  than  we  now  realize,  deep 
as  is  our  sense  of  loss ;  but  those  who  love  him  most  will  least 
begrudge  him  his  entrance  into  the  land  whose  citizens  can 
walk  by  sight.  The  things  which  here  he  could  not  see  are  now 
irradiated  with  the  light  from  the  face  of  the  Lord.  No  longer 
does  he  see  as  through  a  glass  darkly,  but  face  to  face.  We 
who  walk  by  faith  through  the  years  of  this  earthly  life,  led  by 
the  Spirit  of  God  Who  knoweth  the  way,  shall  gather  increas- 
ing confidence  as  the  company  of  our  friends  grows  larger  in 
the  land  of  light.  Father  and  mother  and  loved  ones  are 
there.    They  have  not  forgotten  us.    We  shall  not  forget  them. 
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Nor  shall  they  nor  we  forget  the  things  about  which  we 
held  loving  discourse  as  here  we  walked  and  talked  together. 

I  shall  be  surprise  (I  dare  not  say  disappointed)  if,  when 
we  reach  that  city  whose  inhabitants  walk  by  sight,  we  shall 
not  tell  each  other  of  the  things  which  befell  us  by  the  way, 
and  if  they  who  have  reached  home  first  shall  not  delight  to 
point  out  to  our  wondering  and  adoring  eyes  the  glories  of  our 
Father's  house. 

And  so,  in  this  house  of  God,  I  bid  farewell  to  my  dear 
friend.  I  rejoice  in  the  promotion  and  the  honor  that  have 
come  to  him,  as  I  have  always  done.  I  shall  miss  his  comrade- 
ship and  counsel  much.  As  surely  as  he  is  he,  and  I  am  myself, 
I  expect  to  renew  the  broken  fellowship  which  I  cherish  here 
and  he  cherishes  there,  through  the  grace  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ.  Rev.  William  L.  McEwan,  D.D. 


PROGRAM  OF  MEMORIAL  SERVICE,  FEB.  10,  1914. 


1.  Organ   Prelude. 

2.  Anthem   Dilworth  Hall  Glee  Club 

3.  Scripture  Reading Miss  Coolidge 

4.  Prayer   Dr.  Fisher 

5.  Solo   Miss  Fulton 

6.  Letters  and  Resolutions. 

7.  Five-minute  addresses  by — 

Mrs.  C.  H.  Spencer,  representative  trustees'  alumnae; 
Miss  Mary  W.  Bronson,  representative  of  faculty ;  Janet 
L.  Brownlee,  Jr.,  representative  of  student  body. 

8.  Anthem   College  Glee  Club 

9.  Address    Dr.  Robert  Christie 

10.  Alma  Mater. 

11.  Benediction    Dr.   Fisher 


THE      SOROS  IS 


TRIBUTE  OF  THE  FACULTY. 


It  is  my  privilege  to  say,  at  this  Memorial  Service,  a  few 
words  as  the  representative  of  the  Faculty  of  Pennsylvania 
College  for  Women.  My  theme  is:  "The  Bond  of  Friendship 
Uniting  the  Members  of  the  Faculty  to  the  President,"  whose 
loss  we  so  deeply  mourn. 

The  Faculty  of  an  institution  like  ours  is  more  than  a 
corps  of  instructors,  each  of  whom  is  a  specialist  in  his  or 
her  own  line  of  work.  The  organization  of  the  small  college 
permits  an  association  of  professors  with  students,  and  of  fac- 
ulty members  with  each  other  outside  the  classroom — a  gen- 
eral participation  in  the  social  and  spiritual  life  of  the  institu- 
tion which  results  in  great  blessing  to  all  concerned  in  it. 
We  readily  see  that  it  is  a  very  great  benefit  to  the  student 
body  to  have  its  members  brought  into  intimate  relations  with 
their  intellectual  leaders.  But,  it  is  not  less  beneficial  for 
these  leaders  to  realize  that  theirs  is  not  simply  the  life  of 
the  lecture  room  and  the  study,  where  each  one  is  working 
at  his  individual  problems,  but  a  community  life,  in  which  the 
substantial  identity  of  aims  and  ideals  makes  of  them  a  body 
of  close  and  constant  friends.  And  this  statement  of  con- 
ditions includes  the  relations  of  the  head  of  the  institution 
with  individual  members  of  the  faculty.  It  is  quite  possible 
that  in  such  an  institution  as  ours  these  relations  may  be — it 
is  certain  that  in  Pennsylvania  College  they  have  been — not 
formal  and  ceremonious,  but  genuinely  friendly  and  personal. 

Dr.  Lindsay  was  interested  in  the  members  of  his  Faculty 
not  simply  as  teachers,  but  as  men  and  women  with  individual 
desires  and  aspirations.  He  was  glad  to  know  what  they 
were  thinking  of  and  planning  for  in  connection  with  the 
regular  work  of  their  departments.  He  liked  to  have  them 
come  to  him  to  talk  over  projects  of  vacation  study  and  re- 
search ;  he  was  always  ready  to  listen  to  suggestions  concern- 
ing a  possible  furthering  of  college  interests,  either  inside  the 
institution  or  beyond  its  immediate  boundaries,  in  the  city 
and  its  suburbs.  He  might  not  approve  of  the  suggestions 
made,  and  in  that  case  his  own  judgment  was  given  positively 
and  frankly,  but  further  consideration  often  led  him  to  adopt 
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them  in  a  modified  form,  and  showed  much  good  will  in 
having  them  put  into  practice. 

Dr.  Lindsay  always  sympathized  heartily  with  members 
of  his  faculty  who  met  with  any  sort  of  trial  in  personal  ex- 
perience, or  who  suffered  by  reason  of  family  sorrow  or  be- 
reavement. Many  of  us  remember  vividly  his  words  of 
friendly  interest  at  such  a  time  and  the  consideration  shown 
by  kindly  deeds. 

I  desire,  myself,  to  acknowledge  most  gratefully  the  help 
and  comfort  given  in  seasons  of  illness  and  discouragement, 
and  I  shall  always  remember  with  peculiar  pleasure  my  last 
sight  of  our  President,  only  two  weeks  before  his  death, 
when  he  came  to  St.  Francis  Hospital  to  make  a  bright,  cheery 
visit,  expressing  his  interest  in  my  welfare,  and  planning  for 
my   early  return   to  my  work. 

We  agree  most  heartily  with  all  that  has  been  said  of 
Dr.  Lindsay's  magnetic  personality,  of  the  winsomeness  of  his 
manner,  his  power  to  sway  public  audiences,  or  to  charm  a 
single  listener.  We  have  elsewhere  given  positive  testimony 
of  our  deep  appreciation  of  his  work,  but  here  it  is  the  note 
of  personal  affection  that  is  striving  for  utterance.  We  Avere 
his  helpers  in  a  great  task  upon  the  success  of  which  his 
heart  was  set ;  and  we  met  him  in  a  daily,  hourly  fellowship 
such  as  could  be  enjoyed  by  no  other  persons  outside  his  own 
family  circle.  Therefore,  we  are  bowed  today  in  sorrow  too 
deep  to  find  adequate  expression  in  words.  We  loved  him — 
and  we  have  lost  our  Friend.  Mary  W.  Bronson. 


TRIBUTE  OF  THE  TRUSTEES   AND  ALUMNAE. 


Memory  bears  me  back  nearly  a  dozen  years  to  the  time 
when  there  was  conferred  upon  me  the  honor  of  filling  a 
vacancy  on  the  Board  of  Trustees  of  my  Alma  Mater.  The 
Board  then  consisted  of  twenty-seven  men  and  three  women. 
A  score  of  meetings  were  held  in  that  troubled  year  of 
1902-03,  and  the  silent  new  member  had  no  satisfaction  in 
them   beyond  that  of  knowing  that  two-thirds  of  the  time, 
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had  she  not  been  present,  there  would  have  been  no  quorum. 

This  was  her  first  opportunity  of  meeting  men  on  a  busi- 
ness footing,  and  of  comparing  their  methods  with  those  of 
women.  It  took  but  little  penetration  to  discover  that  in  both 
sexes  it  was,  after  all,  personality  that  eounted;  and  that 
that  was  why  something  was  usually  accomplished  when  that 
"prompt,  decisive  man,"  the  pastor  of  the  North  Presbyterian 
Church,  was  present. 

A  few  years  later,  following  the  raising  of  the  fund  to 
aid  and  endow  the  college,  a  new  charter  was  secured  which 
reduced  the  size  of  the  Board  one-half. 

A  new  member  of  the  reorganized  Board— Mr.  J.  B.  Fin- 
ley— a  man  of  unusual  sagacity,  pointed  out  to  the  chairman 
of  the  committee  appointed  to  select  a  President  for  the 
College,  that  the  man  for  whom  he  were  seeking  was  one  of 
our  own  number.  Dr.  Lindsay  was  promptly  elected  to  the 
position,  at  the  same  time  retaining  his  place  as  a  Trustee; 
and  he  proved  to  be  the  man  for  the  hour. 

Then  Joy  and  Duty  became  synonymous  terms,  and  it 
was  a  pleasure  to  attend  the  meetings  of  those  to  whom  were 
entrusted  the  affairs  of  this  institution.  Dr.  Lindsay  was 
no  "blind  leader  of  the  blind,"  but  a  man  of  strong  purpose 
and  conviction.  It  was  a  tremendous  satisfaction  to  watch 
how  beautifully  "confusion"  became  "order  in  his  path;"  to 
feel  the  atmosphere  of  harmony  which  pervaded  each  gather- 
ing; and  to  discover  that  our  new  President  possessed  un- 
bounded faith,  courage,  and  optimism,  combined  with  fine 
executive   ability. 

In  his  reports  he  never  failed  to  speak  words  of  com- 
mendation for  his  Faculty;  and,  like  a  fond  mother  who  finds 
each  new  baby  the  dearest  and  best,  so  did  Dr.  Lindsay  re- 
port the  quality  of  each  new  Student  Body  as  superior  to  all 
its  predecessors.  Small  wonder  that  the  Trustees  were  left 
stunned  and  helpless  when  such  a  leader  was  so  suddenly 
taken  from  them ! 

It  is  my  further  privilege  to  bring  to  this  memorial  ser- 
vice a  tribute  from  the  Alumnae — The  loss  which  we  have 
sustained  can  be  summed  up  in  a  word — we  have  been  called 
to  part  with  a  Friend !    Our  most  vivid  memories  of  Dr.  Lind- 
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say  cluster  about  our  annual  dinner,  and  we  shrink  from  the 
thought   of  the   return   of  the   time   when 

Dr.  Lindsay  was  the  life  and  soul  of  these  festive  occa- 
sions, and  his  response  to  the  closing  toast  was  the  event  of 
the  evening. 

"His  greeting  smile  was  pledge  and  prelude 
Of  generous  deeds  and  kindly  words. 

If  both  present  and  future  members  of  the  Board  of  Trus- 
tees are  true  to  the  trust  imposed  on  them ;  and  if  the  alumnae 
forget  not  their  loyal  allegiance  to  their  alma  mater,  then  long 
as  the  Pennsylvania  College  for  Women  shall  endure,  the  things 
which  endeared  to  each  one  of  us  our  beloved  President  will 
be  told  by  one  generation  to  another,  and  the  name  of  Henry 
Drennan  Lindsay  will  forever  stand  for  all  the  high  ideals 
with  which  we  associate  him. 

"Alike  are  life  and  death 

When  life  in  death  survives, 
And  the  uninterrupted  breath 

Inspires  a  thousand  lives. 

So  when  a  great  man  dies 

For  years  beyond  our  kin, 
The  light  he  leaves  behind  him  lies 

Upon  the  paths  of  men." 

M.  A.  Spencer. 


TRIBUTE  OF  THE  COLLEGE  STUDENTS. 


We  are  proud  to  have  heard  all  that  has  been  said  in 
the  past  two  weeks,  when  the  name  of  our  President  has 
been  upon  every  lip;  when  we  have  seen  what  his  influ- 
ence has  been  in  every  circle  of  life  and  learned  what  he 
has  meant  to  so  many  men.  We  thrilled  with  pride  when 
Ave  heard  his  life  and  character  portrayed  in  such  a  life-like 
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manner  by  one  who  had  been  his  life-long  friend.  And 
now  it  is  our  privilege,  as  students  of  the  Pennsylvania  Col- 
lege for  Women,  to  add  one  word  of  appreciation  also.  For 
we  feel  that  in  Dr.  Lindsay  we  have  a  peculiar  interest,  just 
as  he  had  in  us.  For  we  know  that  Dr.  Lindsay  was  in- 
terested in  us,  and  we  like  to  think  that  whatever  he  saw 
or  read  he  asked  himself  whether  it  would  interest  his  girls 
also.  And  so,  in  chapel,  or  on  Sabbath  evenings  in  Vespers, 
he  brought  his  helpful  thoughts  to  us;  and  to  have  him  speak 
thus  intimately  was  a  joy  to  each  one  of  us.  Everything 
which  he  said  was  practical  and  fitted  into  our  lives. 
And  we  never  will  forget  how,  when  we  told  him  how  much 
we  had  enjoyed  his  talk,  he  said,  in  Dr.  Lindsay's  own  genial 
way,  "It  is  good  of  you  to  tell  me  so."  And  we  knew  that 
he  appreciated  the  thanks   of  each   one. 

Some  of  us  met  with  Dr.  Lindsay  in  the  classroom. 
All  who  were  under  his  instruction  are  grateful  for  the  ethics, 
the  psychology  and  the  Bible  that  we  learned  in  so  interest- 
ing a  manner  that  we  did  not  consider  it  work.  As  one  of 
our  girls  has  said,  "When  we  think  of  religious  subjects, 
we  think  of  Dr.  Lindsay."  That  is  true,  because  all  our 
thoughts  along  such  lines  are  intertwined  with  the  impres- 
sions made  by  the  personality  of  our  teacher. 

Of  his  loss  we  do  not  wish  to  say  much.  As  President 
Wilson  said,  "The  only  appropriate  thing  to  say,  I  can't  say, 
because  there  are  no  words  for  it.  There  are  some  emotions 
that  are  very  much  deeper  than  man's  vocabulary  can  reach." 
We  shall  miss  Dr.  Lindsay  daily — in  the  chapel,  in  the  class- 
room, and  in  all  the  school  life.  We  shall  miss  him  whose 
joy  always  increased  our  joy.  But  because  of  the  inspira- 
tion of  his  joyous  and  efficient  life  we  shall  take  courage 
for  the  remainder  of  this  difficult  year,  and  strive  to  do  our 
best  for  the  college  he  loved  so  well. 

Janet  L.  Brownlee  (1914.) 
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ADDRESS  BY  DR.  CHRISTIE. 


Miss  Coolidge,  permit  me  to  express  to  you  my  appre- 
ciation of  the  privilege  of  joining  with  you  in  this  memorial 
service.  Because  of  the  much  that  could  be  said,  it  has 
not  been  easy  for  me  to  decide  just  what  line  of  remarks 
would  be  appropriate  for  me  to  take  on  this  occasion.  It 
would  be  unseemly  for  the  speaker  to  use  this  service  for 
extensive  remark  on  his  own  sense  of  personal  loss,  but  be 
assured  that  it  is  sufficiently  deep  and  keen  to  enable  him 
to  enter  fully  into  the  feelings  that  seek  an  outlet  here  this 
morning.  Were  it  expected  that  I  indicate  the  loss  that  has 
come  to  this  community  in  the  death  of  Dr.  Lindsay,  I  would 
hesitate  greatly,  after  the  fitting  and  beautiful  tribute  to 
which  you  listened  from  Dr.  McEwen  on  the  day  he  was  laid 
to  rest.  But  from  the  note  of  invitation,  and  the  place  where 
we  are  assembled.  I  take  it  we  are  to  be  occupied  with  the 
loss  that  has  come  to  this  institution.  In  view  of  that,  I 
could  wish  that  my  task  had  fallen  to  someone  who  knows 
from  within  what  Dr.  Lindsay  was  in  the  famous  relation 
in  which  he  stood  to  the  College.  As  it  is,  I  must  content 
myself  with  imagining  what  he  was,  as  I  know  him,  as  a 
Christian  gentleman  and  scholar  would  naturally  be  to  a 
body  of  young  people  for  whose  institution  and  welfare  he 
felt  himself  in  a  large  measure  responsible. 

Talk  to  anyone  to  whom  a  college  education  has  been 
among  the  greatest  of  blessings,  fitting  to  life's  duties  and 
life's  pleasures,  and  ask  to  what  one  influence  they  chiefly 
owe  the  impulse  that  spurred  them  on  to  its  attainment,  and 
almost  without  exception  they  will  point  back  to  some  favorite 
instructor.  To  such,  college  life  does  not  mean  fine  build- 
ings, a  beautiful  campus,  a  large  library  and  Avell-equipped 
laboratory,  but  a  living  personality.  Under  the  influence  of 
such,  student  life  becomes  the  one  great  opportunity.  Study 
ceases  to  be  drudgery  and  lessons  a  task,  and  anything  com- 
mended by  such  teacher  becomes  the  object  of  ardent  pur- 
suit. 

Few  men  had  that  contagious  influence  that  communicates 
to  others  an  interest  in  the  things  he  loved  in  a  degree  equal 
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to  Dr.  Lindsajr.  His  expressed  approval  of  a  new  book  meant 
to  many  its  instant  possession  and  the  mastery  of  its  con- 
tents— his  favorite  poems  became  the  favorite  poems  of  his 
intimates,  and  who,  that  ever  sat  under  his  preaching,  has 
not  felt  that  fertilizing,  that  awakening  touch  of  a  mind  stored 
with  the  riches  of  our  best  literature !  "What  gift  could  have 
been  more  masterful  in  opening  the  young  mind  to  the  value 
of  culture?  And  then  what  a  spur  to  effort  in  order  to 
win  a  "Well  done"  from  the  lips  of  such  a  teacher. 

And  then,  learning  in  Dr.  Lindsay  was  commended  by 
a  rare  charm  of  manner.  What  that  is  held  to  mean  in  edu- 
cation, you  may  realize  from  the  following  motto  carved  over 
the  portals  of  one  of  the  colleges  of  Oxford,  "Manners  make 
men ! ' '  And  surprise  ceases  when  we  remember  that  in  Latin 
the  same  word  stands  for  both  manners  and  morals,  showing 
the  close  connection  between  the  two  in  a  manly  character. 
In  thinking  of  this  trait  in  connection  with  Dr.  Lindsay,  we 
could  not  help  feel  that  he  was  fortunate  in  the  time  and 
place  where  he  spent  his  early  years.  We  know,  of  course, 
that  manners  are  primarily  a  matter  of  the  heart,  but  if  they 
are  to  flower  into  settled  conduct,  it  must  be  in  an  atmos- 
phere of  comparative  leisure,  of  refinement  and  a  high  sense 
of  honor.  One  never  saw  Dr.  Lindsay  greeting  a  lady  or 
engaged  in  conversation  with  ladies,  that  his  gracious  man- 
ner did  not  suggest  the  courtesy  of  the  best  type  of  southern 
gentleman.  And  the  observed  effect  compelled  you  to  agree 
with  Emerson  "That  a  gracious  manner  gives  a  higher  pleas- 
ure than  clothes,  or  pictures,  and  is  the  finest  of  the  fine  arts. ' ' 
The  man  possessed  of  it  needs  no  letters  of  introduction  to  the 
best  people,  barriers  that  are  impregnable  to  almost  every 
other  influence,  fall  away  before  that.  It  is  the  "Open  Se- 
same" to  all  minds.  A  liberal  contributor  to  this  College 
was  unconsciously  paying  a  tribute  to  this  trait  in  your  late 
President  in  saying  to  me  the  other  night,  "Why,  I  could 
not  refuse  him  when  he  came  to  me."  Men,  that  would  have 
repelled  others  felt  honored  in  being  asked  of  him.  What 
that  meant  in  making  friends  for  this  institution  can  only 
be  conjectured. 

But  Dr.  Lindsay  craved  for  his  students  something  higher 
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than  a  trained  intellect,  the  love  of  literature  and  the  graces 
of  behaviour.     When  the  acceptance  of  the  presidency  of  this 
Institution  was  under  consideration,  it  was  intimated  to  him 
that  it  seemed  like  a  stepping  down  to  give  up  preaching  the 
Gospel  for  a  lower  form  of  training.     His  reply,  in  substance, 
was,  "I  am  not  giving  up  preaching  the  Gospel,  but  changing 
the  form  of  its  application,"  which  meant  that  he  considered 
no  education  complete  that  falls  short  of  bringing  the  mind 
into   living   relations   with    Christ   Jesus.      And   he   regarded 
that  as  peculiarly  so  of  the  educated  young  women,  if  for  no 
other  reason  than  the  gratitude  they  owe  to  Him  for  its  pos- 
session.    Jesus  found  women  slighted,  degraded,  the  drudge 
or  plaything  of  Society,  and  stretched  forth  his  hand  for  her 
uplifting.     His   message   to   her   was   emphatically   a   Gospel, 
good  news,  glad  tidings.     It  swept  away  the  barriers  behind 
which  the  finer  elements  of  her  nature  withered,  and  lifted 
her  into  the  exalted  position  she  occupies  today.     The  most 
beautiful  object  for  which  Christ  made  provision,  in  the  new 
society   which   he    came   to   create,   was   a   refined,    educated 
Christian  woman.     Yes,  he  who  is  the  possessor  of  all  things 
precious  and  beautiful  in  heaven  and  in  earth  has  nothing 
higher  to  bestow  upon  you  than  to  make  you  just  such  women. 
It  has  been  said  that  "Institutions  are  but  the  lengthened 
shadow  of  the  individual."     If  that  be  so,  ask  yourself  the 
question,  of  what  individual  this  Institution  is  the  lengthened 
shadow.     Does   it   not  stand   as   closely   related   to   Jesus  of 
Nazareth  as  the  flower  does  to  the  seeds,   or  the  stream  to 
the  fountain?     In  view  of  such  blessings  which  she  owes  to 
Him,  is  it  strange  that  we  find  the  poet  asking : 
"What  is  AVoman,  what  her  smile 
Her  look  of  love,  her  eye  of  light? 
What  if  she  in  her  heart  revile 
The  blessed  Saviour  ?    Love  may  write 
His  name  upon  her  marble  brow 
And  linger  in  her  curls  of  jet 
The  light  spring  flower  may  scarcely  bow 
Beneath  her  feet,  and  yet,  and  yet 
Without  this  choicest  grace  she'll  be 
A  lighter  thing  than  vanity." 
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To  that  sentiment  Dr.  Lindsay  would  utter  an  emphatic 
Amen,  because  he  craved  for  you  a  preparation  for  life  that 
will  take  in  the  whole  compass  of  your  existence,  leaving  no 
part  unprovided  for.  And  he  knew  that  nothing  short  of 
the  acceptance  of  the  religon  of  Jesus  Christ  can  fully  meet 
that  requirement.  It  sweetens,  brightens  and  multiplies  the 
joys  of  Youth,  it  stretches  out  a  guiding  hand  in  the  hour 
of  perplexity  and  it  alone  sustains  in  the  day  of  uncontrolable 
trouble. 

Could  he,  whose  memory  we  honor  today,  speak  to  you 
from  beyond  the  veil,  I  am  sure  I  am  not  mistaken  in  be- 
lieving that  his  counsel  to  each  one  of  you  would  be  in  sub- 
stance : 

"Be  good,  sweet  maid, 
Let  those  who  will  be  clever. 
Do  noble  deeds,  not  dream  them  all  day  long, 
And  so  make  life,  death,  and  that  vast  Forever 
One  grand,  sweet  song. 

Dr.  Robert  Christie. 


DR.   HENRY  D.  LINDSAY 


(From  The  Dilworthian) 

It  is  only  a  week  since  the  angel,  of  eternal  rest  hovered 
over  our  beloved  President  and  bore  his  spirit  peacefully 
away. 

Known  and  loved  by  so  many,  there  seems  little  need  of 
commendatory  words,  and  yet,  from  our  hearts,  we  desire 
to  pay  a  passing  tribute  to  the  one  whom  we  shall  so  sadly 
miss.     The  sorrow  is  ours,  the  infinite  gain — is  his. 

To  have  been  associated  with  him,  in  the  various  ex- 
periences of  every  day  college  life,  was,  "a  liberal  education" 
in  itself,  for  here  we  have  not  only  the  literary  and  spiritual 
life,  but  also  the  home  life,  and  we  who  remain  have  witnessed 
the  coronation  of  a  Christian  gentleman.  He  had  rare  social 
qualities  that  drew  closely  to  himself  both  faculty  and  stu- 


18  THE      SOROSIS 

dents.  His  winsome  smile  and  his  cordial  hand-clasp  was  an 
"open  sesame"  to  his  heart.  His  cheerful  personal  contact 
always  placed  us  on  a  higher  plane.  His  refinement  of  man- 
ner, his  intellectual  culture  and  grace,  made  him  a  leader, 
wherever  he  was.  It  cannot  be  said  of  him,  that  he  might, 
but  he  did  not,  as  with  untiring  zeal  he  worked  for  the  best — 
that  this  college  could  attain. 

In  richness  of  heart  and  soul,  he  was  a  prince  and  he 
represented  to  us  the  race  of  God's  nobility,  for  every  friend 
he  ever  had  recognized  his  nobility  of  soul.  He  had  the 
rare  combination  of  tenderness  and  strength,  kindness  and 
courage.  His  cheerful  heart,  even  amid  discouragements,  his 
strong  will,  optimistic  nature,  and  originality  of  wit  and  hu- 
mor made  him  a  constant  surprise  to  his  friends.  He  was 
fashioned  in  nature's  royal  mold  and  retained  the  stamp  after 
he  had  folded  his  hands.  In  his  own  home,  he  illustrated 
the  old  fashioned  grace  of  hospitality.  His  home,  and  the 
best  he  had,  was  for  his  friends. 

Dr.  Lindsay's  students  will  long  remember  the  assur- 
ances he  gave  of  an  unquestioning  faith  in  a  future  life,  but 
there  was  no  self-confidence  nor  presumption  in  his  unclouded 
trust.  The  old  Hebraic  sun-setting  was  his,  that  of  simple 
faith  and  unfaltering  trust.  His  translation  was  merely  a 
journey,  from  a  home  here  to  a  home  beyond. 

His  prayers  in  chapel — as  he  talked  with  God,  were  for 
strength  and  guidance  to  meet  the  duties  of  each  day  and 
they  sent  us  out  from  that  room  hopeful  and  courageous. 

He  has  "fallen  asleep"  but  it  will  be  long  before  his 
memory  and  influence  will  be  forgotten  by  those  who  knew 
and  loved  and  associated  with  the  spirit  whom  we  called 
Dr.  Lindsay. 

S.  L.  D. 


LETTERS  OF  TRIBUTE. 


Many  expressions  of  sympathy  have  been  received  from 
the  numberless  friends  of  Dr.  Lindsay,  only  a  few  of  which 
can  be  printed  here. 
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RESOLUTIONS  CONCERNING  THE  DEATH  OF  DR.  LIND- 
SAY, PRESIDENT  OF  THE  PENNSYLVANIA 
COLLEGE  FOR  WOMEN. 


WHEREAS,  AVe,  the  general  faculty  of  the  University 
of  Pittsburgh,  have  learned,  with  deep  regret,  of  the  death 
of  Dr.  Henry  D.  Lindsay,  President  of  the  Pennsylvania  Col- 
lege for  Women. 

RESOLVED,  That  in  the  death  of  Dr.  Lindsay  the  cause 
of  higher  education  in  Western  Pennsylvania  has  lost  a  bril- 
liant, forceful  and  efficient  leader.  His  admirable  gifts  as 
a  thinker  and  speaker,  his  energy  and  tact  in  organization  and 
administration,  and — more  than  all — his  Christian  scholarship 
and  character,  have  made  him  a  powerful  factor  in  the  higher 
life  of  this  community. 

RESOLVED,  That,  as  expressions  of  our  sympathy,  the 
Secretary  be  instructed  to  send  copies  of  these  resolutions  to 
the  faculty  of  the  Pennsylvania  College  for  AVomen  and  to 
the  bereaved  family ;  and  that  a  deputation  of  our  number  be 
appointed  to   attend  the  funeral. 

January  20th,  1914. 


The  Directors  and  Faculty  of  the  Carnegie  Institute  of 
Technology  having  learned  with  sincerest  sorrow  of  the  death 
of  President  Henry  D.  Lindsay  would  express  their  deep  sym- 
pathy to  the  Pennsylvania  College  for  Women.  A  zealous 
and  able  leader  in  the  field  of  education,  an  upright  and  noble 
gentleman,  beloved  by  all,  Dr.  Lindsay's  loss  is  an  irreparable 
one  to  the  community  which  he  has  served  so  well. 

January  21st,   1914. 


January  21,  1914. 
My  dear  Miss  Coolidge : — 

The   "night   letter"    came   this   morning,    and   you   were 
most  kind  to  think  of  me  in  this  time  of  grief.     I  do  indeed 
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sorrow  with  you.  Never  can  I  forget  the  kindness  of  Dr. 
Lindsay  when  I  was  in  Pittsburgh.  The  beautiful  words  he 
spoke  to  me  on  that  commencement  night  (a  copy  of  which 
he  was  so  kind  as  to  send  me)  are  gratefully  remembered  and 
the  paper  I  keep  among  my  few  treasures.  Dr.  Lindsay  was 
a  noble  man  and  his  death  is  a  loss  to  the  Faculty,  the  College, 
the  Church  and  the  country,  for  his  influence  was  ever  for 
the  right. 

Will  you  at  chapel  service,  or  such  time  as  you  deem 
suitable,  convey  to  the  faculty  and  students  my  heartfelt 
sympathy?  I  heard  of  the  comforting  prayer  Dr.  Lindsay 
made  at  the  funeral  service  of  dear  Miss  Pike. 

Praying  that  "our  Father"  may  bless  and  comfort  you, 
Sincerely  yours, 

Helen  E.  Pelletreau. 


<\  ^     <~       ■■M. 
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fIDarcb,  1914 
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After  leaving  College  you  may  still  be  interested  in  some  the; 
ricals.     If  so  kindly  remember  us  when  selecting  your 
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MORNING  AND  EVENING. 


With  the  rising  sun 
A  marvelous  castle  burst  in  sight; 
It  sparkled  and  glowed  in  the  fresh  morn's  light. 
Youth  cried :   ' '  Oh,  building  pure  and  bright, 
I  will  reach  thy  portal  ere  the  night ; 
As  I  onward  run 
I  will  put  all  sin  to  flight, 
I  will  set  all  wrongs  to  right, 
I  will  win  in  every  fight, — 

Ere  the  day  be  done!" 


It  is  nearly,  nearly  evening  now; 

Youth  with  thy  fair  vision,  where  art  thou? 

The  sinking  sun  in  splendor  sends 

Its  flaming  rays  o'er  heaven's  brow; 

Each  length 'ning  shadow  deepens,  blends. 

Into  the  common  greyness  covering  all ; 

The  dew  from  heaven  begins  to  fall; 

Lo,  the  evening  stillness  reigneth  now ! 

But  youth,  youth  of  wildest  fancies,  where  art  thou? 

Giulietta  Plympton,  '14. 


THE      SOROSIS 


RABINDRANATH  TAGORE. 


Rabindranath  Tagore,  known  as  "India's  Shakespeare  and 
Tasso  in  one,"  has  been  the  idol  of  young  India  for  twenty 
years.  We  of  the  West  have  known  almost  nothing  about  him 
until  he  came  into  prominence  by  winning  the  Nobel  prize  for 
poetry.  The  poet  himself  was  in  this  country  last  year,  and 
has  translated  quite  a  little  of  his  work  into  English. 

He  was  born  in  1860  of  a  family  of  culture,  wealth,  and 
leisure.  With  the  companionship  of  his  cultured  and  very 
spiritually  minded  father,  he  spent  the  early  years  of  his  life 
among  the  mountains  of  India,  learning  to  love  their  grandeur 
and  spending  hours  in  solitude  learning  the  gospel  of  nature. 
During  these  years  he  learned,  among  other  things.  English, 
Sanscrit,  and  Bengali,  and  the  sciences.  When  seventeen 
years  of  age,  he  was  taken  to  Europe  to  complete  his  education. 

He  seems  to  be  wonderfully  versatile,  and  to  be  able  to  do 
many  things  well.  He  is  a  profound  philosopher,  a  spiritual 
and  patriotic  leader,  an  historical  investigator,  a  singer  and 
composer,  an  editor,  an  educator,  and  a  skillful  administrator 
of  his  large  estate. 

The  fact  that  he  is  a  musician  and  singer  has  had  great 
effect  on  the  rhythm  of  his  poetry.  Like  Robert  Burns  he 
writes  much  of  his  poetry  with  a  certain  melody  in  his  mind, 
with  the  difference  that  he  composes  his  own  melody. 

Much  of  the  beauty  of  his  work  is  lost  to  us,  because  he 
writes  in  Bengali,  a  tongue  particularly  suited  to  poetry,  and 
much  of  its  peculiar  beauty  is  lost  in  translation. 
His  first  book  to  make  him  well  known  was  the  "Gitan- 
gali"  or  Song-Offerings.  This  is  a  collection  of  love  songs 
of  the  soul  to  God.  Many  of  these  are  sung  in  the  Indian 
churches.  Most  of  his  love  songs  he  wrote  between  twenty- 
five  and  thirty-five  years  of  age.  Later  he  turned  to  more 
religious  and  philosophical  subjects.  He  has  written  plays, 
tales,  novels,  prose  essays  and  love  songs.  His  plays  are 
entirely  satisfactory  when  acted  or  to  a  mere  surface  view, 
but  gain  added  beauty  when  studied  carefully  because  of  the 
deep  philosophy  of  life.  He  has,  also,  written  Indian's  "Mar- 
seillaise"—"Golden  Bengal." 
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He  is  described  as  having  a  very  pleasing  personality, 
gentle  and  mystical,  almost  feminine  in  his  gentleness  and 
tenderness  yet  with  a  good  deal  of  quiet  strength.  His  face 
is  said  to  have  the  delicate,  rather  spirituelle  beauty  which 
usually  characterizes  the  born  poet,  and  he  seems  to  remind 
many  of  the  pictures  of  the  Christ.  He  is  above  all  a  mystic 
and  a  dreamer,  as  is  characteristic  of  his  race,  and  a  tender, 
sympathetic  prophet  of  nature,  loving  her  with  the  deep  poetic 
insight.  His  philosophy  is  thoughtfully  optimistic  and  has  a 
strong  appeal.  His  imagery  is  exquisite.  Ernest  Rhys  says  that 
his  "message  to  the  Western  world  amounts  almost  to  a  spirit- 
ual revelation."  Critics  rather  hesitate  to  assign  to  him  any, 
even  approximate,  place  in  literature.  It  is  too  soon  yet  to 
judge  fairly,  and  ignorance  of  the  language  is  a  strong  barrier 
to  properly  appreciating  him.  They  seem  to  be  fairly  sure, 
however,  that,  if  not  one  of  the  greatest  poets,  he  is  surely 
one  of  the  great  ones. 

Margaret  H.  Brown,  '14. 


THE   LITTLE   REBEL. 


"Ah!   Guido!    Mon  petit!    I  pray  you,  take  me  in." 

"Where  have  you  come  from,  Ilmo?" 

"I?  Ah!  Dieu!  Even  yet  the  dark  wall  stares  me  in 
the  face.  I  see  before  me  the  iron  bars — but  look,  Guido — on 
yon  hill !  The  Spaniard !  The  Spaniard !  Can  you  not  take 
me  in,  petit  Guido?" 

"No,  no,  Ilmo.  You're  a  rebel,  aren't  you?  Father  told 
mother  you  were  always  so.  He  said  once  when  you  were  a 
little " 

"Dame!  The  Spaniard!  I  go,  but  you  know  nothing, 
Guido?" 

"No,  but  you  must  conceal  yourself  in  the  shed  near  the 
grain  house." 

"Oh!  Merci!  I  thank  you,  mon  ange,  I  shall  not  forget. 
But  no — you  are  truthful?  Then  I  must  surrender?  You  are 
then  so  truthful  as  your  sweet  face  implies?" 
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"Why  not,  Guido?  Can  not  a  child  be  truthful  and  a 
friend?     Hurrj' !     He  approaches!" 

As  the  figure  of  Guido  disappeared  in  the  old  shed,  the 
burly  form  of  a  Spaniard  appeared  on  the  opposite  hill.  As 
he  came  nearer  the  boy  noted  his  harsh,  brutal  features. 

"Ah!  Good  morning,  monsieur.  Welcome  to  our  land. 
You  are  a  stranger?  And  perhaps  you  are  tired  and  would  like 
to  rest?  Last  week  the  bishop  came  and  mother  insisted  on 
his  going  to  rest  for  a  little.  It  is  tiresome  traveling  and  you 
had  better " 

"0!  You're  quite  a  talker  for  a  chap  of  your  age.  I  like 
not  such  loquaciousness  linked  with  shortness  of  years.  Chil- 
dren should  listen  well  to  the  wisdom  of  age,  mindful  of  the 
admonition  which  is  given  them." 

"Monsieur  is  angry?    But  then  he  needs  rest.    Perhaps — " 

"You  are  a  sunny-tempered  child  and  beautiful  too.  But 
you  make  me  forget  my  mission.  I  must  be  off  in  haste.  My 
delay  is  most  unseemly — now,  boy,  I  suppose  strangers  pass 
here  often?" 

"It  grieves  me  you  must  go.  My  mother  always  said  I 
was  her  'beau  fils.'  You  see  I  have  her  curly  hair  and  blue 
eyes.    But,  when  I  was  a  baby -" 

"Child,  will  you  answer  me  or  no?" 

"Sir,  do  you  mean  men  or  mesdames?  There  are  only 
the  peasants  going  to  market." 

"Peasants?  Ah!  Peasants,  eh?  And  saw  you  one  this 
morning?  I  say,  saw  you  one?  Answer  me,  or  I'll — I'll 
torture  you?" 

"I  have  heard,  sir,  of  tortures.  I've  read  in  books  of 
cruel,  ugly  things.  But  there  isn't  anything  like  the  guillo- 
tine, is  there  ?  I  begged  father  to  take  me  to  see  the  guillotine, 
but  he  always  puts  his  hands  over  his  eyes  and  shudders,  so 
I  must  wait  a  few  years." 

"So,  so!  You  may  not  have  to  wait.  I  will  show  it  to 
you  this  afternoon  if  you  are  not  exact.    Saw  you  strangers?" 

"There  are  many.     I  know  not  what  you  mean." 

"Ah,  you  sly  canaille!  I  know  your  clan.  You  will  beat 
the  government  yet.  But  no,  not  so  long  as  I  can  fasten  my 
fangs  in  your  contemptible  flesh.    I  will  throttle  you." 
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"I  know  of  no  one,  sir,  except  Guillanme  Penaud !  Yes, 
you  mean  him?  He  goes  with  his  oxen  to  market.  But  he 
is  a  quiet  fellow." 

"You  are  a  rebel,  too.  An  upholder  of  the  despicable 
craft.  Will  you  tell  me  where  the  stranger  is?  The  Prefect 
is  a  stern  man  who  will  see  that  justice  is  done.  You  dog ! 
All  ye  dogs  !  Peasants  !  Bah  !  The  scum  of  France !  The  vile 
wretches  of  misery-.  You  young  beggar  of  filth,  have  you  no 
answer?  I  shall  burn  these  shacks  and  drive  out  the  snake. 
I  will  take  your  lean  oxen  and  leave  you  desolate.     Answer!" 

"Monsieur!  The  Prefect  is  a  just  man.  Perhaps  he 
will  help  me?" 

"Polluted  things — you  ignorant  peasants!  You  have  no 
understanding.  But.  am  I  delaying  in  this  manner — unable 
to  move  you  by  threats?  You  will  be  silent  on  the  one  subject 
I  desire  most  to  know,  but  you  can  find  a  parlez-vous  for  all 
the  senseless  riff-raff  that  children  delight  in.  Dieu!  With 
my  sword !     Your  head  ! ' ' 

"Merci,  monsieur!  My  father  will  come  shortly.  Perhaps 
he  can  tell  you?  Shall  we  wait  for  him?  He  will  tell  you 
tales  of  the  war,  when  the  peasants  felt " 

"The  guillotine!    Come — I  will  show  it  to  you." 

The  child  struggled,  but  in  vain.  Strapped  tightly  to  the 
horse,  the  grim  rider  and  his  little  victim  quickly  disappeared 
in  the  shadows. 

Virginia  Morris,  '15. 


8  THE      SOROSIS 

THE    SOROSIS 

Pennsylvania  College  for  Women 

THE  STAFF 

Marjory  Boggs,    '14 Editor-in-Chief 

Pauline  Burt,    '14 Business  Manager 

Lorna  Burleigh,    '15 Literary  Editor 

Ruth  Miller,    '16 College  Notes 

Elizabeth   McClelland,    17 Exchanges 

Virginia   Morris,    '15 Assistant  Business   Manager 

REPORTERS 
Margery  Stewart  Edna  Gaw 

Miriam   Messner 
Janet   Campbell  Dorcas  Beer 

The  Sorosis  is  published  monthly  by  the  students  of  the 
Pennsylvania  College  for  Women. 

Subscription  to  the  Sorosis.  $1.00  per  year;  single  copies, 
15  cents. 

Entered  in  postoffice  at  Pittsburgh.  Pa.,  as  second-class 
matter. 


It  seems  such  a  short  time  since  the  Christmas  holidays, 
yet  the  Easter  vacation  is  here  and  everybody  is  ready  for  a 
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much-needed  rest.  School  affairs  always  seem  to  run  at  high 
tension  just  before  a  vacation.  Every  one's  temper  is  inclined 
to  be  short,  and  small  mistakes  loom  high.  You  often  wonder 
how  many  years  it  will  take  to  wipe  out  those  tragic  memories 
of  a  misspent  youth,  memories  which  will,  in  all  probability, 
soon  be  marked  in  your  mind  as  "Past  experiences — unpleasant 
and  useful."  But  it  will  be  found  that  a  week  or  two  away 
from  school  life  and  its  perplexities  will  do  much  toward 
dimming  the  unpleasant  and  adding  a  surprising  lustre  to 
ordinary  every-day  affairs  which  seem  commonplace  enough 
at  the  time  but  as  the  years  go  on  will  hold  for  all  many 


happy  memories. 


COLLEGE   NOTES. 


The  Y.  W.  C.  A.  meetings  of  the  last  two  months  have 
been  very  interesting  and  quite  well  attended.  The  Social 
Service  Committee  had  planned  to  have  Miss  Miller  of  the 
Sunday  party  tell  us  about  her  work,  but  there  had  been  some 
confusion  as  to  dates,  and  Miss  Miller  did  not  come.  We 
enjoyed  the  song  service,  however,  and  had  a  chance  to  hear 
Miss  Miller  a  few  days  later,  in  Chapel.  We  are  hoping  to 
give  this  committee  the  opportunity  of  planning  another  meet- 
ing for  us  before  the  year  is  over. 

The  Missionary  Committee  had  charge  of  a  very  inter- 
esting meeting  on  "Mormonism"  and  showed  us  how  much 
valuable  information  they  had  acquired  in  mission  study  class. 

Janet  Brownlee  led  a  very  practical  meeting  on  "The 
Responsibilities  of  a  College  Girl." 

At  the  Junior  Meeting  on  March  4th,  Mr.  Mace  of  the 
Y.  M.  C.  A.  talked  to  us  about  the  twenty-third  psalm. 

On  March  11th,  Esther  McCracken  led  the  meeting  and  we 
formed  the  acquaintance  of  several  Bible  characters  who  were 
"strangers  to  most  of  us." 

N.  B. — We  have  a  fresh  lot  of  Association  Milk  Chocolate. 

A  tragedy  occurred  in  our  midst  when  the  college  laundry 
burned  down  at  midnight  on  a  cold  winter  night.     It  was  a 
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solemn  occasion  indeed,  and,  according  to  the  daily  newspapers, 
every  one  present  proved  herself  a  heroine. 

One  of  the  best  basket  ball  games  of  the  season  took  place 
on  the  afternoon  of  March  14th,  when  the  college  basket  ball 
team  played  the  Westminster  team.  The  closeness  of  the  score 
proved  very  exciting  and,  when  the  final  score  of  35  to  27  in 
our  favor  was  announced  the  audience  seemingly  went  insane. 
Ruth  Gokey  made  a  very  successful  cheer  leader  and  was  ably 
supported  by  the  college  girls,  as  testified  by  the  sore  throats 
and  lungs  the  next  day.  The  P.  C.  W.  team  was  composed  of 
Josette  Kochersperg,  Mary  Stratton,  Esther  McCracken, 
Dorcas  Beer,  Pauline  Burt  and  Louise  Kindl. 

On  February  6th,  a  house  party  was  given  in  Woodland 
Hall  for  both  the  Dilworth  Hall  and  Woodland  Hall  girls.  The 
evening  was  spent  in  a  most  enjoyable  manner,  contests  of 
various  kinds,  and  "swapping"  being  the  greatest  amusements. 

The  Valentine  Dinner,  on  Friday  evening,  the  13th,  was 
given  in  Berry  Hall.  After  the  big  "feast"  every  one  was 
invited  to  see  the  play,  given  by  the  teachers.  This  year  a 
new  program  was  carried  out  and  two  comedians,  Mr.  Ander- 
son and  Mr.  DeCoursey,  gave  an  entertainment.  It  was  very 
much  enjoyed  by  all  present. 

Home-going  week  was  February  27th. 

"Arms  and  the  Man,"  by  Bernard  Shaw,  was  the  exceed- 
ingly interesting  play  given  on  Friday  afternoon,  March  6th. 
The  play  was  presented  by  the  Dramatic  Club  of  Pennsylvania 
College  under  the  auspices  of  the  Senior  Class.  The  characters 
were  as  follows : 

Raina Melba  Martin 

Catherine Grace  Davies 

Lonka Margaret  Lee 

Captain  Bluntschli Olga  Losa 

Nicola Mary    Jeffrey 

Major  Petkoff Gertrude  Frame 

Major  Saranoff Alice  Laidlaw 
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Saturday  afternoon  at  3  o  'clock,  in  the  chapel,  Mr.  William 
Butler  Yeats  spoke  to  the  educational  people  of  Pittsburgh. 
Invitations  were  sent  to  the  high  school  and  public  school 
teachers,  and,  in  spite  of  the  bad  weather,  the  hall  was  filled. 
Irish  music  was  given  at  the  opening  and  closing  of  the  pro 
gram  by  Miss  Nellie  Zimmer,  the  harpist. 

Immediately  following  the  program  an  informal  reception 
was  given.  Miss  Coolidge,  Mrs.  Porter,  Miss  Brownlee,  and 
Mr.  Putnam  received  with  Mr.  Yeats. 

A  most  entertaining  program  M?as  given  at  the  annual 
concert  of  the  Glee  and  Mandolin  Clubs  on  Thursday  evening, 
March  12.  The  following  program  was  enjoyed  by  a  large 
audience : 

PART  I. 

''Dance  of  the  Leaves" Warner 

Glee  Club 

"Polish  Dance" Seharwenka 

Mandolin  Club 

Songs 

"The  Garden  of  Sleep" De  Lara 

"Sunshine  and  Butterflies" Bunning 

Miss  Williams 

"My  Little  Persian  Rose" Friedland 

Mandolin  Club 

Cantata,  "A  Midsummer  Night" Bliss 

Glee  Club 

Solo  parts  by  Misses  AVilliams,  Robb,  Messner  and  Goeddel. 

1.  Stars  and  Fireflies. 

2.  Silence  of  the  Night. 

3.  Spirit  of  Danger  and  Shadow-dance. 

4.  Spirit  of  Storm,  and  Storm-fiends. 

5.  Song  of  the  Rain-drops. 

6.  Sleep-song  of  the  Rain-drops. 

7.  Birds  at  Dawn. 

8.  Song  of  Sunbeams  and  Birds. 
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PART  II. 

Serenade    Schubert 

Mandolin  Club 

Trio,  ' '  Spring  Song  " Campana 

Miss  Loftus,  Miss  Trimble,  and  Miss  Ford 

Piano  Solo,  "From  Spanish  Days" Friml 

Miss  Mc Williams 

' '  Dry  yo '  Ej^es" Landsberg 

' '  The  Gleaners  "   Woodcock 

'Chit-Chat"    Moffat 

Glee  Club 

"Down  in  Dear  Old  New  Orleans" Conrad  and  Whidden 

Mandolin  Club 
College  Songs 

"College  Days" Mildred  Weston 

"Alma  Mater" Anne  Meloy 

Glee  and  Mandolin  Clubs 

On  the  20th  and  21st  of  March,  the  Dilworth  Hall  Class 
Day  program  was  given.  "A  Twig  o'  Thorn"  was  the  name  of 
the  play  given  under  the  direction  of  Miss  Kerst  and  Miss 
McGrew. 

Easter  vacation  begins  March  27th,  and  will  end  April  6th. 
Most  of  the  teachers  will  spend  their  vacations  at  home.  Miss 
Coolidge  will  go  East  for  her  vacation  to  her  home  in  Massa- 
chusetts. 

Miss  Grace  Colburn  spoke  on  the  subject  of  "Single  Tax" 
on  February  13th  in  the  Chapel. 

Miss  Miller,  a  member  of  the  Billy  Sunday  party,  gave  a 
most  interesting  and  inspiring  talk  to  the  College  girls  on 
February  18th. 

Mr.  Whitmer  lectured  on  "Progress  in  American  Music." 
This  was  most  instructive,  as  well  as  most  interesting. 

On  March  4th,  Miss  Meloy  gave  a  lecture  on  the  "Housing 
Problem."  Her  lecture,  illustrated  by  stereopticon  views,  was 
very  interesting. 
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Miss  Jean  Hamilton,  National  Secretary  of  the  Working 
Girls'  Leagues,  talked  to  the  College  girls  in  the  Library,  on 
March  11th.  Every  one  enjoyed  her  talk,  and  it  was  especially 
interesting  after  having  heard  Miss  Meloy's  lecture  the 
preceding  week. 

Mr.  Allen  Burns,  of  the  Civic  Commission,  talked  to  the 
College  students  on  March  18th.  The  lecture  was  exceptionally 
good. 

The  assistant  pastor  of  the  Third  Presbyterian  Church, 
Mr.  Patterson,  spoke  in  Vespers  on  February  15th. 

"Florence  Nightengale"  was  the  topic  about  which  Miss 
Coolidge  spoke,  in  Vespers,  to  the  girls  on  February  22nd. 

Dr.  Robert  Murray  gave  a  very  helpful  talk  on  "Prayer" 
to  the  girls  in  Vespers. 

Miss  Campbell,  our  librarian,  spoke  in  Vespers  on  March 
15th. 

The  ladies  of  the  Shady  Side  and  Third  Presbyterian 
churches  gave  an  all-day  sewing  on  February  17th.  They  re- 
placed a  large  number  of  the  household  linens  lost  in  the  laun- 
dry fire.  The  College  appreciates  very  much  the  kindness  of 
these  churches  and  is  indeed  very  thankful. 

The  Catalogues  are  now  in  print — those  of  both  Dilworth 
Hall  and  College.  The  College  Catalogue  shows  150  students 
as  against  124  in  last  year's  Catalogue.  Dilworth  Hall  Cata- 
logue gives  116  students  for  this  year. 

The  Friday  morning  musical  programs  have  started,  and 
already  several  good  ones  have  been  given. 

Melba  Martin.  Alice  Laidlaw,  Ethel  Bair  and  Irene  Loftus 
have  entered  the  dormitory  to  live  for  awhile.  We  (the 
Woodland  Hall  girls)  are  glad  to  have  them.  And  it  is  hoped 
that  several  of  the  Seniors  will  stay  for  the  Spring  Term. 

The  College  was  honored  by  the  visit  of  two  Y.  W.  C.  A. 
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secretaries,  Miss  Richardson,  field  secretary  of  Delaware,  Mary- 
land and  Pennsylvania,  and  Miss  Shepherd,  from  Buenos 
Aires,  South  America.  Both  secretaries  spoke  to  the  girls, 
and  their  visit  was  very  much  appreciated. 

Janet  Brownlee,  Margery  Stewart,  Margaret  Brown,  Mar- 
jory Boggs,  Betty  Cameron.  Mary  Estep,  Esther  McCracken, 
Helen  Pardee  and  Helen  McClelland  attended  the  Student  Vol- 
unteer Confernce  held  at  Geneva  College  February  13th-15th. 
15th. 

A  regular  meeting  of  Omega  was  held  March  5th.  The 
book  for  discussion  was  "The  Friar  of  Wittenberg. "  Betty 
Cameron  read  the  paper.  Margery  Stewart  and  Lorna  Bur- 
leigh were  hostesses. 

Five  new  members  have  been  added  to  the  society:  Melba 
Martin,  Gertrude  France,  Jean  Riggs,  Lillian  Weihe  and  Doro- 
thy Errett. 

The  annual  open  meeting  was  held  March  19th.  Mrs.  J. 
Lane  Miller  was  the  guest  of  the  afternoon.  She  spoke  on 
the  "Poetry  of  Pittsburgh."  Others  taking  part  in  the  pro- 
gram were  Mr.  Putnam,  Florence  Keys,  Margaret  Brown  and 
Lorna  Burleigh. 


PERSONALS. 


Miss  Bennett — Please  give  an  example  of  a  negative  defi- 
nition. 

Miss  Kochersperg — A  bachelor  is  an  unmarried  man. 

Miss  B. — That's  right,  Girls,  always  select  some  one  ex- 
ample that  appeals  to  you. 

February  12th  the  Seniors  had  a  Valentine  spread.  The 
chief  topic  of  conversation  was — Rody  and 

Speaking  of  good  English,  one  Senor  has  been  heard  say- 
ing, "The  last  one  that  died's  funeral,  I  was  there." 
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Dr.  Fisher— What  happened  to  the  three  children  of  Israel 
in  the  fiery  furnace? 

Miss  K. — They  burned. 

The  Seniors  are  congratulating  themselves  upon  the 
increase  in  their  funds  since  the  production  of  "Arms  and 
the  Man." 

The  Senior  den  is  still  there,  but  where,  oh,  where,  is  the 
furniture — and  the  Senior's  dignity. 

It  is  a  known  fact  that  a  chafing  dish  should  not  be  used 
without  a  tray  under  it,  yet  why  do  not  the  Seniors  provide 
themselves  with  the  much  needed  tray?  Because  the  five-and- 
ten-cent  store  hasn't  any. 

Miss  M. — There  are  two  sub-divisions  under  this  head, 
what  are  they?     (Deep  silence.) 

Miss  M.  (again) — Why — one  and  two. 

Miss  E.  (to  French  class) — Now,  you  all  know  what  the 
inside  of  a  jail  is  like. 

First  Bright  Historian — In  the  Second  Crusade  the  pil- 
grims crossed  the  Dardanelles  straits  from  Italy  into  Greece. 

Second  Bright  Historian — Oh,  the  Dardanelles  are  islands, 
not  straits. 

Deep  thinker — "A  problem  is  a  figure  which  you  do  things 
with  which  are  absurd,  and  then  you  prove  it. ' ' 

The  imperfect  tense  is  used  in  French  to  express  a  future 
action  in  past  time  which  does  not  take  place  at  all. 

James  I  claimed  the  throne  of  England  through  his  grand- 
mothers, as  he  had  no  father. 

Air  usually  has  no  weight,  but  when  placed  in  a  barometer 
a  square  inch  of  it  is  found  to  weigh  about  fifteen  pounds. 

Ambiguity  means  telling  the  truth  when  you  don't 
mean  to. 
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The  minister  of  war  is  the  clergyman  who  preaches  to  the 
soldiers  in  the  barracks. 

A  triangle  is  a  square  with  only  three  corners. 

Miss  Crouse — Queen  Elizabeth  said  the  other  day  that 
she  could  not  have  stood  another  such  year. 

Miss  Boggs'  idea  of  Africa — A  wild  and  woolly  place  with 
black  men  chasing  around. 

Miss  Lee — Why,  Grace,  just  look  at  your  cheeks,  you  are 
getting  a  double  chin. 

Miss  Nicols  (pronouncing  Latin  words)— If  I  can't  say  it 
with  two  eyes,  I'll  say  it  with  one. 

Miss  Butterfield — We  haven't  done  made  laughing  gas  yet. 

Miss  Stuart— What  is  HI? 
Miss  Lee — Idiotic  acid. 

Dr.  Fisher — What  was  invented  at  this  time  that  is  of 
great  interest  to  all  of  us? 
Miss  Nicols — Powder. 

Rebecca  made  the  startling  announcement  that  she  could 
not  find  her  heart,  but,  happy  to  say,  she  later  found  it  in  her 
left  shoulder. 

Miss  Butterfield — Are  those  who  have  gone  still  here  ? 

Miss  Steele  (in  history  recitation) — Cromwell  got  an  army 
together  somehow— I  don't  know  how— but  anyhow 

Miss  Kerst  gave  the  Sophomore  Class  a  pre-cotilion  party 
on  February  14th.  As  the  class'  own  party  was  close  at  hand 
the  afternoon  was  spent  in  making  preparations  for  it.  Refresh- 
ments were  then  served  which  were  fitting  for  the  day. 

The  Sophomore  Class  gave  a  Martha  Washington  party 
on  February  20th.    Costumes  were  worn,  and  an  old-fashioned 


THE      SOROSIS  17 

quadrille  was  given  by  the  class.    The  rest  of  the  evening  was 
spent  in  dancing. 


DRAMATICS. 


Miss  Vanda  E.  Kerst  read  Twig  of  Thorn,  January  29th, 
at  Mrs.  Morris  Baer's  reception  at  the  Rittenhouse. 

Mr.  T.  Carl  Whitmer  and  Miss  Vanda  E.  Kerst  presented 
Maeterlinck's  "Pelleas  and  Melissande"  on  President's  Day 
of  the  Epoch  Club. 

Miss  Kerst  read  "Twig  of  Thorn"  before  the  Wilkinsburg 
Woman's  Club,  February  3rd.  This  program  was  greatly 
appreciated. 

"The  Twig  of  Thorn,"  an  Irish  fairy  play  by  Marie  Jo- 
sephine Warren,  will  be  given  by  the  fourth  year  class  of 
Dilworth  Hall  Friday  and  Saturday  evenings,  March  20th  and 
21st.  The  play  contains  much  Irish  folklore  and  a  number 
of  Irish  dances  will  be  given  under  the  direction  of  Miss 
Abbot,  Miss  Eleanor  Hare  dancing  a  beautiful  fairy  dance. 
Another  feature  will  be  the  Dilworth  Hall  Glee  Club,  assisted 
by  Miss  Zimmer,  harpist;  Miss  Bellefield,  violinist,  and  Mrs. 
Charles  Edward  Mayhew,  pianist. 

Cast. 

Gertrude  Anderson Nessa  Teig 

Margaret  Wycoff Maurya 

Katherine  Jones Oonah 

Junifer  Lesslie Aengus  Arann 

Caroline  Rice Aibel 

Annabelle  Thompson Father  Brian 

Eleanor  Hare Faery  Child 

Ruth  Smith Finula 

Agnes  McAlpine Kathleen 

Lucile  Kirkbright Sheila 

Marion   Ulrich Sheames 

Edith  Logan Martin 
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Martha  Braun   Tumas 

Margaret  Smith   Bridget 

Lorena  Van  Kirk Fedelin 

Elizabeth   Robinson    Shawn 

During   the    Spring    vacation   Miss   Kerst   will   give   two 
recitals,  one  at  Dayton,  Ohio,  and  the  other  at  Miamasburg. 


EXCHANGES. 


"The  Owl"  from  Temple  University,  Philadelphia,  is  a 
well  planned  paper  but  the  exchange  department  is  not  up  to 
the  standard. 


A  humorous  column  would  add  a  great  deal  to  "The  Col- 
legian." 


A  Response  to  "The  Blue  Juniata"  in  the  "Juniata  Eeho! 
is  a  beautiful  tribute  to  that  "peerless  little  river." 


"Die  Jungfrau"  in  "Knick  Knacks"  is  an  interesting  and 
well  written  article. 


The  articles  by  Weikei  Yeung  in  the  "Pharetra"  are 
always  interesting  for  they  give  us  a  glimpse  of  the  real  life 
and  character  of  the  Chinese  people. 


"The  Allegheny  Literary  Monthly"  is  better  than  usual 
this  month. 
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"The  Cornell  Era"  is  an  interesting  number  and  the 
paper  is  fortunate  to  have  such  valuable  contributors  to  call 
upon. 


"We  laugh  at  the  professor's  jokes, 
No  matter  what  they  be; 

Not  because  they  are  funny  jokes 
But  because  it's  policy." 


I  solicit  your  patronage.  Prices, 
rms  and  quality  will  please  you. 
y  daughter,  Lucile  McCausland,  is 
student  at  Dilworth  Hall,  to  whom 
fer.  PIANOS  and  PLAYER  PI- 
NOS. 

T.  E.  McCAUSLAND 

701  LIBERTY  AVENUE 


1  Phone  4125  Court 


P.  &  A.  Phone  72  Main 


Martte  Bros. 

tie  Popular  Price   Florists 

Choice  Roses,  American  Beauties, 
Carnations  and  Violets 

Cor.  Market  and  Liberty  Streets 
PITTSBURGH,  PA. 


—Ex. 


"The  Acknowledged  Best" 

The  Very  Best  Candies  in  the  City  of 
Pittsburgh  or  any  place  else  are  the 

REYMER  CANDIES 

and  no  one  knows  this  better  than  do 
the  young  ladies  of  the  P.  C.  W.  . . . 

237-239  FIFTH  AVENUE 
6022  PENN  AVENUE 


/lANSMANN'S 


Ladies'  fine  silk  Stockings  in  Black,  White  and  Tan  at  $1.00  pair,  $1.25 
value.  Athena,  Lisle  and  Wool  Union  Suits  in  low  neck,  short  sleeves 
and  ankle  lengths  at  $1.00  and  $1.50  suit. 


911-13-15  Penn  Ave., 


East  Liberty 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS. 
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We  acknowledge  the  following  exchanges:  "Allegheny 
Literary  Monthly,"  "Kniek  Knacks,"  "The  Pharetra,"  "Juni- 
ata Echo,"  "The  Searchlight,"  "The  Collegian,"  "High 
School  Journal,"  Pittsburgh;  "The  Owl,"  "The  Holead," 
"The  Collegian"  from  Grove  City,  "Penn  State  Froth,"  "The 
Tartan,"  "The  Cornell  Era,"  and  "The  Peabody." 


English  Custom  Boot 

Tan  and  Black,  Low  Heels  Invisible  Eyelet 

STOEBENER 


6227  PENN 


Man  with  Quality  Shoes 

EAST  END        6222  FRANKSTOWP1 


cni£fceniloil&e 


The  Adams  and  Spanish  Rooms  for  your  Class 

Dinners,  Sorority  and  Club  Spreads. 

For  your  Dances,  our  perfectly  appointed  Ball 

Room. 

W.  R.  KUHN  COMPANY 

North   Highland  Avenue,      East  End. 


h 
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Vunderly  Brothers 
[     HrtBealers 

Best  Collection  of  Pictures 
for  Colleges 

512  Wood  Street,  Pittsburgh 

>terpontt£iv>iter  &  Company 

ENGRAVING,    PRINTING, 
LITHOGRAPHING,    EMBOSSING 

[GRAVED  CALLING  CARDS 

WEDDING  INVITATIONS 

ANNOUNCEMENTS 

Monograms  and  Crest  Stationery  promptly 
furnished  in  the  latest  styles  in  addition  to 
all  classes  of  Art  Printing  for  social  and 
commercial  purposes 

one  358  Highland        117-119  SHADY  AVE 


S.  EWART  &  CO. 


IMPORTING 


AND 


JOBBING 


GROCERS 


921,  923,  925    Liberty  Avenue 


Pittsburgh 


SHOES 


More  of  this  popular  shoe  worn  than  all 
other  Women's  shoes  combined. 

Ko.  20. 

212  and  214  Sixth  Street 


"If  the  pen  is   mightier   than   the   sword 
lat  can  withstand  the  printing  press?" 

HE  RITSCHER   COMPANY 
Printers  and  Publishers 

5882  ELLSWORTH  AVENUE 
Pittsburgh,  Pa. 

one  4295-J  Hiland 


Half  Tones, 


Zinc  Etchings, 


and  Color  Work 


COMPANY 

723  •  LIBERA  •  SYRttX 
PITTSBDROH,  PA. 
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W.    M.    LAIRD  COMPANY 

The  Store  that  has  the  New  things  first.  The  most  exclusive,  and  the  most  of  them 

Women's  Boots  and  Evening  Slippers 

Every  costume,  formal  or  informal,  finds  its  appropriate  footwear  in  our  new 
assortments.  Nothing  has  been  overlooked.  Walking  Boots,  trim  dress  Boots, 
natty  patent  leathers,  dainty  fabrics,  Traveling  shoes,  everything  is  here  in  its 
best  form. 

$2.50  to  $10.00  a  pair. 

W.  M.  LAIRD  COMPANY, 


618-20-22  LIBERTY  AVENUE 


211-13-15  OLIVER  AVENUE 


Two  months  have  gone 

since  the  New  Year  came  in  ;  many  persons  have  started  savings  accounts  since  the  first 
of  the  year,  and  many  more  have  added  to  them. 

Have  you  done  either  ? 

If  you  are  not  yet  a  saver  of  money  begin  now,  and  we  will  help  you  to  save  by  ac- 
cepting one  dollar,  if  you  can't  start  with  more,  and  by  paying 

4  per  cent  compound  interest. 
PITTSBURGH  BANK  FOR  SAVINGS 

Smlthfield  Street  and  4th  Avenue,  Pittsburgh,  F»o. 


Bell  Phone  3506 


REPAIRING 


CHAS.   IVIAO 

Trunks,  Umbrellas,  Leather  Goods, 

6003  Perm  Avenue,  East  End, 
PITTSBURGH,  PA. 


Bell  Phone  3541 -J  Grant 
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Photographer 

No.  231  Fifth  Ave.,    Pittsburgh,  Pa. 


Special  rates  to  students. 


Ice  Cream,  Sundaes,  Sodas 

Rich,  delicious,  tasty  products  made  from  the  richest  cream  and  pure  frui 
juices.  Ice  Cream  and  Ices  for  parties,  receptions,  etc. — orders  taken  for  an; 
quantity. 

TITUS-SIMS  DRUG  CO. 
5872  Northumberland  Avenue. 

Bell  Phonei  3770-9398.  P.  and  A.  182-x  East. 

Kodaks  and  Supplies,  Toilet  Articles,  Stationery,  Candies. 
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SELECT     YOUR 

PLAY  BOOKS 

AND 

COSTUMES 

ATESSER  BROS.,  711  Penn  Avenue 


LOU  BEIGEL 

FOR  GOOD  SHOES 

6204  Penn  Ave.,  East  End 
ADVANCE  SPRING  STYLES 

Give  us  a  trial 

Joyce  Catering  Co. 

Cakes,  Ices  and  Confections 

Penn  and  Shady  Avenues 
Pittsburgh,  Pa. 


Bell  1814-1815  Highland  P.  &  A.  60  E 

Rowley  Provision  Co. 

Oysters,  Fish,  Game 

and  Poultry 

5905    PENN    AVENUE 

PITTSBURGH 

Robbins  Manufacturing  Ci 

Made  to  order 
WINDOW  and  DOOR  SCREENS 

— AND — 

ALL  METAL  WEATHER  STRIF 

Phone  Court  4769  7095  Jenkins  Arcade  Bl« 


B.  K.  Elliott  Co. 

OPTICIANS 

108  Sixth  Street 
106    Fifth    Avenue 


East  End's  Reliable 
Hardware  and  Stove  House 

Graff  Brothers 


INCORPORATED 


5912  Penn  Avenue 


East  Ei 
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FLOWERS     FOR     ALL,     OCCASIONS 

ZIEGER    COMPANY,     Inc. 

PITTSBURGH'S    LEADING    FLORISTS 

Floral  Art,  Quality  and  Service 
5924-30     BAUM     STREET 


Bell  Phone  4800  Hiland 

P.  &  A.  Phone  223  East 

The  Standard  of  Excellence 

fl1>acH)onalb'6 

ANDIES  AND  ICE  CREAM  SODA 
DAINTY  LUNCH 

Tables  for  Ice  Cream,  Fancy  Boxes 
Baskets,  Favors,  Etc. 

8  Sixth  Street                                  Pittsburgh 

DAVID  It  TESH 

DEALER  IN 

Fresh  and  Smoked 

11 1887  Highland                                Bell  9098  Highland 
P.  &  A.  611-R 

homas  F.  Moore,  Ph.D. 

Prescription  Specialist 

PHARMACIST  and  DRUGGIST 
Manufacturer  of  FROSTHAZEL 

Cor.  Aiken  Ave.  and  Walnut  St. 
ome  and  see  us        Pittsburgh,  Pa. 

MEATS 

STALL   NO.   T 
DIAMOND  MARKET 

Bell  2255                PHONES             P.  &  A.  1125 

A  TABLE  DELICACY 

LVER  LAKE  Butter  in  Prints 

ACME  Butter  in  Tubs 

:  your  Grocer   does  not  have  it  he 
can  get  it  from 

W.  E.  OSBORN.  CO. 

207  Ferry  Street 

CALDWELL  &  GRAHAM 

DRY   GOODS 

Millinery  and  Ladies' 

Furnishings 

PENN  AVENUE  AND  WOOD  STREET 
Wilkins  143                        WILKINSURG,  PA. 

Ladies'  Home  Journal  Patterns  ' 
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true  values  Q    £^£     £j  true  valuci 

the  new  spring  and  summer  fashions 

As  as  Alma  Mater  in  Fashion  matters  we  are  regarded  by  many 
women,  who  rely  on  us  to  solve  their  dress  perplexities.  And  true 
to  their  trust,  we  go  to  great  lengths  and  present  only  authentic 
fashions — those  which  will  be  found  in  exclusive  favor  months 
hence,  when  early  vagaries  of  dress  have  crystallized  into  approved 
modes. 

BOGGS  &  BUHL 

PITTSBURGH,  PA. 
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THE  SOCIAL  SERVICE  DEPARTMENT. 


By  Luella  P.  Meloy. 

It  is  about  six  years  since  Dr.  Lindsay  and  Miss  Coolidge 
started  a  special  course  in  social  service  at  the  College.  Their 
plan  was  an  adaptation  from  the  Course  for  Social  Workers 
offered  by  Simmons  College,  Boston,  and  it  has  been  carried 
out  with  no  more  change  than  has  been  required  by  the  de- 
velopment of  the  work.  At  that  time  the  city  was  awaking 
to  its  social  needs  and  to  a  realization  of  its  scarcity  of  trained 
volunteer  and  professional  social  workers.  Possibly  the  Pitts- 
burgh Survey,  which  appeared  in  1908,  furnished  a  stimulus 
for  the  immediate  execution  of  the  plan  of  the  President  and 
the  Dean.  Miss  Logan  began  the  teaching  of  social  service 
in  1908,  and  the  writer  followed  in  the  autumj^  of  1909. 

The  work  of  the  Social  Service  department  has  grown 
steadily  since  its  inception  and,  better  still,  is  growing  now. 
We  do  not  regard  the  Social  Service  department  as  a  full 
grown  plant,  but  we  can  see  that  it  is  bearing  fruit  and  we 
believe  that  it  has  strong  roots.  A  later  development  which 
has  pleased  me  greatly  has  been  in  the  direction  of  field  work. 
Our  girls  are  now  giving  systematic  volunteer  service  which 
really  counts  in  the  philanthropic  activities  of  the  city  and 
are  thereby  developing  in  themselves  qualities  which  will 
make  them  valuable  workers.  Four  members  of  the  advanced 
classes  are  collecting  Penny  Provident  savings  or  doing 
"Friendly  Visiting"  for  the  Associated  Charities.     This  year. 
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besides  Home  Library  groups  in  connection  with  a  depart- 
ment of  the  Training  School  for  Children's  Librarians  and 
assistance  with  Settlement  activities,  we  have  undertaken 
some  new  kinds  of  club  work — two  flourishing  groups  of 
Camp  Fire  girls  in  public  schools,  a  working  girls'  club,  a 
club  for  domestic  servants  at  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  One  student 
has  been  assisting  a  hospital  social  service  worker. 

To  put  such  a  course  into  the  curriculum  was  an  inno- 
vation. Here,  also,  was  a  problem — to  allow  a  girl  to  take 
a  college  degree  and  at  the  same  time  give  her  the  oppor- 
tunity to  study  sociological  theory,  to  know  social  economy, 
to  visit  institutions  and  welfare  agencies,  to  try  her  prentice 
hand  on  field  work,  and  with  all  this  to  avoid  killing  the  girl. 
But  we  believe  that  we  have  found  the  answer  to  this  prob- 
lem, provided  the  girl  is  willing  to  specialize  in  social  studies. 

Now,  having  directed  this  work  for  five  years,  I  have 
two  convictions:  First,  the  college  is  the  place  for  the  social 
worker  to  begin  her  training.  Second,  every  college  needs  a 
social  service  department. 

The  social  worker  needs  a  most  generous  equipment  in 
the  way  of  character  and  mental  training.  It  is  difficult  for 
her  to  make  her  work  satisfactory  either  to  herself  or  to  others 
unless  it  is  based  upon  the  sciences  and  the  social  studies. 
I  can  see  good  reasons  why  she  needs  even  Latin  and  Mathe- 
matics. Everything  in  the  college  course  is  a  valuable  dis- 
cipline, and  most  of  the  subjects  therein  are  essential  if  the 
social  worker  would   go  far. 

But  why  does  the  college  girl  need  to  know  social  studies? 
We  are  very  proud  of  those  of  our  certificate  girls  who  are 
in  professional  social  work— they  are  proof  of  my  statement 
that  the  course  is  bearing  fruit — but  we  have  done  much  more 
than  to  put  about  one-third  of  our  Social  Service  graduates 
into  positions.  The  others  have  gone  into  other  work  or 
into  their  homes  with  broadened  sympathies  and  a  knowledge 
of  social  conditions  drawn  from  experience.  As  I  was  coming 
home  yesterday  with  one  of  the  girls  whom  I  had  accompanied 
on  her  "Stamp  Route"  I  thought  that  this  girl  might  never 
become  a  so-called  "Social  Worker,"  she  might  never  mend 
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many  broken  homes  by  this  kind  of  visiting,  but  if  she  should 
become  a  teacher  she  would  surely,  because  of  this  experience 
with  life,  put  more  enthusiasm  into  the  teacher's  work  of 
building  character  in  children.  For  she  knows  now  exactly 
what  that  poverty  and  misery  are  which  the  teacher  should 
work  to  prevent  by  education.  The  college  graduate  needs 
training  in  social  work,  because  the  world  is  just  one  big 
social  workshop. 


THE  ASSOCIATED  CHARITIES  VISITOR. 


By  Rosalie  Supplie 

What  does  she  do? 

That  can  be  answered  in  one  word — everything.  There 
is  nothing  in  the  whole  range  of  human  experience  which  the 
Associated  Charities  Visitor  does  not  encounter  sooner  or 
later.  She  is  not  born  with  universal  knowledge,  nor,  sad 
to  say,  can  she  acquire  it;  the  reputation  for  having  it  is 
thrust  upon  her  by  a  trustful  public.  Witness  the  following 
requests : 

Woman  in  another  state  writes  that  her  husband  has 
come  to  Pittsburgh,  that  she  suspects  him  of  bigamy  which 
please  vertify  and  advise  proceedings. 

The  Bureau  of  Police  requests  that  harmony  be  restored 
in  a  home  where  there  are  yet  no  grounds  for  police  inter- 
ference. 

Widow  of  New  York  multi-millionaire  inquires  if  the 
writer  of  a  begging  letter  should  be  assisted. 

Italian  widower  asks  for  a  wife,  housekeepers  being  too 
expensive. 

Landlady  wishes  to  know  if  her  tenants  are  keeping  a 
house  of  good  repute. 

The  deserted  bride  of  a  run-away  match  implores  that 
her  husband  be  found  and  restored  to  her. 

Truant  officer  asks  that  home  conditions  be  remedied  so 
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that  two  sisters  will  cease  begging  and  attend  school  regu- 
larly. 

Hospital  requests  that  a  husband  gifted  with  a  violent 
temper  be  advised  to  keep  it,  at  least  during  his  wife's  con- 
valescence. 

Priest  wants  family  persuaded  to  have  child  baptized. 

Sunday  school  teacher  wants  investigation  made  of  family 
to  ascertain  if  the  daughter  is  a  suitable  person  to  have  in 
her  class. 

Farcical  as  many  of  these  requests  are  they  nevertheless 
serve  to  demonstrate  that  the  Visitor  is  expected  to  and  does 
deal  with  maladjustments  of  all  three  qualities  of  the  human 
being — the  physical,  the  mental,  and  the  moral.  As  typical 
examples  Ave  can  select  three  families  within  a  radius  of  a 
mile  or  so  from  the  College  whose  need  for  assistance  was 
brought  about  by  deficiencies  in  one  or  the  other  of  these 
three  attributes. 

The  G.  family,  composed  of  the  father,  mother,  and  five 
children  (all  under  twelve  years  of  age)  were  leading  a  fairly 
prosperous  and  contented  life,  when  Mr.  G.  became  interested 
in  an  invention,  fell  ill  through  worry  over  it,  and  died.  The 
Associated  Charities  Visitor  stepped  in  to  estimate  and  or- 
ganize the  widow's  resources.  An  interview  with  a  repre- 
sentative of  the  Building  and  Loan  Association,  from  whom 
Mr.  G.  had  been  buying  the  house,  disclosed  that  he  had  bor- 
rowed so  much  money  on  it  to  finance  his  invention  that  it 
was  lost  to  the  family.  The  model  of  the  invention  was  given 
to  an  expert  for  examination  and  found  to  be  almost  value- 
less. Calls  at  the  relatives'  homes  only  revealed  that  they 
were  all  too  poor  to  be  of  assistance.  Help  in  the  way  of 
groceries  was  secured  from  the  church  through  an  interview 
with  the  priest  and  work  was  found  for  the  widow.  About 
a  year  later,  the  Visitor  found  it  necessary  to  take  the  woman 
to  a  specialist  who  advised  immediate  hospital  treatment  and 
possibly  an  operation.  All  the  Visitor  had  to  do  then  was 
to  go  to  see  the  relatives  to  persuade  them  to  take  care  of 
the  children,  secure  a  woman  to  wash  the  clothes  and  get  the 
children  ready  to  leave,  make  arrangements  for  the  woman's 
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admission  to  a  hospital,  order  the  ambulance,  get  a  moving 
company  to  take  the  furniture  to  a  sister's  home,  and  notify 
the  real  estate  company  of  the  removal.  While  the  mother 
was  in  the  hospital  the  oldest  boy  was  shot  in  the  leg  by  a 
playmate  who  was  imitating  the  latest  "movie"  he  had  seen. 
He  also  was  sent  to  a  hospital.  The  second  boy  was  found 
to  have  enlarged  tonsils  and  adenoids,  but  the  mother  re- 
fused to  permit  the  operation.  She  also  refused  to  allow  her- 
self to  be  operated  upon,  left  the  hospital  slightly  benefited 
by  the  treatment,  got  the  children  together,  and  started  house- 
keeping again,  the  Visitor  attending  to  such  details  as  the 
moving,  paying  the  rent,  gas  bills,  etc.  For  six  months  Mrs. 
G.  made  a  brave  fight,  but  is  now  in  the  hospital  again  while 
the  children  have  been  sent  back  to  the  relatives. 

The  H.  family  consists  only  of  Mrs.  H.  and  her  sixteen- 
year-old  daughter.  Time  was  when  there  was  also  a  Mr.  H., 
but  he  very  prudently  withdrew  from  the  family  circle  when 
one  day  Mrs.  H.  went  for  him  with  the  butcher  knife.  He 
secured  a  divorce,  made  a  second  matrimonial  venture  and 
now  from  a  safe  distance  drops  a  postcard  to  his  daughter 
when  he  feels  parental  affection  demands  it.  The  butcher 
knife  episode  marked  the  beginning  of  Mrs.  H.'s  mental  de- 
rangement. Although  perfectly  rational  at  times  she  suffers 
from  delusions,  She  thinks  she  was  adopted  by  her  parents, 
that  she  is  being  defrauded  of  a  large  sum  of  money  willed 
to  her  by  a  cousin,  and  that  anyone  who  pays  the  least  atten- 
tion to  her  daughter  is  trying  to  kidnap  her.  As  the  girl  is 
quite  frail  the  Visitor  took  her  to  the  Tuberculosis  Dispensary 
for  an  examination.  When  the  Visitor  called  at  the  home  the 
next  day,  she  found  Mrs.  H.  in  a  very  wrought  up  state  and 
was  accused  by  her  of  attempting  abduction.  As  physicians 
do  not  pronounce  Mrs.  H.  insane  she  cannot  be  committed  to 
an  institution,  and  as  her  daughter,  who  is  subject  to  attacks 
of  melancholia,  is  not  strong  enough  to  work,  Mrs.  H.  has  to 
be  the  bread-winner.  A  place  has  been  secured  for  her  in  a 
family  in  which  there  is  a  trained  nurse. 

The  peripatetic  consort  is  the  pet  ambition  of  the  Char- 
ity Visitor.  There  are  so  many  of  him !  Mr.  D.  was  one. 
Mrs.  D.  was  a  Salvation  Army  lassie  who  gave  up  her  work 
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to  marry  the  "attractive"  Mr.  D.  (her  word  for  it).  He  al- 
ready had  the  excessive  liquid  refreshment  habit  and  after 
several  children  had  arrived,  he  also  acquired  the  deserting 
habit.  Whenever  the  landlord  was  threatening  eviction,  or 
the  grocer  stopped  credit  or  at  any  other  domestic  crisis,  Mr. 
D.  would  quietly  disappear  and  Mrs.  D.  would  gather  up  the 
children  and  go  home  to  mother.  After  a  few  months,  Mr.  D. 
was  accustomed  to  bob  up  secrenely,  be  forgiven  and  the 
same  performance  gone  through  again.  When  the  Visitor  was 
introduced  to  the  family,  they  had  reached  that  scene  where 
Mr.  D.  had  just  taken  his  departure.  By  following  up  clues 
and  writing  to  the  Associated  Charities  of  another  city,  Mr.  D. 
was  located,  greatly  to  his  surprise,  and  as  he  was  working, 
he  was  made  to  send  some  money  home  regularly.  Soon  tiring 
of  this  change  in  the  program  he  went  to  Canada  where  all 
trace  of  him  was  lost  for  several  months.  In  the  meantime 
work  was  secured  for  Mrs.  D.  When  he  returned,  he  was 
very  much  hurt  to  find  that  Mrs.  D.  secure  in  her  new  inde- 
pendence did  not  give  him  the  usual  welcome.  He  left  town 
in  a  few  days  and  was  killed  while  "beating"  a  ride  on  a 
freight  train.  Mrs.  D.  wears  mourning,  but  she  says,  "It's  a 
great  satisfaction  to  know  where  he  is." 

So  they  come  and  go,  the  G. 's  the  H. 's,  the  D.'s  and  all 
the  other  families  of  the  alphabet  and  their  friends,  and  the 
Charity  Visitor  is  called  upon  to  sympathize  with  all — black 
or  white,  laborer  or  landlord,  Catholic  or  Protestant,  the  sin- 
ner or  the  sinned  against.  It  is  work  which  faith  and  hope 
may  fail,  but  a  sense  of  humor  is  an  ever  present  help. 


THE  NEW  PUBLIC  SCHOOL  SYSTEM. 


By  Claire  Colestock  '13. 

The  alternating  system  which  is  used  in  the  Oak  Street 
Public  School,  New  Castle,  Pa.,  is  modeled  after  the  Gary 
system,  Gary,  Indiana,  and  the  Sewickley  plan  in  Sewickley, 
Pa.    The  aim  of  the  Gary  system  is  to  suit  the  individual  needs 
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of  the  child — to  make  the  school  fit  the  child  instead  of  mak- 
ing the  child  fit  the  school,  and  to  establish  a  permanent 
interest  in  and  love  for  the  school.  The  Oak  Street  plan  is 
not  as  extensive  as  either  the  Gary  or  the  Sewickley  plan. 
The  main  features  of  the  plan  are:  The  teachers  instead  of 
teaching  fifteen  subjects  are  limited  to  three  or  four;  the  cur- 
riculum includes  manual  training,  domestic  science  and  physi- 
cal training  or  playground  work ;  two  other  schools  near  the 
Oak  Street  district  send  their  upper  grades  to  Oak  Street  for 
manual  training  and  domestic  science;  the  school  building  is 
a  nine-room  building  and  accommodates  twelve  schools  as 
three  schools  are  on  the  playground  all  the  time  or  in  the  play 
room  in  the  basement  in  inclement  weather.  The  work  of  the 
school  may  be  considered  as  being  in  four  departments  (1) 
special  studies  as  nature  study,  drawing,  writing,  language 
and  music;  (2)  regular  work  as  arithmetic,  geography,  history 
and  grammar;  (3)  manual  training  and  domestic  science;  (4) 
playground  work.  The  children  pass  from  one  department 
of  work  to  another  and  from  one  teacher  to  another. 

The  periods  of  playground  work  are  forty-five  minutes 
long  in  the  morning  and  a  little  shorter  in  the  afternoon.  All 
of  the  schools  have  a  period  for  play  every  afternoon ;  the 
seventh  grade  has  a  play  period  in  the  morning  only  twice 
a  week ;  the  other  upper  grades  three  times  a  week.  The  time 
for  manual  training  and  domestic  science  comes  at  the  same 
time  as  the  play  period,  and  alternates  with  play  every  other 
day  in  the  week.  The  playground  work  includes  formal,  cor- 
rective drills  and  exercises,  all  out  of  doors  when  the  weather 
permits,  organized  plays  and  games,  folk-dancing  and  free 
play.  The  formal  work  includes  marching,  calisthenics,  Indian 
club  and  dumb  bell  work,  etc.  The  organized  play  work  varies 
with  the  grades;  the  younger  children  play  ring  games,  sing- 
ing games,  simple  running  games  and  ball  games.  The  older 
boys  and  girls  play  basket  ball,  base  ball,  punch  ball,  kick 
base  ball,  relay  and  running  games.  The  children  are  required 
to  enter  into  the  games  unless  they  are  physically  unable. 
Their  play  is  in  reality  compulsory  but  it  is  not  apparently  so. 
The  play  spirit  is  strong — with  a  few  exceptions. 

Just  before  a  game  of  end  ball  was  started  recently  on  the 
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playground,  Joe,  an  enthusiastic  red-cheeked,  bright-eyed  lad, 
shouted  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  "Ho!  Jim;  you  play  guard  and 
me  catcher  on  our  side  and  we'll  sure"—  but  Jim  is  quite  an- 
other type.  He  is  older  and  a  "man  of  the  world."  He  has  a 
headache  and  isn't  going  to  indulge.  Joe's  spirit  is  almost 
dampened  for  a  minute.  Jim  is  made  score-keeper  for  the  game 
— to  keep  his  spirit  from  influencing  others,  and  soon  Joe's  mus- 
cles as  well  as  his  vocal  chords  are  hard  at  work  with  his  vigor- 
ous efforts  to  keep  the  ball  on  his  side.  Of  course  the  children 
take  the  games  very  seriously  as  all  natural,  healthy,  sane 
children  should.  The  other  day  at  the  end  of  the  second 
game  of  bombardment,  both  of  which  his  side  had  lost,  a 
youthful  participant  said,  "Well,  that  is  twice  now  we  have 
suffered  defeat."  In  a  game  of  center  base  a  lame  boy  was 
running  and  was  almost  caught  several  times  when  John, 
one  of  the  champion  runner,  interfered  with  the  chaser  and 
held  him  back  so  that  "Tates,"  as  the  lame  boy  goes,  could 
throw  the  ball  a  number  of  times;  John  said  to  the  other 
boys  on  the  side,  when  some  objected,  "Well,  you've  gotta 
let  a  fellow  that  can't  run  have  a  little  bit  of  fun,  don't  you?" 
When  "Tates"  was  tired  running  he,  of  his  own  accord,  gave 
the  ball  over  to  John,  who  had  helped  him  out.  The  boys 
considered  this  fair  play  and  continued  with  the  game. 

The  folk-dancing  is  one  of  the  most  fascinating  parts  of 
the  playground  work.  The  dances  used  are  the  ones  most 
commonly  used  for  playground  work  and  epitomize  the  old 
folk  lore  of  Sweden,  Germany,  Hungary,  Bohemia,  England, 
etc.  The  favorite  dance  of  the  boys  and  girls  of  the  sixth 
grade  is  the  Indian  dance,  one  in  which  they  imitate  the 
movements  and  calls  of  the  Indians.  Needless  to  say  the  imi- 
tation is  good  and  one  does  not  need  to  use  much  imiginative 
power  to  get  the  Indian  idea. 

"Free  play"  time  is  a  popular  time  and  is  used  in  "gen- 
eral letting  off  steam."  Racing,  playing  horse,  jumping  rope, 
jacks,  marbles,  etc.,  are  all  enjoyed  at  this  time.  One  group 
of  boys  and  girls  worked  out  quite  a  complicated  game  of 
horse  playing.  The  horses  were  fire  horses  and  their  game 
included  the  ringing  of  the  bell,  the  bursting  of  the  horses 
from  the  various  stations  and  all  chasing  pell  mell  to  the  fire — 
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the  work  on  the  fire  where  one  horse  was  badly  injured.  A 
lad  telling  about  it  afterwards  said  that  he  was  the  horse 
doctor  and  had  been  forced  to  make  an  operation  on  the  in- 
jured horse.  Woe  unto  the  youth  who  was  pretending  to  be 
the  injured  horse ! 

The  natural  question  is  "What  is  the  value  of  all  of  this 
play?"  Mr.  Johnson,  former  superintendent  of  Pittsburgh 
Playground  Association,  who  is  now  connected  with  Columbia 
Universitjr,  gives  us  a  theory  of  the  value  of  play  which  is  in 
brief:  Nature  or  heredity  plus  conscious  education  brings  man 
to  his  fullest  development;  child  culture  has  two  offices,  (1) 
to  conserve  the  biological  succession  under  the  best  physio- 
logical conditions  thereby  conserving  desirable  hereditary 
powers,  (2)  to  devote  these  powers  to  acquiring  of  knowledge 
to  best  further  man's  social  usefulness  and  individual  happi- 
ness. Johnson  says  that  emphasis  has  been  laid  upon  the 
second  of  these  two  and  the  first  has  been  neglected,  and  he 
says  that  "Play  bears  the  same  relation  to  the  biological  de- 
velopment of  the  child  that  education  bears  to  hereditary  gifts 
and  it  would  be  as  absurd  to  despise  a  child's  natural  and 
inherited  gifts  and  attribute  all  to  education  as  to  ignore  the 
relation  of  play  activities  to  child  development." 

The  majority  of  children  play  naturally  at  school  and 
work  because  they  are  forced  to.  Herein  lies  the  opportunity 
of  play.  The  children  gain  the  habit  of  activity  in  play  and 
from  this  the  habit  and  enjoyment  of  work  may  be  formed 
according  to  psychologists  the  fooling  of  children  results  from 
faulty  co-ordination ;  activity  demanded  by  the  developing 
body  and  brain  has  not  been  provided  for — and  this  activity 
play  furnishes.  Chamberlain  says,  "Play  is  concerned  with 
everything;  emotions,  feelings,  acts,  thoughts,  imaginings, 
speech —  all  begin  their  career  in  its  subtle  shaping  influence." 

In  play  lies  the  opportunity  for  the  formation  of  habits 
and  permanent  interests.  The  opportunity  for  moral  develop- 
ment is  great;  a  sense  of  justice,  desire  for  fairness  and  hon- 
esty, liking  for  good  and  pure,  self-control,  as  stimulating  to 
activity,  respect  for  self  and  associates,  thoughtfulness,  spirit 
of  co-operation,  alertness  and  discipline,  manly  and  womanly 
way  to  bear  defeat — are  all  sought  for  and  may  all    be    de- 
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veloped.  The  chance  for  physical  development  is  equally 
great.  Growth  comes  with  action.  Rapid  movements,  swift 
running  and  jumping  make  for  alertness  and  agility.  Vigorous 
play  increases  the  flow  of  the  hlood  and  lymph  and  this  stim- 
ulates to  action  the  working  of  the  brain  in  conjunction  into 
the  working  of  the  muscles.  There  is  constant  exercise  of 
will  power  in  the  attempt  to  run  a  little  faster  or  to  jump  a 
little  farther  just  in  order  to  help  the  team  to  win. 

It  is  plain  that  play  is  essential  from  the  nature  of  the 
child ;  that  it  is  valuable,  socially,  morally,  mentally  and  physi- 
cally. Is  the  "play  idea"  entirely  new  and  originated  solely 
by  the  latest  and  most  up-to-date  educators?  Going  back  to 
the  earliest  Greek  education — physical  training — plays  and 
games,  the  development  of  the  psycho-muscular  body  through 
formal  gymnastic  work  and  dancing — all  of  these  formed  a 
prominent  and  essential  part  of  the.  education  of  the  Greek 
boy.  Coming  up  to  more  recent  times  in  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury, we  have  the  play  idea  expressed  by  Shiller:  "Man  plays 
only  where  he  is  a  human  being  in  the  fullest  sense  of  the  word 
and  he  has  reached  full  humanity  only  when  he  plays.  This 
proportion  will  acquire  great  and  deep  significance  when  we 
shall  learn  to  refer  it  to  the  doubly  serious  ideas  of  duty. and 
destiny.  It  will  then  sustain  the  entire  superstructure  of 
aesthetic  art  and  of  the  yet  more  difficult  art  of  life." 


SPECIAL  ACTIVITIES  AMONG  GIRLS  GRADUATING 
THIS  YEAR. 


A  "Musical  Class"  Experiment. 

The  Social  Service  work  which  I  have  undertaken  this 
year  is  of  an  unusual  nature.  Instead  of  the  club  method  fre- 
quently employed  I  have  adopted  the  plan  of  working  with 
the  individual  child. 

I  chose  as  the  field  of  my  work  Trinity  Temple,  located 
on  the  corner  of  Twenty-fifth  and  Smallman  Streets.  Trinity 
Temple  was  formerly  a  Methodist  Episcopal  Church,  but  as 


THE      SOROSIS  13 

the  city  grew  larger,  the  members  moved  farther  out  and 
gradually  drifted  away  from  the  church.  Not  long  ago  the 
ministers  of  the  Pittsburgh  Conference  adopted  the  plan  of 
using  the  building  for  a  settlement  house  and  so  it  is  now  a 
modern  settlement  under  the  supervision  of  Rev.  Earl  Boyd. 

When  asked  what  I  do  with  these  children  I  usually  re- 
ply that  I  am  giving  them  piano  lessons,  but  this  is  simply  a 
means  to  an  end.  So  far  as  the  artistic  goes  there  has  not 
been  any  marked  advancement  shown,  other  than  a  fondness 
for  music.  My  aim  is  to  establish  a  confidence  between  the 
children  and  myself— to  draw  them  out  so  to  speak,  and  es- 
pecially to  teach  them  a  few  of  the  essentials  of  social  eti- 
quette which  they  do  not  get  at  home.  In  order  to  encourage 
them  in  this  I  have  adopted  the  following  plan.  The  girl  who 
has  the  cleanest  face  and  hands  receives  a  star;  the  girl  who 
has  the  best  conduct  while  the  others  are  taking  their  lessons 
receives  a  star,  and  the  girl  who  has  the  best  lesson  also  re- 
ceives one.  If  any  girl  should  receive  three  stars  she  is  en- 
titled to  a  gold  star,  and  the  one  who  receives  the  greatest 
number  of  these  may  anticipate  something  pleasant  in  the 
future. 

I  am  hoping  that  by  this  method  their  interest  will  broaden 
along  the  lines  of  other  social  activities  in  the  settlement. 

This  is  just  an  experiment,  but  I  am  hoping  it  will  prove 
successful. 

Mildred  Mc Williams  '14. 


SOCIAL  SERVICE  IN  THE  PUBLIC  SCHOOL. 


A  happy  group  of  girls  ranging  between  the  ages  of 
twelve  and  sixteen  gather  in  the  East  Street  School  on  the 
North  Side  every  Tuesday  evening  from  7:30  to  9:30.  Some 
of  the  girls  are  students  in  the  present  seventh  and  eighth 
grades,  but  the  greater  number  are  from  the  eight  grades  of 
recent  years.  Of  these  many  are  employed  and  consequently 
enjoy  the   companionship   of  their  former   classmates    in     a 
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social  manner.  In  addition  to  this  they  like  to  talk  over  their 
experiences  with  the  girls  who  expect  to  go  on  with  their 
school  work  after  finishing  the  grade 

The  program  as  a  rule  consists  of  music  by  individual 
members,  group  work  in  games,  dances,  songs  and  stories. 
Talks  on  personal  hygiene  and  a  review  of  the  efforts  made 
by  the  members  to  follow  the  principles  and  law  of  the  Camp 
Fire  Girls. 

Martha  Kroenert. 


The  following  appeared  in  the  Pittsburgh  Sun  for  April  6 : 

THE  OWAISA  CLUB. 

The  Owaisa  Club  (bluebird  or  happiness  club)  of  Camp 
Fire  Girls  meets  every  Tuesday  evening  in  the  East  Street 
School,  North  Side,  where  the  girls  have  a  most  enjoyable 
time,  a  musical  program  featuring  the  evening.  Owing  to 
the  limited  space  a  membership  of  thirty-six  is  permissible. 
Soon  after  Easter  the  girls  will  present  a  play.  Plans  for 
rehearsals  and  play  will  be  announced  later.  The  Camp  Fire 
Girls  are  in  charge  of  Miss  Martha  Kroenert,  of  the  North 
Side. 
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There  are  many  phases  of  College  work  which  are  being 
developed  along  different  lines,  but  none  perhaps  are  of  more 
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practical  value  in  the  every  day  work  of  a  college  graduate 
than  the  Social  Service  phase.  This  department  contains 
studies  which  touch  nearly  every  point  of  life  after  graduation. 
The  social  service  graduate  may  not  take  up  work  directly 
in  connection  with  that  department,  but  wherever  she  goes  she 
will  find  knowledge  and  experience  has  made  smooth  the  road 
and  perhaps  solved  a  difficult  problem.  In  the  life  of  today 
the  social  knowledge  plays  a  leading  part,  magazines  are  full 
of  it,  public  speakers  talk  of  little  else.  Everywhere  is  the 
call  for  efficient  social  workers  to  help  straighten  out  the  per- 
plexed tangle  which  confronts  the  earnest  minded  reformer. 
We  are  very  proud  of  our  Alumnae,  so  many  of  whom  have 
volunteered  their  services  to  aid  in  this  great  work,  and  even 
now,  in  the  short  time  since  the  founding  of  this  department 
in  our  college,  have  made  names  for  themselves  in  this  great 
field  which  has  put  forth  such  an  earnest  call. 


SOCIAL  SERVICE  ALUMNAE. 


1910. 


Elma  MeKibben — who  has  since  done  both  volunteer  and  paid 
work  in  the  Allegheny  Playgrounds. 

Frances  Neal. 

1911. 

Clarisse  Blackeslee — with  the  Social  Service  department  of  the 

University  Hospital,  Philadelphia. 
Alice  Darragh. 

Frances  Gray — Children's  work,  Carnegie  Institute. 
Rachael  McQuiston. 
Rosalie  Supplee — Visitor  with  Associated  Charities,  Pittsburgh. 

1912. 

Florence  Biekel — with  Camp  Fire  Girls  in  Y.  W.  C.  A. 

Frances  Cameron. 

Elvira  Estep. 

Mary  Gray — Children's  work,  Carnegie  Institute. 
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Helen  Grooms. 
Hazel  Hickson. 

Cosette  Spence— with  Society  for  Prevention  of  Cruelty    to 
Children,  Philadelphia. 

1913. 
Faye  Atkinson. 

Helen  Blair — with  Camp  Fire  Girls  in  Y.  W.  C.  A. 
Christine  Cameron — with  Woods  Run  Settlement. 
Louise  Fletcher. 
Mary  Foster — with  Visiting  Nurses  Association,    as    visiting 

housekeeper. 
Emma  Geiselhart. 
Jeanne  Gray. 
Sylvia  Wayne. 
Grace  Nelson — with  Kingsley  House. 


f^k^ 


School  opened  April  7th  (Tuesday),  after  a  week's  vaca- 
tion.   Every  one  seemed  to  have  spent  a  very  happy  vacation. 

Miss  Alice  Putnam,  of  the  Carnegie  Institute  of  Tech- 
nology, gave  an  illustrated  lecture  on  April  15.  Her  subject 
was  based  upon  the  permanent  collections  of  pictures  in  the 
Institute ;  and  she  gave  some  hints  on  the  exhibition  to  be 
opened  April  30,  1914. 
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On  Wednesday,  April  8th,  Mrs.  Whitmer  gave  a  very 
interesting  talk  on  the  "Appeal  of  the  Picture."  She  brought 
out  the  facts  that  one  should  have  a  very  interested  mind,  and 
comfortable  shoes,  when  going  to  look  at  pictures.  She  also 
made  a  strong  appeal  for  freedom  of  the  artist  to  express  his 
own  views  in  his  own  particular  way. 

On  April  22,  Dr.  John  Brashear  lectured  to  both  College 
and  Dilworth  Hall  girls.  He  gave  his  well  known  illustrated 
lecture — "A  Little  Trip  Among  the  Stars."  It  was  indeed  a 
very  great  privilege  to  have  Dr.  Brashear  with  us. 

Invitations  have  been  sent  out  for  the  Sophomore  Lunch- 
eon, to  be  given  April  25,  in  honor  of  the  Senior  Class. 

On  April  24,  the  College  students  had  the  pleasure  of  en- 
tertaining their  friends  at  an  informal  dance,  given  under 
the  auspices  of  the  faculty.  A  very  enjoyable  time  was 
spent  by  all. 

The  Delta  Sigma  Society  held  a  reunion  luncheon  at  Mc- 
Creery's  on  Saturday,  April  18th. 

The  Recitals  of  the  Music  School  were  held  in  the  draw- 
ing rooms,  every  Thursday  afternoon  at  4 :30.  They  began 
April  16,  and  will  end  May  7th.  April  30th  will  be  Dilworth 
Hall  Day,  and  the  last  recital  (May  7th)  will  be  the  Annual 
Concert  of  Original  Compositions. 

Special  Easter  services  were  held  in  Vespers,  April  12. 
Miss  Cooiidge  was  the  speaker,  and  music  was  furnished  by 
Miss  Fulton,  soprano  of  the  Second  Presbyterian  Church,  the 
College  Quartette  and  Mrs.  Koeker. 

Dr.  Fisher  was  speaker  in  Vespers  April  19.  His  talk  was 
exceptionally  interesting. 

At  the  Conference  of  Deans  held  at  Bryn  Mawr,  April  14, 
Miss  Cooiidge,  together  with  the  Deans  from  many  leading 
colleges,  was  asked  to  speak  upon  the  subject:  "Should  ex- 
isting undergraduate  courses  be  so  related  to  later  vocational 


THE      SOROSIS  19 

work  that  credit  may  be  given  or  the  period  of  apprenticeship 
shortened?"  Miss  Coolidge's  subject  was  an  account  of  the 
Social  Service  course  as  one  experiment  along  the  line  of  the 
subject  under  discussion. 

The  College  is  to  have  a  two  weeks'  visit  from  Miss  Skil- 
ton  the  first  of  May.  Miss  Skilton  spent  from  September  to 
February,  in  a  European  trip  in  Spain  and  Italy.  She  was 
accompanied  by  Miss  Suzanne  Beatty  of  Pittsburgh. 

The  new  House  girls,  who  have  entered  for  the  spring 
term,  are  Miss  Irene  Franey  and  Miss  Margery  Stewart. 

The  picture  of  Dr.  Lindsay,  which  was  given  to  the  school 
by  the  Student  Government  Association,  has  been  hung  in  the 
chapel. 

The  Y.  W.  C.  A.  Easter  service  was  held  on  Wednesday, 
April  8th.    The  leader  was  Margaret  Brown. 

The  second  basket  ball  game  with  Westminster  was  played 
at  Westminster  on  Saturday,  March  21.  The  P.  C.  W.  team 
was  defeated,  score  42 — 27.  A  number  of  girls  accompanied 
the  team  for  rooting  purposes.  These  were  Agnes  Dorman, 
Mona  Crytzer,  Helen  McClelland,  Marjory  Boggs  and  Alice 
Laidlaw.  Claire  Colestock  '11,  came  from  New  Castle  to  show 
her  college  spirit. 

The  Sophomore  Class  was  in  charge  of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A. 
meeting  of  April  15. 


PERSONALS. 


Mrs.   DeVaughn,   of  Buffalo,  the  sister  of   Grace  Davis, 
was  a  guest  at  German  Club. 

If  you'd  like  your  family  history  looked  up  call  on  Miss 
Meloy's  sociology  class. 
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Two  members  of  the  Junior  Class  have  been  forcibly  de- 
tained from  school  lately.  Martha  Kroenert  passed  five  weeks 
in  the  throes  of  bronchitis  and  Lorna  Burleigh  was  quaran- 
tined at  the  home  of  her  aunt. 

Anglo  Saxon  bears  fruit !  A  Junior  was  heard  to  remark 
one  winter's  day:  "If  that  car  doesn't  come  soon,  my  feet 
will  be  icigycilum." 

One  would  be  led  to  suppose  that  the" Chocolate  Soldier" 
haunts  the  Senior  chocolate  supply. 

The  Juniors  took  tea  with  Merle  Atkinson,  a  former 
member  of  the  class,  at  her  home  in  Wilkinsburg  on  March 
the  thirteenth.  Mrs.  Baker,  a  sister  of  the  hostess,  and  Mrs. 
McClure,  both  old  girls  of  Pennsylvania,  assisted. 

During  Easter  vacation,  Grace  Davies  entertained  the 
Junior  Class  at  her  home. 

When  Jane  Johnston  dates  a  letter  it  is  thus :  March, 
1914,  Y.  S.   (Year  of  Suffrage). 

During  vacation  the  Juniors  were  feasted,  but  now  since 
they  have  returned  they  arc  being  "tested." 

An  astounding  statement  was  recently  heard  in  Logic : 
"Bacon  has  twenty-seven  heads." 

Miss  M. — There  is  a  way  of  studying  Economics  which  is 
particularly  interesting  to  me — just  to  talk  to  a  plain  man. 

A  lecturer  recently  told  the  college  girls  that  "all  the 
saints  are  now  in  Social  Service." 

Miss  McC. — A  hypochondriac  is  a  melancholy  person,  and 
every  sober  person  is  a  hypochondriac. 

Miss  Irene  Hsuband,  of  Mt.  Pleasant,  visited  her  cousin, 
Miss  Juanita  Husband,  at  Woodland  Hall  Friday  evening, 
April  10th. 
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Dr.  F. — Now  I  have  made  a  wrong  mistake. 

Miss  L.  (taking  attendance) — Can  you  see  anyone  who  is 
absent? 

Miss  N.  (translating  Latin)— He  poured  himself  out  of  a 
three-pound  vessel  upon  the  cabbages. 

The  Seniors  of  the  dormitory  have  agreed  to  have  a 
Senior  table  in  the  dining  room  for  the  remainder  of  the  year. 

Miss  S.  (translating  French) — St.  Clement  succeeded  in 
bachelor  poems. 

Ruth  Miller  spent  Easter  with  Mrs.  Hamilton,  of  Crafton. 

Ethel  Crossett  visited  in  Butler  over  Easter. 

Jean  Riggs  spent  Easter  at  her  home  in  Wellsville,  Ohio. 

Marguerite  McBurney  spent  Good  Friday  at  her  home  in 
Canonsburg,  Pa. 

Irene  Franey,  of  Shenandoah,  Pa.,  is  a  new  resident  stu- 
dent at  "Woodland  Hall. 

We  are  all  sorry  to  hear  of  the  serious  illness  of  Dorothy 
Turner.     We  hope  for  her  speedy  recovery. 

Dorcas  Beer  seemed  to  forget  that  spring  vacation  lasted 
but  one  week,  for  she  failed  to  return  from  her  home  until 
after  Easter. 


EXCHANGES. 


The  editorials  in  the  Pharitia  are  very  good  and  "The 
Apple  of  Discord"  is  cleverly  written. 

"The  Closed  Door"  in  The  Holead  is  rather  melodramatic. 

"The  Big  Tent."  from  the  University  of  Virginia  is  a 
live,  breezy  paper. 
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The  cover  design  of  the  Allegheny  Literary  Monthly  is 
a  decided  improvement  and  adds  a  great  deal  to  the  paper. 
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COMMENCEMENT  MORN. 


See,   Aurora    spreads   her   richly   tinted    veils 

That  tloat  along  the  sky   like   old  Venetian  sails; 

The  fogs  and  shadows  of  the  Night  are  tied, 

For  lo,  Apollo  lifts  his  burnished  head ! 

A   mystic   moment,   then   his   smile   creates   the   day, 

And  o'er  the  landscape  spreads  the  glory  of  his  ray. 

Seventeen  college  maidens  hail  thee,  morn. 
Ah,  ne'er  was  day  in   greater  beauty  born! 
And  yet  our  many  friends  about  us  say, 
They  have  often  seen  the  dawning  day 
Break  majestically  o'er  heaven's  brow 
With  colors  just  as  wonderful  as  now. 

With  mingled  joy  and  sorrow  we  turn  away  our  eyes 

To  view  the  hill  whereon  our  stately  college  lies. 

The  morning  sun  shines  through  the  trees  and  softly  falls 

In  spots  of  yellow  light  upon  her  red  brick  walls ; 

The  faithful  ivy  her  friendly  windows  grace 

Climbing  toward  her  towers  with  slow  but  steady  pace; 

Before  her   door   a   sundial   finds   appropriate   place, 
Set   there   to    remind    us    of   time's   swift-footed    race; 
Tall,    proud   trees   around   her   wave    and   bend. 
And  o'er  her  walks  their  ample  boughs  extend; 
Shrubs  and   plants  their   pretty   flowers  unfold, 
And  dandelions  dot  her  lawns  with  gold. 
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Oh!    College  on  the  hill  amid  thy  lovely  trees. 
Thou   hast   never  failed  the  stranger's  eye  to  please, 
But  thy  daughters  see  thee  with  more  keen  delight. 
For  memories   add    a    greater  beauty   to   thy   sight : 
Memories  of  sweet  companionships ;  of  hour  on  hour 
Spent   with   thee  in   seeking  knowledge,  troth  and   power 

Of   moments   filled   with   joy;   of   priv 'leges   most    rare; 
And  thy  worthy  teachers'  guidance  and  care. 
To   thee   this   debt   of   service   never   can    be   paid; 
But  to  the   world   we  turn   and   gladly  give  our  aid. 
With    grateful    hearts   To    know    when    years    have    flown, 
We   may   look   back   and   claim   this   college   as   our   own. 

The   morning   hours   are   swiftly   taking   flight, 

And  soon  beneath  this  spreading  tree  tonight 

Our    many    friends    shall    gather    on    the    grass 

To  hear  the  kind  words  spoken  to  our  parting  class. 

We    go!    Our    hearts    with    deep    emotions   swell, 

And   all    that   we  can   say   is  " Fare-thee-well ! " 

— Giulietta  Plympton. 
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CLASS  OF  1914 


Marjory  Boggs 
"Ma" 
Cutest 

"To  those  who   know   her   not. 

no   words    can    paint, 
And     those     who     know     thee, 

know  all  words  are  faint." 


Margaret   Brown 
"Marg" 
Prettiest 
'And  she  was  fair,  and  fairer 
than  that  word 
Of  wondrous   virtue." 


Janet  Brownlee 
"Jan" 
Most  dignified 
"Thou  art  unseen 
But  yet  I  hear  thy  shrill  de- 
light" 
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Pauline  Burt 

"Paulie" 
Most  scientific 
"Content    with   science   in    this 
vale  of  tears" 


Gertrude  Goeddel 
"Gert" 
Latest 
"Xii  nightingale  did  ever  chant 
More  welcome  notes  to  weary 
bands 
of    travelers     in     some    shady 
haunt. " 


Juarrita  Husband 

"Neet" 
Most   belligerent 

It  takes  a   wise   man   to   pi  a; 
the  part  of  a  fool." 
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Josette  Kochersperg 

"Jo" 

Most  athletic 

"Yet  led  astray 
By  Cupid's  soft  delight.' 


Phoebe  Knight 

"Phoebe" 
Most  graceful 
"A  rosebud  set  with  little  wil- 
ful thorns. 
And  sweet  as  English  air  could 
make  her." 


Marguerite  MacBurney 

' '  Maggie ' ' 

Most  historical 

"The   worst  fault  you  have   is 
to  lie  in  love." 


1(1 


THE       SOROSIS 


Giulietta  Plympton 

"Giulietta" 

Most  studious 

'  I       like       the       Anglo-Saxon 

speech 

With   its  direct   revealings, 
11   takes  a   hold,  and  seems  to 
reach 
'Way  down   into  your  feel- 
intis. ' ' 


Mildred  McWilliams 
"Mildred" 
Most  sentimental 
There's    music    in    her   finger 

tips." 


Hazel   Rider 
"Redhearliz" 
Most  reserved 
"Have   I   not   seen   thy   needle 
plied 
With  as  much  ready  glee 
As   if   it    were    thy     greatest 
pride 
A  seamstress  famed  to  be?" 
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Anne  Rutherford 

"Anne" 

Most  quiet 

Smooth  runs  the  water  where 

the  brook  runs  deep." 


Helen  Sander 

"Helen" 

Most  literal 

'The  enquiring  spirit  will  not 

be  controlled, 
We   would   make    certain    all, 
and    all    behold." 


Mary  Savage 

"Mare" 

Most  independent 

Let      independence      be      our 
boast." 
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Ethel  Williams 
"Little  Williams" 
Most  melodious 
Whate'er      the      theme,     the 

maiden   sang 
As  if  her  song  could  have  no 
ending. " 


Margery  Stewart 

' '  George ' ' 

Slowest 

'Of  all    birds   she   learned   the 

language, 
Learned   their   names   and    all 
their  secrets." 


Miss   Florence   K.   Root 

Honorary    Member 

1910-1913 


THE       SOROSIS 


13 


Omega  Society 


Delta  Sigma  Society 


Sorosis  Staff 


Basket  Ball  Team 
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OUR  PLACE  IN  HISTORY. 

September,  1910,  \v;is  an  epe&h-making  year  in  the  history 
of  P.  C.  \Y.  for  at  that  time  there  ascended  her  steps,  from 
many  different  directions,  a  motley  throng  who  were  to  drift 
together,  amalgamate,  and  organize  the  Class  of  1914.  The 
College,  not  having  been  adequately  informed  as  to  our  won- 
derful possibilities,  did  not  welcome  us  with  the  enthusiasm 
which  might  have  been  expected.  Indeed,  some  of  us  were 
met  at  the  door  by  august  and  awe-inspiring  personages  who 
smiled  at  ns  very  sweetly  and  said,  "Do  you  wish  to  enter 
Dilworth  Hall.'"  This  was  the  "most  nnkindest  cut  of  all." 
but  with  forgiving  spirits  we  magnanimously  concluded  that 
we  could  afford  to  overlook  that  affront  and  bend  our  energies 
toward  the  task  of  "showing  them."  After  we  had  registered 
our  "full  name  please"  and  obligingly  consented  to  make  out 
a  queer  compound  of  hieroglyphics  known  as  a  schedule,  we 
were  left   pretty  much  to  our  own   devices. 

We  found  a  queer,  barn-like  room  on  the  third  floor  and 
were  told  that  this  was  to  he  our  den.  A  most  suggestive 
looking  partition  ran  half  way  across  the  room  and  we  soon 
discovered  thai  the  purpose  of  this  was  to  separate  the  high- 
and  mighty  Sophomores  from  the  verdant  Freshmen.  The 
undivided  portion  of  the  room  was  considered  neutral  ground. 
On  one  memorable  day  the  Sophomores  invited  us  over  to 
their  side  of  the  room.  and.  after  soothing  us  with  a  splendid 
spread,  they  set  out  to  show  us  our  proper  place.  According 
to  their  records  we  emerged  in  "perfed  subjection"  hut  the 
complete  impartiality  of  the  historian  is  open  to  much  ques- 
tion. About  this  time  four  or  five  of  us  began  to  he  known 
as  the  X.  B.'s  or  noisy  bunch.  Of  course  we  have  outgrown 
that   childish  failing  Long  since. 

Soon  we  found  thai  the  next  thing  on  the  program  was 
to  organize  as  a  class  and  elect  an  honorary  member.  There 
our  excellent  former  training  served  us  well  and  Ave  acquitted 
ourselves  nobly  and  wisely;  just  how  wisely  we  did  not  even 
dream  then.  Under  the  inspiring  leadership  of  Miss  Root  we 
began  to  make  ourselves  felt,  or  shall  I  say  heard,  in  College. 
Soon  the  time  came  when  we  were  to  emerge  from  our  humble 
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shade,  and  make  our  bow  to  the  world  as  a  class  in  our  Fresh- 
man Play.  After  lengthy  deliberation  we  decided  to  give 
"The  Girls  of  1776."  Others  had  given  finished  productions 
— the  keynote  of  our  play  was  to  be  originality,  and  such  it 
surely  was.  Who  ever  heard  of  any  other  class  producing  an 
actress  who  became  so  so  absorbed  in  her  part  that  she  put 
on  her  beautiful  ball  gown  and  forgot  to  take  off  the  overshoes 
she  had  worn  over  from  the  other  house?  Another  of  our 
stars  appeared  with  the  costumer's  slip  marked  "Barbara" 
still  pinned  on  a  very  prominent  part  of  her  dress.  We  hated 
shams  and  subterfuges,  so  no  one  minded  when  the  paper 
stuffing  began  to  fall  out  of  the  tops  of  the  leading  man's 
boots — and  when,  at  a  critical  juncture,  a  letter,  which  was 
supposed  to  be  torn  up  and  thrown  on  the  floor,  had  been  for- 
gotten, we  went  through  the  motions  anyhow,  and  our  audience 
was  sufficiently  broad  minded  to  appreciate  our  adaptability. 
When  we  forgot  our  lines  we  insisted  upon  taking  the  audi- 
ence into  our  confidence  by  demanding  in  a  stage  whisper, 
"What  comes  next?"  On  the  whole,  it  was  more  original  and 
probably  more  enjoyed  by  the  audience  than  any  play  given 
at  the  College  before  or  since. 

Near  the  end  of  our  Freshman  year  came  our  first  party 
— a  twin  party.  All  went  beautifully  until  the  time  came  for 
refreshments  and  they  hadn't  come.  Of  course  they  were  "on 
the  way."  Then  began  a  series  of  embassies  to  Miss  Coolidge 
to  ask  for  "just  fifteen  minutes  more."  As  I  remember,  the 
refreshments  came  about  11  :15.  Our  poor  committee  felt  that 
+hry  were  disgraced  for  life  and  have  never  quite  forgotten  it. 

Then  came  our  first  appearance  in  May  Day.  Because  of 
our  dignified  demeanor  and  classic  features  we  were  chosen 
to  represent  noble  Romans.  The  great  day  came  when,  draped 
in  bolts,  or  shall  I  say  +ons.  of  white  cheesecloth,  Ave  marched 
in  solemn  procession  and  grouped  ourselves  about  the  white 
colonnade.  Some  of  us  were  to  represent  Roman  maidens 
playing  ball,  but,  at  the  critical  moment,  Ave  discovered  that 
we  had  forgotten  the  balls,  so,  resourceful  as  ever,  Ave  danced 
out,  posed  gracefully  for  a  few  seconds,  danced  back  again 
and  the  day  was  saA^ed. 

Then   came   a    Commencement   night    when,     Avith     bated 
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breath,  we  watched  a  solemn  file  of  stately  Seniors  receive 
their  diplomas,  and  we  realized  thai   we  were  Sophomores. 

As  a  symbol  of  our  new  dignity  we  acquired  a  habitation 
for  our  very  own.  a  most  palatial  residence  at  the  head  of  the 
third  Moor  steps.  Rather  bare  and  dingy  it  looked  at  first, 
hut  no  such  trifle  could  daunt  us — we  looked  into  the  future 
and  pictured  a  vision  of  loveliness.  As  a  result  we  find  this 
quotation  in  a  contemporary  history,  "the  Sophomore  den  is 
a  dream  in  dell'1  blue."  Then  began  our  reputation  as  the 
class  whose  den  was  always  in  order.  We  were  commended  in 
chapel,  held  us  as  models,  and  visitors  were  broughl  to  inspect 
our  habitation.  Bu1  such  a  reputation  is  nol  maintained  with- 
out effort  and  some  of  our  members  truly  earned  it  by  the 
sweat  of  their  brows.  We  found  that  exercise  with  the  broom 
and  the  dusl  cloth  were  very  conducive  to  excellence  in  schol- 
arship and  avc  did  not  even  draw  the  line  al  cleaning  windows. 

Our  den  had  one  serious  drawback — a  very  small  and 
rather  hard  couch,  but  a  solution  soon  suggested  itself — just 
across  the  hall  in  the  Freshman  den  was  our  ideal  of  a  couch. 
Fearing  lest  it  might  make  them  proud  and  overbearing  to 
possess  such  a  specimen  of  comfort  and  elegance,  we  decided 
to  take  temptation  out  of  their  way.  So  some  of  our  noble 
heroines  stayed  laic  one  afternoon  and  quietly  but  firmly 
placed  mil'  couch  in  their  den  and  carefully  covered  it  with 
their  cover.  Did  some  one  tell  or  were  those  Freshmen 
brighter  than  they  looked.'  The  next  afternoon  our  couch 
reappeared.  Nothing  daunted  we  determined  to  squelch  those 
Freshmen,  so  early  next  morning  the  couches  were  again  ex- 
changed. We  then  stationed  a  guard  in  our  den.  For  nearly 
an  hour  her  life  was  uneventful,  then  there  came  stealthy  foot- 
steps and  two  Freshmen  heads  appeared  in  the  doorway.  With 
a  very  innocent  expression  on  her  face  she  invited  them  in  and 
all  unsuspecting  they  came.  Then  she  stepped  over  to  the 
door,  fastened  il  on  the  inside,  set  her  chair  against  it.  and 
proceeded  to  study  her  geometry.  They  insisted  that  they 
had  a  class,  but,  for  thai  matter,  so  did  she.  In  vain  their 
classmates  pounded  on  the  door — they  slaved  there  till  the 
end  of  the  hour.  The  nexl  day  the  information  was  conveyed 
to    us   from    those    high    in    authority    that    the    furniture    was 
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meant  to  stay  where  it  was  placed  and  any  disturbance  of  the 
same  would  be  considered  a  very  grave  misdemanor.  So  ended 
the  eventful  history  of  the  Freshman  couch.  Since  then  its 
life  has  been  prosaic  in  the  extreme. 

Our  growing  knowledge  of  the  complex  science  of  chem- 
istry convinced  us  of  the  fact  that  Bunsen  burners  might 
serve  other  purposes  than  that  of  heating  chemicals.  Natural 
sequence — we  buy  a  saucepan,  some  dishes,  spoons,  and  some 
canned  nourishment.  So  originated  the  "lunch  gang"  and  our 
reputation  as  the  class  that  likes  to  eat.  Our  memories  of  this 
year  seem  to  group  themselves  with  strange  persistency  about 
certain  interesting  celebrations  known  in  the  common  parlance 
as  spreads. 

Our  triumphs,  however,  were  not  all  in  the  line  of  eating. 
Many  weary  hours,  even  the  afternoon  of  a  holiday,  we  spent 
in  preparing  for  our  Sophomore  cotillion.  This  established 
the  precedent  started  the  year  before  and  was  considerably 
more  of  a  success  than  our  twin  party  had  been. 

Then  another  May  Day  and  to  us  was  entrusted  the  honor 
of  winding  the  May  Pole.  Some  kind  friends  informed  us 
that  we  would  probably  make  a  muddle  of  it  for  the  College 
always  made  mistakes  in  theirs  and  Dilworth  Hall  never  did. 
But  they  had  reckoned  without  their  host — we  had  made  up 
our  minds  that  the  pole  was  going  to  be  wound  perfectly.  We 
even  went  so  far  as  to  have  an  extra  practice  all  by  ourselves — - 
an  unwise  proceeding,  for  we  had  forgotten  one  of  the  steps, 
several  members  of  the  class  disagreed  rather  seriously  about 
it  and  the  practice  broke  up  in  confusion,  everyone  declaring 
that  our  May  pole  dance  was  going  to  be  a  total  failure.  Per- 
haps this  accomplished  the  desired  effect  and  made  us  more 
careful,  for,  on  the  authority  of  those  who  know,  never  was 
a  May  pole  more  perfectly  wound.  We  can  see  yet  in  our 
mind's  eye  those  beautiful  and  symmetrical  purple  and  white 
squares  winding  about  the  pole,  for  we  all  went  back  after 
the  exercises  to  view  our  handiwork. 

Near  the  close  of  the  year  we  took  the  Seniors  to  see 
"Madame  Butterfly."  Final  exams,  anothers  Commencement 
week  and  we  were  Juniors.  What  magic  there  is  in  that 
name !    How  learned  and  how  impressive  it  sounds — one  seems 
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to  have  reached  the  top  rung  and  even  to  be  a  Senior  seems, 
a    come   down. 

Wild  excitement  the  tirst  day  of  school  for  the  word  came 
that  one  of  our  girls  wasn't  coming  hack,  she  was  to  be  mar- 
ried. In  passing  we  may  mention  that  Dan  Cupid  has  rather 
seriously  depleted  our  ranks,  for  five  of  our  girls  have  been 
married  during  the  four  years. 

By  special  request  we  were  allowed  to  keep  the  den  we 
had  had  the  year  before,  hut  tliis  was  not  the  only  way  in 
which  we  showed  our  affection  for  it — we  astounded  the  school 
by  having  it  papered,  a  pretty  delft  blue  which  added  the  fin- 
ishing touch  to  our  ''dream." 

About  this  time  the  powers  that  be  decided  to  temper 
our  dispositions  in  the  furnace  of  affliction  and  a  bull  was 
issued  ordering  that  every  one  should  receive  the  royal  order 
of  the  vaccination.  Like  brave  soldiers  we  submitted  to  the 
ordeal  and  unflinchingly  braved  the  consequences.  For  a  few 
days  some  people  were  noticeably  "touchy."  but  it  was  such 
a   comfort  to  know  that  the   Faculty  were  suffering  too. 

Our  Junior  party  was  a  Ladies'  Home  Journal  Party,  and 
probably  the  less  said  about  it  the  better,  for  it  was  a  bad  night 
and  very  few  people  came.  An  optimist  was  heard  to  remark 
afterwards,  "Well,  the  Juniors  had  a  good  time,  anyhow,"  and 
they  surely  did. 

Time  sped  swiftly  mi  and  the  momentous  occasion  arrived 
when  we  were  to  appear  in  our  caps  and  gowns  for  the  first 
time.  The  solemnity  of  the  occasion  was  somewhat  marred  by 
the  complaints  expressed  by  some  of  our  number  because,  for- 
sooth, they  weren't  becoming.     An  awful  fact,  but  all  too  true! 

Somewhere  about  this  time  our  ability  to  make  noise 
seemed  to  be  augmented — perhaps  I  should  have  said  our 
ability  to  make  more  noise,  but  that  is  hardly  possible  consid- 
ering the  Limitations  of  our  vocal  organs.  Close  proximity  to 
a  classroom  is  usually  a  disadvantage,  and  at  one  of  our 
spreads  we  found  it  so,  but  perhaps  it  is  as  well  to  draw  the 
curtain   on   this   chapter  of  our  history. 

The  close  of  this  year  is  shouded  in  somewhat  of  a  gloom 
in  our  memories,  for  we  found  that  Miss  Root,  who  had  been 
such   a    loyal    member  of  our  class,   had    helped    us   out   of   all 
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our  scrapes  and  had  always  stood  up  for  ns,  wasn't  coining 
back.  The  farewell  luncheon  which  we  gave  for  her  at  Mc- 
Creery's  is  one  of  our  never-to-be-forgotten  occasions. 

Our  third  Commencement  week  and  such  a  different  one, 
for  we  realized  that  these  girls  who  were  leaving  us  were 
our  friends,  and  that  not  only  were  they  themselves  leaving 
but  they  were  leaving  places  of  responsibility  which  must  be 
filled  by  us.    We  were  Seniors. 

Instead  of  advancing  a  step  higher,  we  went  a  whole 
flight  of  steps  lower  and  took  up  our  abode  in  the  Senior 
Parlor,  or,  as  we  insist  upon  its  being  called,  the  Senior  Den. 
We  decided  to  use  tan  and  green  as  a  color  scheme  and  imme- 
diately began  to  fix  up.  For  a  while  the  den  was  a  thing  of 
beauty  and  a  joy  forever,  but  alas,  the  furniture  began  to 
fall  to  pieces,  the  paper  on  the  ceiling  began  to  come  off  and 
one  of  our  curtain  rods  disappeared,  so  our  ardor  for  model 
housekeeping  was  considerably  dampened. 

About  this  time  Miss  Coolidge  kindly  consented  to  become 
our  honorary  member  and  to  steer  us  through  the  troubled 
waters  of  Senior  year. 

Apropos  of  the  den,  — one  of  the  joys  of  our  existence 
has  been  our  tea  table  with  its  chafing  dish,  and  pretty  Japan- 
ese cups  and  saucers.  Many  were  the  hot  lunches,  the  fudge 
parties,  and  the  afternoon  teas  With  which  we  regaled  our- 
selves. The  chafing  dish  was  also  a  comfort  on  very  cold 
days  when  it  served  as  a  hand  warmer.  Of  course  it  need 
not  be  mentioned  that  our  conduct  in  the  den  was  always 
dignified,  and  quiet  in  the  extreme,  as  the  Faculty  will  be  glad 
to  testify.  Whatever  may  be  our  individual  memories  of  the 
den  it  is  certain  that  they  will  all  be  chocolate  coated. 

Soon  after  the  opening  of  school  in  the  fall  some  of  our 
members  developed  a  queer  malady  known  as  Eaglesmeritis. 
The  rest  of  the  school  watched  developments  with  the  greatest 
interest,  evidently  fearing  the  worst.  But  the  epidemic 
reached  its  climax  in  a  certain  issue  of  the  Sorosis  and  the 
symptoms  have  been  somewhat  less  violent  since  then.  How- 
ever, the  disease  seems  now  to  have  taken  root  in  another 
place  and  is  spreading  rapidly.  Perhaps  the  worst  is  yet  to 
come. 
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Many  have  been  our  accomplishments  and  our  triumphs 
hut  we  are  entirely  too  modest  to  mention  them.  For  the 
benefit  of  posterity,  however,  we  must  record  that  we  have 
been  this  year,  the  College  basket  ball  champions,  having 
come  off  victorious  in  six  inter-class  games  and  one  with 
Dilworth  Ball.  We  have  also  won  the  banner  in  the  Field 
Meet,  and  two  of  our  class  members  tied  for  the  championship 
locket.  (To  avert  a  catastrophe,  another  locket  was  pur- 
chased.) In  addition  to  all  this,  one  of  our  number  has  won 
the  Tollege  Tennis  Singles  for  the  third  time.  We  are  now 
preparing  to  show  our  mettle  in  final  exams,  and  in  an  artistic 
production  of  "As  You  Like  It." 

The  pessimist  says.  "These  are  your  happiest  days  and 
they  will  soon  be  over," — hut  the  optimist  says,  "It  is  your 
Commencement."  It  has  been  a  wonderful  four  years  with 
countless  treasured  memories  and  few  regrets,  and  looking 
back  over  it  with  out  hearts  overflowing  with  happiness  we 
can  yet  believe  with  a  poet  not  unknown  in  our  curriculum 
that   "The  best  is  yet   to  be." 

Margaret  H.  Brown. 


THE  GIFTS  OF  THE  DONORS. 


Marjory  Boggs —A   bandanna. 

'Tis  sad  that   thou  from   Pa   must  part, 

Thy   love   of   Eagles   Mere, 
But  take   this    kerchief,    Breaking    Heart. 
And   dry,   oh   ,  dry  that   tear. 

Margaret  Brown — A   mirror. 

Why   look  for  beauty  near  and  far. 

Why  seek   in   art   its  trace, 
Why   look   at    picture,   tree   or   star? 

'Tis   here   within — thy   face. 

Janet   Brownlee — Hairpins. 

Originality  in  thought  may  be  a  blessed  thing 
But   few   can   use   this   with   success   in   their    own     hair- 
dressing. 
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So  take  these  hairpins  which  you  see, 
And  fix  secure  your  brown  side-key. 

Pauline  Burt — A  ghost. 

When  you   are   asked  to   do  a   stunt 

To    entertain    your    host, 
Don't  bore  the  company  present 

By  saying,  "Let's  play  ghost." 

Gertrude  Goeddel — A  notebook. 

Of   course   you're   mighty   lucky 

To  have  a  doctor  beau, 
But  'tis  sometimes  unfortunate 

When  you  to  dance  will  go. 
But  in  this  little  notebook 

Pie  can   write   down  every   date ; 
So  after  this,  dear  Gertrude, 

He  sure  can  keep  them  straight. 

Juanita  Husband — Rules  of  Conversation. 
What  to  say  and  how  to  say  it 

Is  the  question  Nita  asks ; 
The  time  to  praise,  the  time  to  blame, 

Is  the  hardest  of  her  tasks. 

Phoebe  Knight — A  stove. 

Behold  this  object  lesson  to  a  scientific  mind 
That  ever  looks  for  reason,  in  all  that  she  may  find. 
Fire  did  not  burn  Abednego 
Because  the  Bible  tells  us  so 

Josette  Kochersperg — A  rake. 

When  you  are  through  with  milking, 
With  baking  bread  and  cake, 
Go   to   the   field   with  Howard, 
And  learn  to  use  this  rake. 

Marguerite  McBurney — White  hair  ribbon. 
Although  in  blue  or  lavender 

Our  Marguerite  looks  right, 
She  is  the  fairest  ever  seen 

When  she's  encased  with  white. 
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Mildred  Mc Williams— A  candle. 

''Brighten  the  corner  where  you  are," 
Some  day   Rody  may  come  back  from  afar. 

Giulietta  Plympton — Mother  Goose  Rhymes. 

We   know  that  your  tastes  rise  so   high. 

So  full    of   art    and    logic, 
We  must   needs  suit   them  in  our  gift 

With    something    pedagogic 

Hazel  Rider — Rattan. 

When    as    a    teacher    wise    and    grave 
Your  pupils  have  you  sassed, 

Take  this  rattan   and   heat   them   sound. 
And  they  will  quit  it  Fast. 

Arne  Rutherford— A   rope. 

When  yon  secure  a  swell  man  for  a  dance. 
Don't    let    him  get   married 
Until   he  has  tarried. 
Take  this  rope  and  tic  him — make  him  give  you  a  chance. 

Helen  Sander — Alarm  clock. 

"(';ill  me  early,  mother  dear,  or  I'll  he  late  to  school." 
I   will   no1   do  it,  darling,  although  you  break  a   rule. 
Bid  here's  a  f'ne  alarm  clock,  to  ring  and  ring  and  ring, 
So  you  will  gel  1o  school  in  time  to  hear  the  choir  sing. 

Mary  Savage  -A    hammer. 

Since  you   can't   gel    a   handy   man 

To  lix  your  doors  and  locks 
•  lusl    take  this  doughty   implement 

And    hammer    your    own    knocks. 

Margery  Stewart     Adhesive   plaster. 

You're  sweet,  you're  bright,  you're  pleasant. 

You're  interesting  and   clear; 
But    seal   your   mouth    tighl    shut    with   this 

If  von  ihink  of  Eagles  Mere. 
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Ethel   Williams — A   donkey. 

Some  like  a  kitten  for  a  pet, 

And   some   prefer  a    monkey ; 
Some  birds  like  birds  or  puppy  dogs — 

Bnt  Ethel  loves  a  donkey. 

Juanita  Husband  and  Phoebe  Knight. 


LATER  HISTORY  OF  THE  CLASS  OF  1914. 


"Well.  Marg,  1  do  think  we  are  brave,  don't  yon?  I  do 
wish,  though,  that  we  hadn't  conceived  the  brilliant  idea  of 
this  luncheon,  for  1  never  got  into  so  many  difficulties  in  my 
life.  It  used  to  be  bad.  but  believe  me.  it  is  infinitely  worse 
now.  Who  would  ever  have  thought  that  such  an  unassuming 
class  as  ours  would  in  ten  years  develop  into  so  many  diverse 
types  of  the  ultra-feminine.  Let's  just  shuffle  these  place 
cards  and  draw.  There — now  you  shut  your  eyes  and  pick 
them  out  and   I'll  arrange  them. 

What's  the  first  one?  Mc  Williams  ?  Well,  put  her  down 
and  draw  another?  Rider?  There,  I  knew  something  like 
that  would  happen  the  very  first  thing.  Those  two  can't 
possibly  sit  together!  Mildred  is  an  operatic  star  now  and 
will  probably  want  to  sing  some  time  during  the  afternoon 
and  we  will  have  to  put  some  one  near  her  who  can  tactfully 
absorb  her  attention  and  make  her  forget  about  it.  Now 
Hazel  will  probably  get  to  telling  about  her  orphans  ami 
forget  to  be  tactful.  You'd  better  sit  near  Mildred  yourself. 
Marg.  your  book  on  "Tact"  ought  to  help  you  out.  Do  for- 
give me,  I  didn't  mean  to  nil)  it  in  but — what  was  I  saying? 
Oh,  yes.  You  know  Hazel  has  made  such  a  success  of  her 
new  style  orphans'  home  that  her  mind  is  completely  wrapped 
up  in  it.  Whoever  would  have  thought  of  gathering  in  the 
neglected  children  of  suffragettes  and  giving  them  a  good 
home — but  the  idea  is  really  wonderful.  But  we  mustn't  put 
Giulietta  near  Hazel,  for  you  know  Hazel  has  taken  her  poor, 
neglected  infants  and  seeing  Hazel  might  remind  Giulietta 
and  she  might  think  of  taking  them  away.     That  would  break 
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Hazel's  heart,  for  she  is  very  mneb  attached  to  her  charges. 
Giulietta  is  a  militant  now.  She  used  to  just  make  speeches 
but  now  she  goes  around  breaking  things.  I  heard  she  was 
sort  of  cross  with  Hazel  for  taking  all  the  children  because 
she  always  used  one  to  show  how  domestic  she  was — but  before 
she  could  do  anything  she  forgot  all  about  them.  Do  look 
up  her  card  and   put   it  far  away  from  Hazel's. 

Now  draw  another  one.  Sander?  1  guess  she  can  go 
next.  What  did  you  ask  me?  Helen.'  Oh,  she  and  Jack 
Straw  arc  still  engaged.  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  why  they  don't 
get  married,  but  I  did  hear  that  Helen  kept  him  waiting  for 
her  so  much. — you  know  what  I  mean,  late  at  appointments 
and  all  that — that  the  poor  fellow  couldn't  get  any  time  to 
make  any  money  and  Helen  felt  that  she  should  stay  with 
father  until  he  did.  Perhaps  if  we'd  put  her  next  Giulietta 
she'd  get  inspired  with  suffragette  zeal  and  forget  Jack  for 
a  while  so  he  could  work.  That's  a  good  idea.  Move  her 
down  to  the  other  end  and  we'll  see  if  it  works. 

Who  is  the  next  one.'  Kochersperg?  What  is  she  doing, 
anyway.'  Athletic  specialist!  What  on  earth's  that?  Xo,  I 
haven't  heard  a  bit  about  her.  Yes,  1  know  1  don't  read  the 
papers  much  any  more,  I'm  afraid  they  will  keep  me  awake. 
Used  to  be  at  Yassar.  you  say.  and  is  now  at  Yale?  AYhatever 
is  she  doing  at  a  man's  college?  Oh,  biggest  expert  in  coun- 
try! Yes,  but  what  does  she  do?  Look  you  over  and  size 
up  your  possibilities  and  then  at  a  glance  tells  you  for  what 
line  of  activity  you  are  besl  suited!  Well.  I  knew  athletics 
were  getting  pretty  bad  when  you  have  to  enter  one  field  or 
another  when  you  go  to  college,  but  it's  the  limit  when  you 
have  to  have  somebody  tell  yon  what  to  choose.  I'm  glad  I 
went  to  college  ten  years  ago.  Yes,  I  know  I'm  lazy  but  then 
I  always  was.  I  know  one  thing.  I  don't  want  do  near  me 
sizing  me  up  and  suggesting  possibilities.  I  know.  Marg, 
I  did  say  I'd  sit  anywhere,  but  then  I  have  to  draw  the  line 
when  it  pomes  to  athletic  activities.  Well,  don't  argue.  What's 
the  next  one?  Brownlee!  You'd  better  fish  around  among 
the  cards  and  yet  Rutherford.  You  know  they  have  a  select 
private  school  and  will  want  to  talk  business.  What  is  that? 
('an   do  that  any  time,  yes,   I    know,  but  there's  no  time  like 
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the  present.  Put  them  both  up  there  alongside  of  Mc Williams 
and  Kochersperg.     That'll  do  for  the  present  anyway. 

Who  is  next?  Husband?  For  pity's  sake  move  her  over 
to  the  other  side!  Why,  haven't  you  heard?  Marg!  Where 
have  you  been?  Didn't  you  know  that  she's  the  greatest  living 
Hamlet?  Yes,  Hamlet.  Of  course  I  know  Hamlet's  a  man. 
But  that's  why  it's  so  wonderful.  Jnanita  has  convinced  a 
doubting  public  that  a  woman  can  play  a  man's  part  better 
than  a  man.  Oh,  no.  I  don't  think  she's  a  suffragette. 
She  never  says  so,  anyway.  She  calls  herself  an 
altruist.  No,  I  don't  see  the  connection.  I  suppose 
she  does  or  she  wouldn't  say  it.  She  has  also  revived  Beowulf 
and  plays  it  in  the  original  to  crowded  houses  in  New  York. 
Yes,  "revived"  isn't  the  right  word,  I  guess,  for  it  hasn't 
been  played  since  Beowulf  himself  did  it,  but  she  made  a  play 
of  it  anyway  and  it  is  wonderful — so  dramatic  yet  so  humor- 
ous!! Don't  put  her  near  Anne  and  Janet,  anyway,  for  they 
have  forbidden  the  pupils  seeing  Hamlet  acted  by  a  woman. 
Why?  I  don't  know.  Haven't  seen  her — that  is  him— oh, 
I  don't  know  what  to  call  it — themselves.  I  felt  that  way 
until  I  saw  it. 

Give  me  the  next  one.  MaeBurney.  I  don't  know  about 
her.  Put  her  down  on  the  other  side  of  Sander.  Helen  is 
peacefully  inclined  and  can  keep  down  hostilities  between 
suffragette  and  anti.  Yes.  that's  what  Marguerite  is,  a  rabid 
anti-suffragette.  Do  you  know  1  think  they  are  just  as  bad 
in  their  way  as  the  others.  In  her  odd  moments  Marguerite 
tutors  in  history,  but  she  is  always  apt  to  drop  everything 
and  rush  off  to  the  front  and  make  a  speech  and  fight  the  suf- 
fragettes and  probably  get  arrested.  She  says  she  has  been 
in  jail  fifty-four  times  in  ten  years.  From  the  way  things  are 
going  I  am  afraid  it  is  a  losing  fight. 

Who's  next?  Burt?  We-1-1  I  sort  of  imagine  she  won't 
be  here!  Sure,  she  is  in  the  city.  No,  I  haven't  seen  her  for 
some  time.     Why — oh.  I  don't  know.     No,  I'm  sure  she  won't 

be  here.     Well  if  you  must No,  I  don't  think  so,  but  you 

know  her  husband — why,  yes,  she's  married,  widower  with 
seven  children,  all  grown  up,  and  he  likes  her  to  be  near  him 
all  the  time — sort  of  lonely,  I  guess.     No,  he  doesn't  have  any 
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business  interests — Paulie  docs  all  that,  but  he  goes  along  with 
her.  Maybe  if  we'd  ask  him  too,  he'd  bi  her;  but  no — that 
would  be  absurd — one  man  at  the  luncheon.  Maybe  he'd  wait 
in  the  living  room,  but,  no.  I'm  sure  he  wouldn't  want  to  be  so 
far  away.  Perhaps  it  you'd  go  and  ask  him  —  very  tactfully, 
Marg.  There  I  said  it  again,  but  I'm  sorry  I  forgot.  But 
couldn't  you.'     No.   I   won't   say  another  word. 

Goeddel — Well,  keep  her  away  from  Williams  or — well, 
keep  them  apart,  1  hat's  my  advice.  I'm  not  mysterious.  Mar"', 
but  don't  you  know  about  Gertrude?  She's  divorced!  Sh! 
They  do  say — and  don'1  tell  anyone  I  told  you — that  Ethel's 
voice  had  a  lot  to  do  with  it.  She  sang  at  the  wedding  and 
he  never  was  the  same  again,  Marg!  how  can  you  be  so 
sarcastic.  Of  course  I  didn't  mean  it  that  way.  but  I  don't 
think  they'd  better  come.  I  don't  know  how  to  keep  them 
away,  though.  I  did  hear  that  Ethel  was  going  abroad  again 
for  more  study;  perhaps  she'll  be  too  busy  to  come.  1  would 
not  want  to  hurry  her,  but  if  she  just  knew.  You'd  belter  do 
something.  I  think  you  are  horrid  to  say  that  I  put  everything 
off  on  you.  Anyway  you  can  do  it  so  much  better  than  I. 
\'o,  I'm  not  flattering  you,  1  hat's  the  truth.  Well,  there  are 
only   a    few    left    now. 

Mary  Savage?  I'm  sort  of  afraid  her  engagements  will 
keep  her  away  at  the  last  minute.  You  know  she  is  vrvy  popular 
as  a  lecturer  or  lecturess  or  whatever  you,  call  it.  She  started 
out  as  a  newspaper  woman  and  drifted  into  social  work,  then 
became  a  speechmaker  of  some  sort.  They  do  say  she  inclined 
toward  Socialism  for  a  while  but  (iiulietta  go1  her  interested 
in  the  Cause  and  averted  that  catastrophe,  -lust  now  she  is 
hard  at  work  getting  pupils  for  .land  and  Anne's  school.  They 
have  hired  her  for  a  month.  Maybe  we'd  better  put  her  near 
them  and  they  will  all  be  sure  to  have  something  to  talk  about. 

Two  left  !  Knight  and  Stewart  Well,  all  I  can  say  is 
—  separate  them.  Phoebe  is  an  archaeologist.  You  don't  know 
what  that  is.'  I'm  surprised.  I  don't  know  either  but  \ 
thought  you  would.  Anyway  she  is  one,  and  you  know  what 
Margery  Stewart  is.  Did  you  hear  that  Margery  has  invented 
seven  new  dances  this  last  year  and  two  of  them  need  a  whole 
ball  room  for  execution.     I  never  thought  to  see  her  a  dancing 
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teacher,  but  then  they  do  say  that  love  can  do  anything.  She 
and  her  husband  are  now  what  the  Vernon  Castles  were  in 
our  college  days. 

But  do  look  at  that  hopeless  mixup.  What  can  we  do.' 
We  couldn't  have  separate  tables,  could  we?  No.  that  would 
be  worse  than  ever.  Perhaps  we  could  group  them,  you  say. 
Well,  you  can  do  it  if  you  want  to.  I  beg  leave  to  keep  out 
of  anything  like  that.  What  did  you  say  in  that  book  you 
wrote  on  "Tact  and  Etiquette"  about  such  a  situation.' 
Didn't  say  anything?  Well,  that's  the  safe  thing  to  say  in 
a  case  like  this.  The  only  thing  I  can  suggest  is  to  number  the 
places  and  the  cards  ami  let  each  one  pick  her  card  as  she 
comes  in.  Then  if  they  are  not  satisfied  they  can  blame  it  on 
fate  and  not  on  us.  But  1  must  go  home.  I've  lost  two  hours' 
sleep  this  afternoon  already  over  this  affair.  Call  me  up  if 
you  need,  but  I'm  never  any  help  when  I'm  sleepy.  Say, 
Marg,   was  this  idea   yours  or  mine? 

Marjory  Boggs. 


LAST  WILL  AND  TESTAMENT  OF  THE  CLASS  OF  1914. 

We,  of  the  Class  of  Nineteen  Hundred  and  Fourteen  of 
the  Pennsylvania  College  for  Women,  of  the  city  of  Pitts- 
burgh. County  of  Allegheny,  State  of  Pennsylvania,  being 
aware  of  the  shortness  of  our  sojourn  in  the  said  College, 
being  of  peevish  disposition  but  of  sound  mind  and  memory, 
do  make  and  declare  this  to  be  our  last  will  and  testament  in 
manner  following,  to  wit : 

First.  We  do  give,  devise  and  bequeath  to  our  noble 
successors,  the  Class  of  Nineteen  Hundred  and  Fifteen,  all  our 
lands,  household  furniture  (to  lie  enumerated  later)  ready 
money  (if  there  is  any  left  after  the  funeral)  goods,  chattels 
and  all  other  parts  of  our  property,  real  or  personal,  and 
effects  whatsoever  and  wheresoever,  to  have  and  to  hold  unto 
the  said  class  and  its  heirs  and  assigns  forever. 

Second.  In  order  to  save  any  misunderstanding  or  con- 
fusion in  the  immature  minds  of  our  beneficiaries  we  do  now 
enumerate  the  items  of  our  possession. 
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Third.  The  Senior  Den  we  do  devise  and  bequeath  to  our 
successors  in  these  paths  of  knowledge,  with  the  following 
advice  and  admonition:  (1)  Treat  with  reverence  and  gentle 
reprimand  the  careless  Faculty  member  whose  ruthless  steps 
overhead  have  removed  the  honored  ceiling  paper  from  its 
moorings,  so  that  it  doth  at  times  threaten  life  and  beauty; 
(2)  Harbor  no  malign  thoughts  against  the  thoughtless  in- 
truder who  walks  unheralded  across  the  threshold  and  beholds 
sights  unfit  for  the  eyes  of  the  uninitiated,  blush  not  (the 
guilty  one  will  do  that  for  thee)  neither  grow  pale,  mayhap 
memory  is  short;  (3)  Consider  not  the  said  den  as  a  place 
of  study  or  quiet  meditation,  hut  rather  an  abode  of  joy  and 
revelry  where  ''evi'vy  prospect  pleases  ami  only  man  is" — - 
(unnecessary). 

Fourth.  To  the  Class  of  Nineteen  Hundred  and  Fifteen, 
we  do  again  devise  and  bequeath  the  table  in  the  said  den 
with  the  following  warning,  remember  in  the  days  of  thy 
youth  the  infirmities  of  the  aged,  break  not  in  pieces  that  which 
neither  thou  nor  thy  friend  nor  ever  David  can  ever  restore 
to  its  pristine  steadiness  of  limb. 

Fifth.  We  do  leave  to  our  heirs  the  dressing  table  and 
its  appurtenances,  including  the  mirror  which  hangs  above  it. 
Only  beware — What  thou  dost  near  the  door  can  be  even 
clearly  discerned  by  one  who.  seemingly  engrossed  in  her 
reflection  in  the  mirror,  turns  an  innocent  back  to  thee! 
Beware  ! 

Sixth.  We  do  leave  to  our  heirs  the  Sorosis  desk  with 
its  equipments.  Also  the  fond  hope  that  it  some  day  may 
attain  the  size  and  capacity  of  a  room.  Warning!  Beware  of 
the   glue   in  the   lower  shelf.      It   adheres. 

Seventh.  With  infinite  regret  and  sorrow,  we  are  forced 
to  leave  the  comfortable  couch  to  an  unappreciative  group  of 
heirs,  who  will  never  mourn  our  departure  from  this  vale  of 
tears.  Caution!  Take  care  that  but  two  weary  ones  seek  its 
solace  at  one  and  the  same  time.  Remember!  Three  would 
be  a   tragedy  and  four — a   fatality! 

Eighth.  Our  dearest  and  most  treasured  possession  must 
now  be  left  to  alien  hands.  With  tears  we  do  devise  and  be- 
queath  our  lovely   vase    (pronounced   vawz)    to   the   Class   of 
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Nineteen  Hundred  and  Fifteen.  We  append  the  following 
conditions:  (1)  Uo  not,  under  any  condition,  try  to  persuade 
it  to  rest  horizontally  on  its  base.  Its  construction  is  such 
that  the  law  of  its  nature  forbids — Forbear  from  coercing  it. 

(2)  Never  lift  it  from  its  resting  place  on  that  piece  of  furni- 
ture called,  by  courtesy,  "a  cupboard,"  for  in  so  doing  thou 
mayst  lose  an  all  important  part  of  the  said  vase,  to  wit,  the 
bottom.     There  is  already  a  mutiny  declared  in  that  region. 

(3)  Never  wipe  away  with  cloth,  rag,  duster,  sofa  cushion  or 
table  cover  any  particles  of  dust  which  may  cling  to  its 
lustrous  sides,  for,  mayhap  a  rose,  clinging  none  too  closely, 
may  come  off  also  together  with  the  aforesaid  particles  of  dust. 
We  feel  we  could  wax  eloquent  upon  the  subject  of  this  dear 
possession  but  time  presses  closely  and  we  hasten  on. 

Ninth.  We  do  leave  (and  with  deep  regret)  the  "Choco- 
late Cupboard"  that  in  the  year  which  has  just  so  fieetingly 
passed,  has  been  proved  to  have  more  magnetism  than  the 
most  charming  and  lovely  of  our  gifted  number.  With  sighs, 
we  have  seen  those  drawn  to  our  presence  by  the  aforesaid 
"Chocolate  Cupboard"  who  had  never  been  drawn  by  our- 
selves alone.     Alas ! 

Tenth.  Whereas,  it  has  been  felt  by  our  number  that 
each  of  us  has,  perhaps,  a  gift  beyond  that  of  any  left  after 
our  departure,  we  do  leave  each  one  of  us  separately  and  un- 
conditionally the  following  gifts  bestowed  by  a  beneficent 
fate : 

1.  Marjory  Boggs  doth  leave  to  whosoever  of  those  fol- 
lowing doth  need  it  most — an  almost  superhuman  gift  in  the 
accomplishment  of  sleeping,  a  rare  and  unusual  one  in  these 
days  of  worry  and  wearisome  work. 

2.  Margaret  Brown  doth  leave (  and  with  many  a  tear) 
her  tact.  By  means  of  much  persuasion  she  has  been  made  to 
understand  that  there  are  others  who  need  it  more  than  she 
so  she  goes  out  to  face  the  world  without  it.     Pray  for  her ! 

3.  Janet  Brownlee  leaves  her  dignity  to  those  who  so 
admiringly  called  her  "the  sole  dignitied  member  of  an  undig- 
nified class."  Those  aforesaid  mayhap  will  need  it  badly  some 
sad  day. 

4.  Gertrude  Goeddel  doth  leave  an  echo  of  "Harmony" 
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somewhere  in  the  den.  A  sufferer  in  next  year's  class  may 
perhaps  catch  the  elusive  shadow  and  use  it  to  her  advantage. 

5.  Juanita  Husband  Leaves  with  regret  her  "Anglo-Saxon 
inspiration."  While  this  may  not  benefit  our  immediate  suc- 
cessors, yet  it  may  prove  useful  in  the  coming  years  to  those 
poor  mortals  who  have  made  the  mistake  of  wishing  to  study 
our  mother  tongue  in  her  extreme  infancy. 

(i.  Phoebe  Knight  leaves  reluctantly  the  spirit  of  her 
presence  in  the  Senior  den.  Treat  it  with  consideration  or 
it   flees. 

7.  Josette  Kochersperg  leaves  with  the  appropriate  fac- 
ulty member  for  transmission  to  future  generations,  her  gift 
in  Logic.  She  parts  from  this  with  sorrow,  for  she  realizes 
that  she  herself  may  need  it  in  the  near  future.  Hut  more 
than  this  she  considers  its  inspiration  in  the  room  where  it 
was  horn,  so  she  departs  without  it. 

S.  Marguerite  McBurney  doth  bequeath  the  historic  fire 
which  has  burned  within  her  for  the  past  two  years  to  light 
the  way  of  those  whom  future  years  are  ushering'  in. 

!•.  Mildred  MacWilliams  bequeaths  that  "high  C,"  which 
she  never  reached,  to  those  who  in  after  years,  striving  may 
achieve. 

10.  Giulietta  Plympton  bequeaths  a  last  long,  lingering 
look  at  the  Senior  rehearsals  of  coming  years,  a  glance  which 
carries  with  it  a  warning  to  transgressors  lest  they  fail  to 
appear. 

11.  Hazel  Rider  with  regret  Leaves  her  good  temper  to 
any  who  may  lose  theirs  while  encountering  the  tragedies  of 
college   life. 

12.  Anne  Rutherford  Leaves  to  the  succeeding  genra- 
lions  her  loyally  to  play  rehearsals.  She  thinks  some  one  may 
some  time  need  it. 

13.  Helen  Sander  Leaves  a  happy  smile  to  cheer  any 
countenance  which  may  he  overcome  by  a  sad  thought.  Also 
she  Leaves  an  aching  void  in  the  library  which,  alas,  shall  know 
her   no   more. 

14.  .Mary  Savage  bequeaths  her  enduring  patience  and 
talent  in  speechmaking  to  the  next  poor  unfortunate  who  needs 
must   follow  as  chief  executive  of  the  Senior  class. 
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15.  Margery  Stewart  with  malice  aforethought  bequeaths 
1o  her  competitor  her  long  striven  for  half  interest  in  Chemis- 
try. 

16.  Ethel  Williams  (with  sorrowful  backward  gaze) 
leaves  her  Glee  Club,  troubles  and  all,  to  spur  on  the  coming 
generations. 

In  witness  whereof,  we,  the  Class  of  Nineteen  Hundred 
and  Fourteen  of  the  Pennsylvania  College  for  Women,  to  this, 
our  last  will  and  testament,  have  hereunto  set  our  hand  and 
seal  this  twenty-fourth  day  of  May,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord, 
nineteen  hundred  and  fourteen. 

Signed,  sealed  and  declared  by  the  Class  of  Nineteen 
Hundred  and  Fourteen  of  the  Pennsylvania  College  for 
Women  for  their  last  will  and  testament  in  the  presence  of  us, 
who  at  their  request  and  in  their  presence  and  in  the  presence 
of  each  other  here  subscribe  our  names  hereunto  as  witnesses. 

CORA  HELEN  COOLIDGE, 

Pittsburgh,   Pa. 
LETITIA  BENNETT, 

Pittsburgh,  Pa. 

CHARLOTTE  PAULINE  HURT. 

Crafton,    Pa. 

Codicil. 

Whereas  we,  the  Class  of  Nineteen  Hundred  and  Fourteen, 
of  Pennsylvania  College  for  Women,  did,  on  the  twenty-  fourth 
day  of  May,  nineteen  hundred  and  fourteen,  make  our  last 
will  and  testament,  we  do  now  by  writing  add  this  codicil  to 
our  said  will  to  be  taken  as  part  thereof. 

Whereas,  by  the  dispensation  of  an  All-wise  Providence 
our  beloved  vase  has  been  swept  from  our  midst  by  a  catas- 
trophe, we  do  change  the  manner  of  its  disposition.  We  do 
bequeath  to  (Mrs.)  Sarah  L.  Drais  the  remains  of  the  said 
vase  bequeathed  formerly  to  the  Class  of  Nineteen  Hundred 
and  Fifteen  in  the  body  of  the  will,  with  the  following  sug- 
gestion :  Do  not  entrust  the  aforesaid  remains  of  the  aforesaid 
vase  to  the  sacrilegious  hands  of  David.  Let  them  rest  in 
pieces. 

In  witness  thereof,  we  hereunto  place  our  hand  and  seal 
this  ninth  day  of  June,  nineteen  hundred   and  fourteen. 
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Signed,  sealed  and  declared  by  the  Class  of  Nineteen  Hun- 
dred and  Fourteen  of  the  Pennsylvania  College  for  Women  for 
their  last  will  and  testament  in  tin1  presence  of  us.  who  at 
their  request  and  in  their  presence  and  in  the  presence  of 
each  other,  here  subscribe  our  names  hereunto  as  witnesses. 

CORA  HELEN  COOLIDGE, 

Pittsburgh.  Pa. 
LET1TTA  BENNETT. 

Pittsburgh,   Pa. 
CHARLOTTE  PAULINE  BURT, 
Craft  on,  Pa. 
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Commencement  time  has  come  around  again — for  some  of 
us  for  the   last   time.      We   have   all   looked   forward   to   this 
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as  one  of  the  high  places  of  our  lives.  We  have  longed  for  it, 
yet  have  held  back  as  if  to  keep  the  happy  "now"  as  long 
as  possible.  Up  to  this  our  lives  have  run  in  a  well-defined 
groove;  now  we  strike  out  for  ourselves.  The  moment  of 
parting,  happily  so  long  deferred,  has  come  at  last.  The 
bright  lure  of  the  future  is  somewhat  dimmed  by  a  happy 
present  which  is  fast  slipping  away  to  join  those  other  mem- 
ories of  the  past  both  bitter  and  sweet.  We  are  all  eager  for 
what  life  is  holding  out  to  us  in  promise,  yet  all  are  reluctant 
to  let  go  the  present  long  enough  to  draw  aside  the  obscuring 
veil  which  bars  us  from  the  "tomorrow"  of  our  dreams.  Our 
four  years  together  in  the  work  and  play  of  college  life  have 
been  very  dear  to  us  all.  We  can  only  hope  that  the  succeed- 
ing years  will  bring  to  the  flower  the  hopes  and  ideals  hich 
have  been   bred   in  us  by  our  Alma    Mater. 

The  Sorosis  now  passes  into  other  hands.  The  present 
editors  wish  them  all  success  in  the  coming  year  and  hope 
sincerely  that  the  hearty  co-operation  of  the  entire  student 
body  will  lift  our  college  paper  to   heights  undreamed  of. 


SENIOR  CONUNDRUMS. 

Query:    Kind  a  Senior  by  reading  her  thoughts. 

1.  Thus   all    obscure,   unknown,  and    poor,   through   life   I'm 

dooMed   to   wander 
Till  down  my  weary  bones  I   lAy  in  everlasting  slumBer. 

2.  By    day    and    night    my    fancy's   flight 

Is  ever  with  my  JeAN. 

3.  Oli.    sweeter    far   than    the   Marriage   feAst, 

'Tis   sweeteR  far  to   me 
To   walk   toGether   to   thE  chuRch 
With  a  goodlY  company. 

I   am  MonArch  of  all   I  suRveY, 
My  right  there  is  none  to  dispute! 
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5.  How   often   have   I   blessed   the   coMing   <lAy 
When  toil  RemittinG  lent  its  turn  to  play. 

6.  But  cheerful  still  I  ;iM,  as  well  as  monarch  In  a  paLace, 
Though   fortune's   frown   still   hunts   me   Down    with    all 

heR  wontED  malice. 

7.  I've  a  friend  ovEr  THe  sEa— 
I  like  him   but  he  Loves  me  ! 

8.  My  wHole  lifE  I  have  Lived  in  pleasant  thought 
As  if  lifeE's  bnsiNess  were  a  summer  mood. 

9.  Sometimes  by  foes  I  was  o'erPowered, 

Sometimes  by  friends  forsaken ; 
And  when  my  hope  wAs  at  the  top, 
I   still   was  worse  mistaken. 

10.  1  pine  Among  a  Million  imbeciles. 

*  *  *  AwaRe  of  some  few  men  of  sense. 

11.  1   say,  whence  spriNgs  this?     Shows  iT  fAitli  or  doubt? 

All's  doubt   in  me. 

12.  My  true  love  hath  my  heart,  and  I  have  his. 
By  Jnst  exchange  One  to  the  other  given. 

13.  HaPpy   tHOse  Early   days,   when   I 
Shined  in  my  angel-infancy, 
BeforE   1   understood  this  place. 

14.  1  strove  witH  none,  for  None  was  woRth  my  strife. 

15.  0   Fame! — 1   e'er   did   take   deliGht    in   thy    Praises! 

16     Flat  down   I  fell,  and  with  More  reverence 
Adored  heR,  perceivinG  now  that   she, 
A   goddess,  sent   by  godly  providence 
In   earthly   shape  thUs  showEd    heRself  to  me, 
To  wait  and  rue,  This  world's  nncErtainty. 

17.     Upon   an  averaGe,  twice  a  week. 

WhEn  anguish  clouds  my  brow, 
My  Good  physician  friend  I  seek, 
To  know  what  ails  me  now. 
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THE  SENIORS 


\aine 

Major 
Subject 

Patron 

Saint 

Failing 

Ambition 

Boggs   

Conferences 

Somnus 

Sleep 

Sleep 

Brown     .... 

Tact 

Santa  Lucia 

Photo- 
graphs 

To  be  an  angel  and  with 
the  angels  stand 

Hrownlee    .. 

Government 

Dr.  Watson 

Squealing 

Heavy   weight   champion 

Hurt      

Friendships 

Viola 

Lab 

The  higher  love 

Goeddel     .  .  . 

The  Doctor 

Harmony 

1  'romptness 

To  be  early  just  once 

Husband 

Argumen- 
tation 

Lucy 

Frankness 

To  rind   the   missing  link 

Knight    .... 

Travelling 

Science 

Bible 

Perpetual  lab 

Koehersperg 

Letter 
writing 

Hymen 

Physics 

Xot    to    be    logical 

McBurney 

History 

Elizabeth 

Faculty 

To  be   whiter   than   snow 

McVVilliams 

Mandolin 

Caruso 

Voice 

Hats 

PIj  1 1 1 1 » ( •  1 1 1 

Dramatics 

Orlando 

( 'urves 

Reflection 

Rider 

Won't    tell 

St.    Jo 

Good  nature 

A    hope   chest 

Rutherford 

Nobody 
knows 

James 

Temper 

To  be  good 

Sander     .... 

Logic 

•lack 

Hasn't  any 

To   he  happy 

Savage    .... 

Oratory 

Williams 

Cramming 

A   sweet   smile 

St<-i\  jirt      ... 

Competitive 
Chemistry 

Grace 

Old  women 

Lite   in   Johnstown 

Williams     .  . 

Everything 

Husband 

Certificates 

To  know  something 
about  everything 
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IN  A  NUT  SHELL 


Favorite    Food 

Favorite 
Expression 

Favorite 
Pastime 

Future 

Monkey     Kisses 

I     never     was      sc 
sleepy  in  my  lift 

Working 

Hibernating 

Help    yourself! 

booking 

Tacks 

Diplomacy 

Root 

Aw    kids 

Rowing  in  circles 

Policewoman 

I    met    a    fool — 

Freshmen 

Squashes 

Wrinkled 

Chords 

I    haven't    a    note 

Cleveland 

Organ-grinder 

I   don't   think  so 

Talking 

Comets 

Stormy 

Hasn't  any 

My    heart    be    still 

Hating 

Pursuit    of    happi- 
ness 

Marguerites 

I     think      you're 
mean 

Indigestion 

VTeiled 

Chocolate 

Fred    says — 

Room    No    

Colorless 

Sawdust 

Believe    me 

Warbling 

Illuminating 

Anglo-Saxon 

Aren't     you     com- 
ing  to   rehearsal 

Coaching 

Chorus    girl 

Love 

Oh.    my    dear 

Stamp    route 

•'Billy" 
Sundae 

Pay    your    dues 

Keeping    quiet 

.Suffragette 

Straw 

I     believe      you're 
fooling   me 

History 

Undecided — yet 

Anti-fat 

I    don't    care! 

Giggling 

Nobody  knows 

Soup 

Stick      together, 
kids 

Cooing 

Old   ladies'   home 

Music 

Girls.      come         tc 
Glee   Club 

Reform 

Good    ■ 
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We  have  had  several  visitors  at  college  lately.  It  was  a 
great  pleasure  to  have  Miss  Skilton  and  .Miss  Brownson  with 
us  again  for  a  few  days.  Miss  Brownson  expects  to  be  here 
during  Commencement.  Mrs. .  Kerst,  a  sister-in-law  of  .Miss 
Kerst,  was  also  here  for  a  few  days;  Miss  Kerst  entertained 
for  her  with  a  tea. 

Miss  Coolidge  gave  a  luncheon  at  the  Rittenhouse  on 
Saturday,  May  twenty-third,  in  honor  of  the  Faculty,  ('overs 
were  laid  tor  thirty-eight  and  the  luncheon  was  followed  by 
a    recital    by  the   harpist,  Miss  Nellie  Zimmer. 

On  .lime  fifth  Miss  Coolidge  entertained  the  Seniors  at 
supper  (;n  Woodland  Hall  piazza.  A  dance  for  the  Seniors 
and    house   i^irls   followed    in    the   evening. 

The  Expression  Department  has  been  busy  during  the 
past  month  giving  recitals.  Besides  the  fairy  plays  given  by 
Dilworth  Hall  classes,  two  charming  events  were  the  story 
telling  hours  on  Woodland  Hall  porch  at  which  many  small 
children  were  present  with  evident  enjoyment.  Several  other 
recitals  wcvv  given,  including  those  by  the  Freshman  and 
Sophomore   Classes. 
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At  Vespers  on  May  tenth  Miss  McKay,  an  aunt  of  Helen 
Pardee,  gave  an  interesting  talk  on  the  mountain  whites  of 
the  South. 

May  seventeenth  Miss  Skilton  spoke  on  "The  Soul's  Open 
Windows." 

Mrs.  Kerst  the  week  following  gave  a  charming  address  on 
the  Oriental  meaning  of  the  Church  as  a  bride  of  Christ. 

Miss  Coolidge  will  be  the  speaker  at  Vespers  June  four- 
teenth and  there  will  be  music  by  Miss  Butterfield  and  Mrs. 
Koelker. 

During  the  past  month  there  have  been  interesting  recitals 
by  the  music  department  every  Thursday  afternoon.  The 
work  done  has  been  excellent,  especially  in  the  recital  con- 
sisting of  original  compositions  which  always  attracts  much 
attention. 

Miss  Ruth  Miller  and  Miss  Martha  Bamford  gave  their 
Commencement  recital  Friday   evening.   May  fifteenth. 

Miss  Ethel  Williams,  '14,  assisted  by  Miss  Susie  Homer, 
gave  a  song  recital  on  Friday  evening,  May  22.  The  program 
was  as  follows : 

PURCELL    (1658-1695)    "Nymphs  and  Shepherds" 
SCARLATTI   (1659-1725)   "Le  Violette" 

HAYDN    (1732-1809)   "My  Mother  Bids  Me  Bind  My  Hair" 
MOZART  (1756-1791)  "Voi  che  sapete" 
OLD  IRISH   (?)   "When   Love  Is  Kind" 

Miss  Williams 

SCHUMANN Nocturne    in    F 

Stojowski    Waltz 

Miss   Homer 
SCHUBERT    (1797-1828)   "Auf  clem  Wasser  zu  Singen" 
SCHUMANN  (J 810-1856)  "Die  Lotosblume" 
LTSZT  (1811-1886)  "Die  Lorelei" 
BRAHMS  (1833-1897)  "An  eine  Aeolsharfe" 
MASSENET  (1842-1913)  "Bonne  Nuit" 

CHARPENTTPJR   (1860 )   "Depuis  le  jour" 

Miss  AVilliams 
SUSIE  HOMER Twilight   (by  request) 


Ill 
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LISZT Dance  of  the  Gnomes 

Miss  Homer 
ETHEL  WILLIAMS  "A  Damse]  Fair  on  a  Summer's  Day" 
WHELPLEY   (contemporary)  "Forest  Song" 
EMERY   (1841-1891)   "Burst,  ye  Applebuds" 

RONALD   (1ST:!- )   "A   Little   Winding  Road" 

THOMAS  (1850-1892)   "A  Song  of  Sunshine" 
NEVIN  (1862-1901)  "Nightingale's  Song" 

Miss   Williams 

The  Commcneemenl  programme  for  this  year  is  as  follows: 

Annual  Concert Friday,  8:00  P.  M.,  May  29 

Alumnae  Meeting Friday,  3  :00  1*.  M.,  June  12 

Alumnae  Dinner Friday,  6  :00  1*.  M.,  June  12 

Class  Day Saturday,  8:15  P.  M.,  June  13 

Senior  Play,  "As  Yon   Like  It" William  Shakespeare 

Baccalaureate  Service Sunday,  11:00  A.  M.,  June  14 

Third    Presbyterian    Church 

Sermon Rev.  W.  L.  McEwan,  1).  1). 

Commencement  Exercises Monday,  8:00  1*.  M..  dune  15 

Speaker Rev.   Newel]    Dwight   Hillis,   D.  D. 

According  to  the  new  constitution  of  the  Student  Gov.ern- 

ment  Association,  the  elections  to  all  the  principal  offices  in 
school  activities  take  place  in  the  preceding  spring.  These 
elections  have  already  keen  held  and  the  results  are  as  follows: 

Student  Government-  -President ,  Betty  Cameron;  Secre- 
tary.  Dorothy    Errett;  Treasurer.   Louise   Reineke. 

Woodland  Hall  Student  Government— President,  Jane 
Johnson;  Vice  President,  Dorothy  Errett;  Board — lane  Errett, 
Marl  ha    !  hinbar.  -lean   Witt's. 


Editor-in-Chief  of  Sorosis,  Lorna  Burleigh;  Literary  Edi- 
tor, Rebekah  ('rouse;  Business  Manager,  Leora  Lewis. 

Y.    W.  C.   A.— President,   Ethel    Bair. 

Deutsche    Verein — President,    Martha    Kroenert. 

Omega— President,  Olga  Losa;  Secretary-Treasurer,  dean 
Riggs. 

Athletic  Association — President,  Ruth  Gokey. 

Class  of  1915  -President.  Mary   Estep. 
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Class  of  1916— President,  Alice  Greer. 
Class  of  1917 — President,  Jane  Errett. 


STUDENT  GOVERNMENT  ASSOCIATION. 


The  Student  Goernment  Association  is  a  new  organization 
which  represents  the  will  of  the  Student  Body  and  attempts 
to  bring  about  changes  in  student  life  that  the  students  them- 
selves think  necessary  and  contributary  to  the  welfare  of  the 
College. 

"Why,  Student  Government  hasn't  done  anything  this 
year,"  someone  was  heard  to  remark  the  other  day. 

Most  of  us  hold  a  different  opinion.  In  the  first  place 
there  was  the  revision  of  the  Constitution. 

"But  that  isn't  any  great  benefit."  the  same  person  might 
say. 

Probably  not.     But  let  us  consider. 

First  there  is  the  matter  of  chapel  attendance.  Chapel 
attendance  is  required  of  all  house  girls  and  of  all  day  girls 
who  have  neither  eight-thirty  not  ten  o'clock  classes.  Each 
girl  is  permitted  to  have  three  unexcused  absences  from  chapel 
a  semester,  "cuts"  if  you  will.  Not  very  many  probably  but 
infinitely  better  than  none,  which  was  the  law  under  the  old 
system. 

Since  chapel  attendance  has  been  regulated  by  the  Student 
Body  it  has  improved  wonderfully  and  we  feel  that  we  have 
done  at  least  one  thing. 

We  have  also  formulated  a  point  system,  by  which  no  girl 
can  have  more  than  thirty  points.  This  system  prevents  the 
placing  of  too  much  work  and  of  too  many  honors  upon  one 
girl. 

Then  there  is  the  matter  of  the  election  of  honorary  mem- 
bers and  of  a  color  system.  The  Student  Body  has  voted  upon 
four  sets  of  colors,  gold  and  white,  rose  and  white,  green  and 
white  and  red  and  white  to  be  permanent  in  the  college. 
There  will  be  two  color  ceremonies  each  year,  one  in  the 
spring,  in  which  the  Senior  class  hands  its  colors,  in  trust,  to 
the  Sophomore  Class,  and  a  ceremonv  in  the  autumn  in  which 
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the  Junior  Class  gives  the  colors  of  the  last  Senior  Class  to 
the  incoming  Freshman  Class.  The  ceremonies  promise  to  be 
quite   impressive   as  well    as  conducive   of  College   spirit. 

The  management  of  The  Sorosis  has  been  put  on  a  new 
basis.  It  was  first  voted  that  The  Sorosis  be  taken  under  the 
guidance  of  the  Student  Government  Association.  Then  a 
new  system  of  elections  was  installed.  Hitherto  it  has  been 
the  custom  that  the  members  of  the  staff  of  The  Sorosis  be 
elected  by  their  respective  classes,  Editor-in- Chief  by  the 
Senior  ('lass;  Literary  Editor  and  Business  Manager  by  the 
Junior  ('lass  and  so  on  down.  By  the  present  system  it  has 
been  provided  that  the  Editor-in-Chief,  Literary  Editor  and 
Business  Manager  be  elected  by  the  Student  Government  Body 
from  names  presented  to  them  by  a  committee  consisting  of 
the  heads  of  the  English  department,  the  last  Editor-in-Chief 
and  another  member  chosen  by  the  Student  Government  Board. 
The  remaining  members  are  to  be  elected  by  their  respective 
classes. 

These  are  the  most  important  things  that  the  student  Gov- 
ernment Association  has  accomplished  this  year  and  we  feel 
that  the  union  of  the  Student  Body  has  had  a  good  rather 
than  an  evil  effect   upon  College  life  and  interests. 


THE   FIELD  MEET. 

Thi'  lirst  annual  field  meet  was  held  under  the  auspices 
of  the  Athletic  Association  on  the  athletic  held  at  Pennsylvania 
College   for  Women   on    Friday  afternoon,  June  5,  at  3:30. 

List  of  events  and  winners  is  as  follows: 

Hurdle  race — First,  Katherine  Ramsey;  second.  Pauline 
Burl  :   1  hird,    Louise    Reinecke. 

Standing  broad  jump — First,  Josette  Kochersperg,  (i  ft. 
1  in.;  second,  Mona  Crytzer,  (>  I't .  |  •_.  in.:  third,  Pauline  Burt, 
5  ft.  8  in. 

Twenty-five-yard  dash  —  First.  Pauline  Burt;  second.  Jo- 
sette   Kochersperg;   third,    Katherine    Ramsey. 

Shot  put— First,  Martha  Gibbons,  29  ft.  1 1 '/>  in;  second. 
Louise    Kindl,    26    ft.    1 1 '  ••    in.;    third.    Mona    Crytzer,    25   ft. 
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Running  high  jump — First,  Pauline  Burt.  4  ft.  1  in.; 
second,  Josette  Kochersperg  and  Katherine  Ramsey,  3  ft. 
11   in. 

Crab  race — First,  Hazel  Rider;  second,  Elizabeth  Cam- 
eron : ;  third,  Louise  Kindl. 

Running  broad  jump — First.  Katherine  Ramsey,  1()  ft. 
3  in.;  second,  Josette  Kochersperg,  9  ft.  6y2  in.;  third,  Pauline 
Burt.  9  ft.  4  in. 

Fifty-yard  dash — First,  Josette  Kochersperg ;  second, 
Katherine  Ramsey;  third,  Pauline  Burt. 

Hop.  skip,  jump — First.  Pauline  Burt.  21  ft.  10  in.;  sec- 
ond, Josette  Kochersperg,  21  ft.  5Vi>  in. ;  third,  Jane  Errett, 
19  ft.  11  in. 

Relay  race — First,  Sophomore  Class;  second,  Freshman 
Class. 

The  highest  number  of  points  were  won  by  Miss  Kochers- 
perg and  Miss  Burt,  who  each  had  21.  Miss  Ramsey  was 
awarded  third  prize  with  17  points. 

The  Seniors  scored  47  points  and  were  awarded  the  silver 
loving  eup,  presented  by  Hardy  and  Hayes.  The  Freshmen 
were  awarded  second  place  with  25  points.  The  Sophomores 
scored  10  points  and  the  Juniors  7  points. 


COLLEGE  ORGANIZATIONS. 


OMEGA. 


Omega,  the  college  literary  society,  has  just  finished  an- 
other successful  year.  The  work  this  year  has  been  the  study 
of  the  historical  novel.  An  open  meeting  was  held  in  March. 
This  took  the  form  of  an  afternoon  with  "Our  Own  Poets." 
Seven  new  members  have  been  received  during  this  year: 
Josette  Kochersperg,  Mary  Jeffrey,  Melba  Martin,  Gertrude 
Frame,  Dorothy  Errett,  Jean  Riggs  and  Lillian  Weihe,     The 
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officers  for  the  following  year  are:    President.  Olga   Losa,  and 
Secretary  and   Treasurer,  Jean  Riggs. 


DELTA    SIGMA. 


The  object  of  the  Delta  Sigma  Society  is  to  promote  the 
college  spirit  and  a  feeling  of  loyalty  among  the  college  girls, 
especially  among  the  under-class  girls.  It  tries  to  instill 
enthusiasm  for  all  aspects  of  the  college  life.  Its  members 
are  chosen  from  the  Junior  and  Senior  classes.  This  year  the 
time  has  been  given  to  social  activities.  A  reunion  of  all  the 
members,  past  and  present,  was  held  in  April. 


DIE  DEUTSCHE  VEREIN. 

Die  Deutsche  Verein  has  completed  another  successful 
year  of  membership.  The  aim  of  this  organization  is  to  culti- 
vate ;in  interest  in  the  German  language  and  literature.  Xo 
ambitious  programme  has  been  undertaken  during  the  past 
year  but  there  has  been  reading  of  short  German  tab's,  singing 
of  German  songs,  much  conversation,  and  in  general  a  pleasant 
time  "auf  Deutsch."  The  members  are  taken  into  the  Club 
when  they  have  completed  a  certain  amount  of  work  in 
German,  which  keeps  the  standard  of  membership  high.  We 
have  had  a  very  enjoyable  year  and  no  one  who  has  not  at- 
tended one  of  the  meetings  can  realize  how  interesting  an 
hour  in  a  foreign  language  can  be.  Incidentally  we  boast 
many  accomplished  hostesses  who  know  exactly  what  "die 
Deutsche"  like. 


Y.   W.   C.   A.   NEWS. 


We  have  reached  the  "home  stretch"  in  our  Y.  W.  year 
and  our  energies  have  been  devoted  mostly  to  settling  up  the 
vear's  work.     As  Mr.  Ohol.  of  India,  to  whose  mission  we  have 
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been  sending  our  money,  is  now  in  this  country,  we  have 
decided  to  send  our  missionary  money  this  year  to  a  little 
school  in  Madras,  which  is  in  charge  of  Mrs.  Ohol's  mother. 
We  are  expecting  to  have  a  very  large  delegation  at  the 
Eagles  Mere  Conference  this  summer  and  the  girls  are  looking 
forward  to  it  with  a  great  deal  of  interest.  Our  new  officers 
have  been  elected  and  we  are  looking  forward  to  great  things 
in  the  future  for  our  Association. 


I  solicit  your  patronage.  Prices, 
:erms  and  quality  will  please  you. 
My  daughter,  Lucile  McCausland,  is 
i  student  at  Dilworth  Hall,  to  whom 
•efer.  PIANOS  and  PLAYER  PI- 
ANOS. 

T.  E.  McCAUSLAND 
701  LIBERTY  AVENUE 


Jell  Phone  4125  Court 


P.  &  A.  Phone  72  Main 


Karris  Bros. 

fhe  Popular  Price   Florists 

Choice  Roses,  American  Beauties, 
Carnations  and  Violets 

Cor.  Market  and  Liberty  Streets 
PITTSBURGH,  PA. 


"The  Acknowledged  Best' 

The  Very  Best  Candies  in  the  City  of 
Pittsburgh  or  any  place  else  are  the 

REYMER  CANDIES 

and  no  one  knows  this  better  than  do 
the  young  ladies  of  the  P.  C.  W.  .  .  . 

237-239  FIFTH  AVENUE 
6022  PENN  AVENUE 


MANSMANN'S 

Ladies'  fine  silk  Stockings   in    Black,  White    and  Tan  at  §1.00  pair,  $1.25 
value.      Athena,    Lisle   and  Wool   Union  Suits  in  low  neck,  short  sleeves 


and  ankle  lengths  at  f  1.00  and  $1.50  suit. 

)91M3-15  Penn  Ave., 


East  Liberty 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS. 
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A  college  paper  is  a  publication  to  which  ten  per  cent 
of  the  students  subscribe  and  which  ninety  per  cent  criticize. — 
Yale  Record. 

Weary  voice  from  doorway — "My  dear  sir.  I  have  abso- 
lutely no  objection  to  your  coming  here  and  sitting  up  half 
the  night  with  my  daughter,  nor  to  your  standing  on  the 
doorstep  for  three  hours  saying  good  night.  But  in  considera- 
tion for  the  rest  of  the  household  who  wish  to  get  to  sleep, 
will  you  kindly  take  your  elbow  off  the  bell  push?" — Ex. 


English  Custom  Boot 


Tan  and  Black, 


Low  Heels 


Invisible  Eyele 


STOEBENER 


6227   PENN 


Man  with  Quality  Shoes 

EAST   END         6222   FRANKSTOWv 


ctf  ittcaRouAe 


The  Adams  and  Spanish  Rooms  for  your  Class 

Dinners,  Sorority  and  Club  Spreads. 

For  your  Dances,  our  perfectly  appointed  Ball 

Room. 

W.  R.  KUHN  COMPANY 

North   Highland  Avenue,       East  End. 


PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS. 


THE    SOROSIS 


SELECT     YOUR 


PLAY  BOOKS 


AND 


COSTUMES 


ATESSER  BROS.,  711  Penn  Avenue 


_OU  BEIGEL 

FOR  GOOD  SHOES 

6204  Penn  Ave.,  East  End 

ADVANCE  SPRING  STYLES 

Hve  us  a  trial 

Bell  1814-1815  Highland                   P.  &  A.  60  East 

Rowley  Provision  Co. 

Oysters,  Fish,  Game 

and  Poultry 

5905    PENN    AVENUE 

PITTSBURGH 

Joyce  Catering  Co. 

lakes,  Ices  and  Confections 

Bobbins  Manufacturing  Go. 

Made  to  order 
WINDOW  and  DOOR  SCREENS 

Penn  apd  Shady  Avenues 
Pittsburgh,  Pa. 

— AND— 

ALL  METAL  WEATHER  STRIPS 

Phone  Court  4769             7095  Jenkins  Arcade  Bldg. 

B.  K.  Elliott  Co. 

OPTICIANS 

108  Sixth  Street 
106    Fifth    Avenue 

East  End's  Reliable 
Hardware   and   Stove  House 

Graff  Brothers 

INCORPORATED 

59 1 2  Penn  Avenue                      East  End 

PATRONIZE    OUR   ADVERTISERS. 


THE    SOROSIS 


Wunderly  Brothers 
HttBealets 

Best  Collection  of  Pictures 
for  Colleges 

512  Wood  Street,  Pittsburgh 


0>terpont,5iviter  &  Company 

ENGRAVING,    PRINTING, 

LITHOGRAPHING,    EMBOSSING 

ENGRAVED  CALLING  CARDfl 

WEDDING  INVITATIONS 

ANNOUNCEMENTS 

Monograms  and  Crest  Stationery  promptly 
furnished  in  the  latest  styles  in  addition  to 
all  classes  of  Art  Printing  for  social  and 
commercial  purposes 


Phone  358  Highland 


117-119  SHADY   AVE 


S.  EWART  &  CO. 


IMPORTING 


AND 


JOBBING 


GROCERS 

921,  923,   925    Liberty    Avenue 
Pittsburgh 


Half  Tones, 


Zinc  Etchings, 


and  Color  Wo 


COMP/mY 

T25  ■  LIBERTY  •  STREET 
PITTSBURGH.  PA 


SHOES 


More  of  this  popular  shoe  worn  than 
other  Women's  shoes  combined. 

Ho.  20. 

212  and  214  Sixth  Street 


PATRONIZE    OUR   ADVERTISERS. 


ihoes  LAIRD  Hosiery 

WomeH's   Spring  Footwear 

Boots,  Oxfords,  Pumps,  iSlippers,  Hosiery.  Special  attention  directed  to  our  new 
"  Colonials  "  with  long  slender  vamps,  Cuban-Louis  Heels,  short  square  tongues 
and  larg*  Colonial  Buckles.  "  OSTEND  PUMPS"  of  patent  calf  and  dull  kid, 
with  a  chic  single  button  of  cut  steel  placed  on  one  side. 

Priced  $3.00,  $3.50,  $4.00,  $5.00,  $6.00 

W.  M.  LAIRD  COMPANY, 

5-20-22  LIBERTY  AVENUE  211=13=15  OLIVER  AVENUE 


Are  you  a  Spender  ? 

If  you  spend  more  money  than  you  receive,  you  are  laying 
up  woe  for  yourself  and  your  loved  ones.  If  you  are  spending1  less  than 
you  receive,  you  will  provide  for  the  future  by  depositing  your  surplus 
funds  in  this  popular  bank,  established  in  1862,  which  pays 

4  per  cent  compound  interest. 
PITTSBURGH  BANK  FOR  SAVINGS 

SmltHfleld  Street  and  4th  Avenue,   Pittsburgh,   F»a. 


:  Phone  3506  REPAIRING  Be!1  Ph',ne  354 '  "J  Grant 


CHAS.    IVIAO 


$.    eDKim  $£€D€?0RD 


funks,  Umbrellas,  Leather  Goods, 

No.  231  Fifth  Ave.,    Pittsburgh,  Pa. 


16003  Penn  Avenue,  East  End, 
PITTSBURGH,  PA. 


Special  rates  to  students. 


Ice  Cream,  Sundaes,  Sodas 

Rich,  delicious,  tasty  products  made  from  the  richest  cream  and  pure  fruit 
is-  Ice  Cream  and  Ices  for  parties,  receptions,  etc. — orders  taken  for  any 
htity. 

TITUS-SIMS  DRUG  CO. 
5872  Northumberland  Avenue. 

Bell  Phones  3770-9398.  P.  and  A.  182-x  East. 

Kodaks  and  Supplies,  Toilet  Articles,  Stationery,  Candies. 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS. 


Che  Sorosis 


& 


m 


vjV 


September,  1914 


THE    SOROSIS. 


11  Phone  1085  Court  P.  and  A.  Phone  1729  Main 

DEMMLER  &  SCHENCK  CO. 

implete  Kitchen  Outfits  for   Hotels,    Res- 
taurants, Institutions  and 
Residences. 

t  Penn  Avenue,  -  -  Pittsburgh,  Pa. 

Near  Stanwix  Street,  formerly  Fifth  Avenue. 

Telephone  2052  Hiland 

Sandwiches,  Cakes,  Pies,  Rolls, 
Candies,  Nuts. 

GREGSON'S 

TEA  ROOM      CAKE  SHOP 

5909  Penn  Avenue 
.ST  END,  -  PITTSBURGH 


3.  CHENNEY 
'roprietor 


Bell  Telephone 
Hiland  619 


Chenney  Hair  Shop 


lies'    Hair    Dressing,    Scalp    and    Face 
Children's  Hair  Cutting,  Wigs  and  Toupees 
Manicuring,  Shampooing,  Singeing. 

126  South  Highland  Avenue, 
iST  END,    -    PITTSBURGH,  PA. 

'he  Liberty  Confectionery 

107  North  Highland  Avenue 

Bell   Phone  2568-J  Hiland 

omemade    Candies,    Ice 
Cream  and  Ices 

/e  Deliver  Everywhere 


First  Class  Hair  Goods 


Doll  Repairing 


Miller's  Doll  Hospital 

6019  Penn  Ave.,  E.B.     1503  Fifth  Ave., 

Bell  Phone  7102-R  Hiland        Bell  Phone  3632-R  Grant 

PITTSBURGH,  PA. 

SHAMPOOING  MANICURING 

David  Emery,  Jr. 

FANCY  GROCERIES 
S.  Linden  Ave.  and  Beechwood  Blvd 


Special  attention    given   to    orders    for    PARTIES' 
SPREADS  and  FEASTS. 


Bell  Phone  9310  Hiland 

The  McFarland  Co. 

DRY  GOODS,  MILLINERY 

ART-NEEDLE  WORK 


Only  the  Best  Goods  at  LOWEST  PRICES. 


6015  Penn  Avenue 

EAST.  END 

Phone  Hiland  3173 

Devonshire  Market 

Butter,  Eggs  and  Cheese 

Fresh  and  Smoked  Meats 
Game  and  Poultry 

Teas  and  Coffees 

Fruits  and  Vegetables 

Penn  and  Highland  Avenues 


PATRONIZE   OUR  ADVERTISERS. 


THE    SOROSIS 


true   values 


B  &  B 


true  val 


the  new  summer  and  fall  fashions 

As  as  Alma  Mater  in  Fashion  matters  we  are  regarded  by  many 
women,  who  rely  on  us  to  solve  their  dress  perplexities.  And  true 
to  their  trust,  we  go  to  great  lengths  and  present  only  authentic 
fashions — those  which  will  be  found  in  exclusive  favor  months 
hence,  when  early  vagaries  of  dress  have  crystallized  into  approved 
modes. 


BOGGS  &  BUHL 

PITTSBURGH,  PA. 


CONTENTS. 

Page 

Indian  Song 3 

Her   Man 4 

The  Eagles  Mere  Conference 5 

An  Eagles  Mere  Diary 8 

An  Eagles  Mere  Jaunt 1 1 

Letters  From  Our  Friends  Abroad 1 1 

Editorial 14 

Alumnae  Notes 16 

About  1914 17 

Where  They  All  Come  From 18 

Faculty  Notes 25 

Our  Organizations 26 

Eaglej  Mere  Gossip 29 


The  Ritscher  Company,  Printers 


P.  LUDEBUEHL  &  SON 

Shoes  and  Hosiery 

PENN  &  FRANKSTOWN,  EAST  END 

Ask  to  see  our  New  Gaiter  Boot 
$4.50  the  pair 

We've   Fitted   Feet    Over   Forty  Years 


PATRONIZE   OUR  ADVERTISERS. 


trrr? 


OS1S 


September,  1914 


No.  1 


INDIAN  SONG. 


Far  beyond  the  sky  blue  water, 

To  the  land  of  Wah  I  go; 
There  to  seek  the  sun  god's  daughter, 

In  a  maze  of  golden  glow. 

Fairer  than  the  silver  birches, 
Like  the  night  her  flowing  hair; 

Swifter  than  the  deer  her  foot-steps, 
As  she  glides  through  forests  fair. 

Softer  than  the  wind's  low  sighing 

Is  the  music  of  her  voice ; 
Like  the  laughing  waters,  crying 

To  the  grasses  to  rejoice. 

Far  beyond  the  sky  blue  waters, 

To  the  land  of  Wah  I  go ; 
There  to  seek  the  sun  god's  daughter, 

In  a  maze  of  golden  glow. 

Melba  R.  Martin,  '16. 


HER  MAN. 


The  room  was  dimly  lighted.    A  feeble  jet  of  gas  nickered 
in  the  air  from  the  broken  window-pane  and  now  and  then 
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flared  up  brightly  as  it  glowed  about  the  remnant  of  a  broken 
mantle.  All  manner  of  junk  littered  the  floor.  The  furniture 
was  scant  and  miserable.  A  greasy  odor,  mingled  with  that 
of  garlic  and  onions,  was  faint  on  the  air.  A  woman  bent 
over  a  tub  which  was  placed  in  the  corner  to  secure  the  best 
advantage  of  the  light.  Another  woman,  evidently  a  neigh- 
bor, sat  on  an  upturned  box  nearby,  a  shawl  drawn  closely 
about  her  shoulders. 

"My  man  ain't  got  no  work  yit, "  she  said  in  a  hard 
cracked  voice. 

"Mine  ain't  neither.  Last  night  'e  broke  thet  there  cheer 
on  me,"  the  woman  straightened  up  for  a  moment  and  pointed 
with  a  gaunt  arm  to  an  article  in  the  corner  which  was  ob- 
scured by  gloom,  "'e's  so  on  the  draink,"  she  went  on, 
" 'e  took  ivery  cint  I  had,  but  I  made  some  more  today  an 
'e  shan't  'ave  thet." 

And  so  they  talked  on,  each  looking  up  apprehensively 
at  the  sound  of  a  foot-fall  on  the  sidewalk. 

Finally  a  shuffling  step  sounded  without,  then  a  fumbling 
at  the  door-knob,  and  a  drunken  man  staggered  into  the 
room. 

"Git  me  som'in'  to  eat,"  he  growled  in  a  gutteral  voice 
as  he  dropped  into  a  chair  beside  the  littered  table. 

"Ain't  no  supper,"  sullenly  answered  the  woman  as  she 
slowly  dried  her  hands  on  her  skirt  and  shuffled  toward  the 
stove. 

"Got  any  money?" 

Silence. 

"Got  any  money?"  the  man  shouted,  rising  to  his  un- 
steady feet. 

"Ain't  got  no  money,"  came  the  answer  in  a  reluctant 
undertone. 

"Ain't  got  none?  I'll  show  yez, "  and  he  made  a  zigzagged 
dive  at  her.  Apprehensively  her  hand  sought  the  pocket  in 
her  skirt. 

"Ain't  got  none?"  a  sneering  smile  circled  the  drunken 
lips  and  he  grabbed  the  woman  by  the  wrist. 

"Lemme  go.     I  ain't  got  none,"  she  whined. 

A  struggle  ensued.     The  jaded  woman  was  no  match  for 
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the  burley  man  and  finally  he  felled  her  to  the  ground.  Clutch- 
ing the  few  coins  in  his  hand  he  staggered  toward  the  door, 
pausing,  however,  to  give  a  final  kick  by  way  of  emphasiz- 
ing his  authority. 

Meanwhile  the  neighbor  woman,  who  had  become  fright- 
ened by  the  row,  ran  into  the  street  screaming,  "Police,  po- 
lice," at  the  top  of  her  shrill  voice.  A  bulky  officer  was  at- 
tracted by  her  cries  and  forced  his  way  through  the  motley 
crowd  that  had  gathered  in  the  doorway  and  hall. 

"That's  'im,"  shrieked  the  woman,  "  'e  knocked  'er  down, 
yes  'e  did;  knocked  'er  down  an'  kicked  'er. " 

The  man  showed  signs  of  defiance  as  the  officer  collared 
him.  but,  too  drunken  to  make  resistance,  he  was  forced  to 
let  himself  be  led  from  the  house,  muttering  as  he  went, 
"I  ain't  did  nothin'.     No,  I  ain't." 

The  woman  sat  up  in  the  corner  and  rubbed  her  head. 
"Lem  'im  go,"  she  cried  at  the  top  of  her  voice,  "lem'  im 
go.     He  ain't  did  nothin'." 

Seeing  that  her  appeal  was  in  vain,  shaking  her  fist  she 
turned  on  the  other  woman. 

"Yer  done  it.  Ycr  called  in  the  officer.  It  ain't  none  o' 
your  business.  'E's  my  man.  Yer  let  'im  alone.  Git  out  uv 
'ere,  I  say,  git  out  uv  'ere." 

Leila  Hill,  '16. 


THE  EAGLES  MERE  CONFERENCE. 


Each  year  the  Young  Women's  Christian  Association 
holds  a  conference  for  the  colleges  and  normal  schools.  This 
year  the  one  for  the  East  Central  District,  to  which  we  be- 
long, was  held  at  Eagles  Mere,  Pa.,  June  23  to  July  3.  Some 
472  persons  enjoyed  the  privilege  of  attending  this  confer- 
ence ;  47  of  which  were  leaders,  12  were  visitors,  and  the  re- 
mainder were  delegates  from  colleges  and  normal  schools  in 
the  states  of  Delaware,  Maryland,  Pennsylvania,  West  Vir- 
ginia, Ohio,  and  New  York.  These  delegates  were  accommo- 
dated at  the  Forest  Inn  and  various  cottages  in  Eagles  Mere 
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Park.  The  P.  C.  W.  delegation  shared  Parkview  cottage  with 
the  Wells  College  delegates. 

Those  ten  days  were  very  busy  ones  for  us.  The  technical 
part  of  the  conference  varied  very  little  from  day  to  day. 
The  rising  bell  rang  at  7  A.  M.  The  first  meeting  of  the  day 
was  a  Student  Volunteer  meeting,  in  charge  of  Miss  Maude 
Kelsey,  a  Student  Volunteer  Secretary.  Of  these  thirty-five 
Student  Volunteers,  one  was  a  member  of  our  delegation. 
These  meetings  were  followed  by  very  inspiring  Bible  classes. 
There  were  eight  courses  offered.  To  the  Seniors  were  offered 
three  courses:  "Studies  in  the  Social  Message  of  Jesus," 
taught  by  Rev.  Samuel  Dickey;  "The  Meaning  of  Suffering 
in  Human  Life,"  by  Rev.  J.  Moldenhauer,  and  "The  Biblical 
Basis  of  a  Reasonable  Faith,"  by  Rev.  Sautelle.  The  Junior 
courses:  "The  Mind  of  the  Messiah,"  taught  by  Rev.  F.  S. 
Janeway,  of  New  York,  and  "Summons  to  Righteousness," 
by  Miss  Laura  H.  Wild,  of  Lake  Erie  College.  Miss  Elvira 
Slack  taught  "The  Standards  of  a  Student."  which  was  of- 
fered to  the  Sophomores.  The  Normal  School  students  at- 
tended a  course  in  "Out  of  Doors  in  the  Bible,"  taught  by 
Rev.  J.  R.  Swain,  D.D.  A  course  in  the  "Letters  of  Paul," 
taught  by  Prof.  Eugene  W.  Lyman,  D.D.,  was  offered  the 
faculty. 

The  Bible  Study  classes  were  followed  by  daily  auditor- 
ium lectures  which  were  very  inspiring.  Prof.  Win.  J.  Hutch- 
ins,  D.D.,  gave  a  series  of  lectures  on  the  "Essentials  of  the 
Christian  Faith."  His  addresses  were:  "The  Christian's 
Thought  of  Jesus  Christ."  "The  Christian's  Thought  of  God," 
"The  Christian's  Thought  of  Prayer,"  "The  Christian's 
Thought  of  God's  Will,"  and  "The  Christian's  Thought  of 
Eternal  Life."  It  was  when  we  were  all  assembled  in  this 
large  mass,  and  listening  to  Dr.  Hutchins.  that  we  felt  the 
presence  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  and  realized  how  many  duties 
we  have  here  on  earth,  and  let  them  go  undone.  The  effect 
of  these  meetings  was  marked  by  the  silence  that  reigned 
as  the  audience  left  the  auditorium. 

After  receiving  Dr.  Hutchin's  Avonderful  messages  we 
scattered  to  our  various  mission  classes.  The  mission  courses 
offered  were :  ' '  The  South  American  Problem, "  "  Social  As- 


THE      SOROSIS 


pects  of  Foreign  Missions,"  "The  New  Era  in  Asia,"  "India 
Awakening,"  "The  Young  Y.  "W.  C.  A.  in  Foreign  Lands," 
"On  the  Trail  of  the  Immigrant,"  "The  Young  Working 
Girl,"  and  "Church  Life."  These  courses  were  very  instruc- 
tive. In  them  we  learned  a  little  of  what  is  being  done  for 
the  Kingdom  of  God  both  at  home  and  abroad. 

It  was  at  the  cabinet  councils  which  followed  the  mission 
classes  that  the  delegates  obtained  many  of  their  ideas  for 
their  own  association  work.  At  these  councils  those  expect- 
ing to  work  on  special  committees  met  in  separate  places, 
and  discussed  plans  for  the  year. 

These  meetings  were  followed  by  dinner.  A  characteristic 
phase  of  the  conference  was  the  drawing  of  cards  as  we  en- 
tered the  dining  room,  each  noon.  These  cards  had  on  them 
the  number  of  the  table  to  which  one  was  to  go.  In  this  way 
we  were  with  a  different  set  of  people  each  day  and  became 
so  much  better  acquainted. 

The  fore  part  of  the  afternoon  was  set  apart  for  quiet 
hour.  This  was  deeply  appreciated  after  the  strenuous  morn- 
ing. The  remainder  of  the  afternoon  was  given  to  recreation. 
There  were  championship  games  in  tennis,  basketball,  and 
aquatic  sports.  P.  C.  W.,  Wells  College,  and  Vassar  College 
made  up  a  team  and  entered  the  basket  ball  games.  We 
played  Bryn  Mawr  College  in  the  semi-finals  and  were  de- 
feated with  a  score  of  7-6.  The  other  games  that  we  played 
were  with  Swarthmore  College  and  Lock  Haven  Normal. 
The  baseball  game  played  between  the  girls  and  the  men 
leaders  was  most  exciting.  The  girls  won  after  a  long  strug- 
gle. The  P.  C.  W.  delegation  gave  an  informal  tea  for  the 
delegates  from  University  of  Pittsburgh,  Westminster,  Alle- 
gheny, and  Wells  Colleges.  But  my  story  would  not  be  com- 
plete if  I  omitted  the  Conference  Picnic.  Everybody  gathered 
on  the  veranda  of  the  Inn,  and  sang  their  college  songs,  as 
well  as  the  Eagles  Mere  song,  which  was: 

"We'll  cheer  Eagles  Mere;  We'll  cheer  Eagles  Mere. 
We'll  cheer,  cheer,  cheer,  Eagles  Mere." 
And  although  we're  rival  colleges, 
We  friends  will  ever  be. 
We'll  cheer,  cheer,  cheer,  Eagles  Mere. 
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Our  dinner  was  served  picnic  fashion.  After  dinner  we 
went  to  the  pavilion.  Here  the  delegations  which  had  more 
than  12  in  their  delegation,  and  the  ones  that  had  given  the 
greatest  sums  to  missions  the  preceding  year,  entertained  us 
with  clever  stunts.     The  day  was  closed  with  a  song  service. 

At  the  evening  meetings  we  had  a  glimpse  of  the  work 
that  is  being  done  in  all  parts  of  the  world.  The  speakers 
were  Miss  Burner,  the  executive  member  of  the  conference ; 
Rev.  Moldenhauer,  Rev.  Hayden,  Dr.  Chamberlain,  and  Mr. 
Glover,  British  Student  Secretary.  The  days  were  closed  by 
delegation  meetings.  These  meetings  were  held  in  the  cottage 
where  the  girls  were  staying.  They  were  led  by  one  of  the 
delegation.  Here  we  told  of  the  best  things  we  had  heard 
that  day,  and  closed  with  prayer. 

Never  did  Christ  seem  so  real,  and  so  near  to  us,  as  He 
did  the  ten  days  that  we  lived  with  those  Christian  people 
and  with  mother  nature.  It  was  then  that  we  realized  what 
a  friend  He  is,  and  how  willing  He  is  to  help  us,  if  we  will 
only  give  Him  a  chance  to  speak.  Realing  this,  we  could  all 
join  heartily  in  the  prayer  of  the  conference:  "Here  in  the 
quiet  temples  of  Thy  green  world  we  have  cleft  the  wood, 
and  have  found  Thee,  God  of  the  open  air;  worshiping,  to- 
gether, we  have  not  been  without  Thee.  Our  whole  selves, 
bodies,  minds,  and  hearts,  we  dedicate  in  the  threefold  gift; 
because  here  we  have  seen  that  Thou  art  the  very  fulness  of 
life,  we  give  to  Thy  perfect  use  our  strength  and  our  sheer 
joy.  Because  here  we  have  perceived  that  capacity  for  love 
is  the  shining  mark  of  Thy  honor,  we  lay  open  to  Thee  the 
most  poignant  desires  of  onr  hearts." 

Ethel  Bair,  '16. 
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Tuesday  Eve,  Parkview   Cottage. 
Well,  here  we  are  and  in  a  cottage,  too.     It's  good  to  be 
here  after  that  trip — six  changes,   only  time  enough  in  Wil- 
liamsport  for  ice  cream.    I  wonder  if  there  are  any  sandwiches 
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left,  for  I  am  still  hungry.  "Is  that  the  bell  for  quiet?"  This 
is  as  bad  as  school,  with  proctors  and  lights  and  bells.  "Keep 
still,  girls!  Remember  you  are  across  from  the  Inn."  "Just 
one  minute,  Martha,  please." 

Wednesday  Eve. 

I  am  surely  coming  here  for  my  wedding  trip.  It  is  the 
most  beautiful  place ;  all  sky,  mountains  and  water.  Those 
Freshmen,  Sophomores  I  mean,  got  up  at  5  o  'clock  to  explore ; 
we  Seniors  were  too  sleepy  and  dignified  I  guess.  There  I 
yawn  again.  What  did  we  do  today?  Oh,  yes.  We  went  to 
meetings.  I  never  knew  that  you  could  crowd  so  many  into 
one  day.  And  mosquitoes  ! ! !  "Isn't  there  a  fly  swatter  around 
here?" 

Thursday  Eve. 

Rah!  Rah!  Rah!  we  (Wells,  Vassar  and  P.  C.  W.)  beat 
Swarthmore  in  basket  ball.  I  am  sure  it  was  our  cheering 
that  did  it,  and  Alice's  new  hat.  We  have  been  celebrating  it 
tonight  by  finishing  the  crumbs  of  Ethel's  cake  and  Esther's 
never  failing  pickles  and  candy. 

Friday  Eve. 

My  throat  is  sore  but  I  can  still  whisper  "We'll  cheer 
Eagles  Mere."  It  was  the  prettiest  parade,  the  girls  winding 
in  and  out  through  the  park,  something  like  our  May  day. 
We  have  sung  all  our  school  songs  till  even  the  boards  creak 
to  the  tune  of  the  "P.  C.  W.  girls." 

Saturday  Eve. 

It  always  rains  when  there  is  a  picnic.  We  had  it  just 
the  same  inside  and  talk  about  good  things  to  eat!  We  had 
stunts  afterward,  more  songs  and  eats.  (Eats  are  the  "big 
thing"  up  here.) 

Sunday  Eve. 

More  rain!  Perhaps  we'll  have  a  flood.  We  followed  the 
trails  through  "Fat  Man's  Squeeze,"  and  Katherine  and 
Alice  actually  got  through.  We  built  a  big  wood  fire  tonight 
to  scare  away  blues.     Thermometer  60  below — 0 ! 

Monday  Eve. 

P.  C.  W.  entertained  today.  Our  pennants  looked  great! 
It  rained  again  and  was  freezing  cold — so  were  our  refresh- 
ments. Tonight  we  are  all  sick,  and  Ethel  is  serving  hot  lemon- 
ade, quinine  and  leaky  hot  water  bottles. 
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Tuesday  Eve. 

This  has  been  our  "Jonah  Day."  We  came  out  fifth  in 
the  boat  races  and  lost  to  Bryn  Mawr  in  basket  ball.  Katherine 
hid  the  plate  of  rolls  but  we  didn't  get  any  of  them  after  all. 

Wednesday  Eve. 

Nothing  but  rain  again  today !  Martha  and  Alice  made 
their  daily  trip  for  souvenirs.  Louise  and  Jane  played  nurse- 
maid again.  Esther  went  serenading  tonight.  "Martha,  there 
is  Katherine  giggling  again."  "Girls,  you  must  go  back  to 
your  own  room  and  keep  still." 

Thursday  Eve. 

This  is  our  last  night  here,  so  we  are  keeping  our  light 
on,  for  the  rest  don't  know  we  have  padded  the  crack  under 
the  door.  We  went  swimming  today  for  our  last  and  only 
time.  Louise  tried  to  be  a  mermaid.  She  says  she  enjoyed 
her  swim  very  much.  "Where  are  my  clothes?"  "Why, 
packed  of  course."  "I  must  have  packed  what  I  was  to 
wear  home."    "Are  you  sure  they  will  call  us  at  6  o'clock?" 

Friday — On  the  train. 

Almost  home.  We  had  the  most  exciting  work  this  morn- 
ing, just  big  enough  for  pictures.  Traveling  in  a  special  train 
is  very  fine.     Martha  is  still  sewing  (is  it  a  trouseau?) 

"Did  we  forget  to  send  anyone  a  postal?  Hurry  up,  here 
is  one.  She  won't  know  the  difference."  There  is  my  sta- 
tion.    Come  and  see  me,  girls." 

"We'll  cheer  Eagles  Mere." 

We've  got  to  go  back  to  Eagles  Mere. 

To  dear  old  Eagles  Mere. 
We've  got  to  go  back  to  the  "jigger  shop," 
We've  got  to  go  back  for  the  money  they   "cop." 
We've  got  to  go  back  to  Eagles  Mere. 

To  dear  old  Eagles  Mere. 
We've  got  to  go  back, 
We're  going  to  go  back 

To  Eagles  Mere. 

E.  C.  C. 
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AN  EAGLES  MERE  JAUNT. 


Dawn  came  softly  o'er  the  hilltops, 

Eagles  Mere  had  awked  to  day; 
Four  of  us  sprang  up  with  gladness 

At  the  sun's  first  cheerful  ray. 
And  we  climbed  from  out  our  bedsteads, 

Put  on  everything  but  shoes; 
Went  with  footsteps,  hushed  and  quiet, 

So  that  "Wells"  no  sleep  would  lose. 
First  the  stairway  creaked  and  rumbled, 

Next  the  door  refused  to  ope, 
But  at  last — when  all  had  wakened— 

We  departed  full  of  hope. 

Alice  took  us  on  our  journeys, 

Past  the  lake  and  jigger  shop, 
Through  the  quiet,  peaceful  forest, 

Way  up  on  the  mountain  top. 
Pointed  out  the  trails  and  foot-paths, 

Where  the  Indians  trod  before. 
Showed  us  all  the  points  of  interest, 

Ancient  landmarks  by  the  score. 
Wearily  we  came  back  homeward, 

Thinking  now  our  day  was  done, 
When  we  found  to  our  amazement 

Yet  no  rising-bell  had  rung. 

L.  R. 
Editor's  Note — When  did  you  put  on  your  shoes? 


LETTERS  FROM  OUR  FRIENDS  ABROAD. 


Pallanza,  Lago  Maggiore,  July  26,  1914. 
My  dear  Miss  Coolidge : — 

This  is  our  last  day  in  Italy,  and  I  am  going  to  give  you 
a  small  portion  of  the  time.  I  say  small  because  we  are  in 
so  beautiful  a  place  that  it  would  be  a  sin  to  spend  much  time 
writing  letters  and  miss  the  glorious  view.     We  are  at  Pal- 
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lanza  on  Lake  Maggiore,  an  ideal  place  to  spend  Sunday.  I 
wonder  if  you  have  been  here?  If  you  have,  then  you  know 
what  we  are  enjoying".  The  lake  is  blue  and  placid  as  can  be. 
It  is  a  very  clear  day,  and  the  hills  and  mountains  all  around 
the  lake  are  wonderfully  beautiful.  The  distant  ones  are 
snow-capped  and  are  enveloped  in  a  haze  of  blue.  It  is  so 
quiet  and  peaceful,  and  we  have  such  a  comfortable  hotel 
where  we  see  tins  beautiful  panorama  from  our  balcony.  Our 
hotel  is  rightly  named  Belle  Vue.  This  morning  after  a  light 
breakfast  at  ten,  we  took  a  long  walk  along  the  lake.  The 
good  air  was  great  tonic  and  prepared  us  to  enjoy  our  lunch. 
However,  it  is  not  necessary  to  take  a  constitutional  these  days 
to  whet  our  appetites.  R.  has  an  appetite  that  cannot  be  satis- 
fied, and  the  rest  of  us  have  almost  the  same.  This  evening 
we  will  drive  or  go  out  in  one  of  the  attractive  looking  row- 
boats  they  have  here.  They  are  almost  as  picturesque  as 
gondolas.  Sunday  is  our  rest  day  you  see,  so  we  never  in- 
dulge in  anything  strenuous. 

We  came  here  from  Desenzano  on  Lake  di  Garda.  That 
is  also  a  very  beautiful  Italian  lake.  There  we  took  the  boat 
over  to  lovely  Sirmio.  If  you  have  not  been  there  you  know 
Tennyson's  poem  about  it.  There  we  saw  the  ruins  of  Catulla's 
villa.  This  made  glad  the  hearts  of  the  three  Latin  teachers 
in  our  party. 

After  the  ruins  and  art  of  Rome  and  Florence,  these  Italian 
lakes  are  a  real  haven  of  rest.  Art  and  ruins  are  all  right 
in  small  doses,  but  not  when  taken  in  gulps.  Do  not  think 
I  did  not  enjoy  all  Rome  and  Florence  offered.  I  just  didn't 
have  enough  time  to  take  it  in.  R.  and  I  sing,  ' '  Give  us  nature. ' ' 
But  I  think  Latin  teachers  could  study  ruins  and  inscriptions 
and  mythology  in  art  until  doom's  day  and  be  blissfully  happy. 

Our  next  week  we  have  in  Switzerland  and  I  am  expect- 
ing a  most  delightful  week.  I  have  been  disappointed  in 
nothing  so  far,  and  I  know  I  can  count  on  Switzerland.  It 
will  be  one  of  our  easy  weeks  too.  I  have  been  tired  enough 
at  times  to  lie  down  on  the  streets  and  sleep,  a  la  Italian 
style. 

I  intended  to  write  you  while  on  shipboard,  but  a  good 
share  of  the  voyage  I  spent  very  quietly,  owing  to  the  disquiet 
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of  the  sea.     I  had  a  very   pleasant  voyage  nowithstanding. 
With  best  wishes,  I  am  Most  sincerely, 

Pallanza,  Italy.  Vanda  E.  Kerst. 


Lynton,  July  30,  1914. 
Dear  Lorna : — 

From  the  country  of  another  Lorna  I  am  writing  you. 
We  are  very  near  the  Doone  valley  and  tomorrow  morning 
are  going  out  there  to  see  the  moors,  and  the  church  where 
she  was  married  and  where  John  Ridd  is  buried.  There  is 
so  much  I'd  like  to  tell  you  and  instead  of  writing  I  wish 
you  were  here  with  me  and  we  could  have  tea  together  in  the 
garden  overlooking  the  sea,  and  talk  and  talk. 

We  have  been  in  England  ever  since  we  landed.  London 
is  so  much  fun.  I  went  a  lot  to  the  theaters  and  the  opera. 
Did  I  tell  you  (I  think  I  did)  that  I  saw  "Pygmalion," 
Barnard  Shaw's  latest  and  a  perfect  one  by  Bennett,  "The 
Great  Adventure."  The  operas  were  "magnifique"  (as  a  French- 
man would  say).  We  were  at  several  cathedral  towns  and 
history  was  forever  cropping  up.  How  different  those  lessons, 
one  learns  in  the  class  room,  seem  when  one  sees  the  places. 
There  is,  after  all,  no  time  or  place  to  be  born  in  as  America 
in  the  twentieth  century.  Patriotic,  n'est-ce-pas?  Salisbury 
is  a  dream  of  an  old  place.  The  church  is  lovety.  Fielding 
wrote  "Tom  Jones"  in  a  house  near  it,  and  George  Herbert 
used  to  go  and  sit  by  the  hour  in  the  cathedral  because,  as 
the  guide  said,  he  thought  it  elevated  his  thoughts.  I've 
just  read  "Tess  of  the  d'Urbervilles"  and  it  was  interesting 
because  I  had  just  seen  Stonehenge.  AVe  are  very  much  afraid 
that  our  cruise  will  have  to  be  changed.  I  suppose  Russia 
won't  want  travelers  when  war  is  impending.  The  papers 
here  are  splendid.  I'll  send  you  a  copy  of  one,  for  I  know 
you  will  enjoy  it.  Isn't  it  horrid  to  think  of  war  in  this  age 
in  civilized  nations!  Won't  we  have  an  interesting  year  in 
"modern"  history  with  Miss  White?  I'm  afraid  a  new  chap- 
ter will  have  to  be  added.  At  Ryde,  on  the  Isle  of  Wight,  we 
saw  the  wonderful  review  of  the  British  navy  and  we  went  on 
one  of  the  dreadnoughts,  the  "Vanguard."  When  1  get  home, 
you'll  probably  all  be  sick  of  my  conversation,  for  I  have 
seen  so  much  and  I  know  you'll  want  to  hear  some  of  it. 

Have  you  been  reading  the  "Callous"  trial?  It  is  more 
dramatic  than  any  play,  as  of  course  every  one  thinks.  Surely 
things  don't  happen  singly!  Lovingly,  Janet. 
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School  days  are  upon  us  once  more.  The  russet  month 
of  September  with  its  vagrant  clouds  and  vivid  skies,  its  drift- 
ing leaves  and  drooping  flowers,  and  finally  its  echoeing  school 
bells,  is  with  us  again.     On  all  the  streets  we  pass  chattering 
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groups  of  school  children  as  the  hour  of  nine  approaches.  And 
up  on  Woodland  Road  the  quiet  walks  and  tranquil  campus 
are  beginning  to  stir  with  the  chatter  and  laughter  which 
heralds  the  new  year.  Many  of  the  girls  are  crossing  the 
threshold  of  the  college  for  the  first  time;  the  college  bids 
them  welcome,  just  as  it  welcomes  back  those  who  have  been 
here  before.  Perhaps  the  girls  are  beginning  to  realize  that 
it  is  the  threshold  of  a  new  life  that  they  stand  upon,  as  well 
as  of  a  new  home.  We  hope  they  will  find  it  the  gateway  to 
many  pleasant  things — lifelong  friendships,  a  truer  knowledge 
of  literature,  music  and  the  wonders  of  science,  inspiration  to 
a  broader,  deeper  life,  honest  toil  and  worthy  achievement. 
A  set  of  ideals  is  a  good  thing  with  which  to  start  out,  and 
the  resolution  to  keep  them  bright  and  untarnished.  What 
one  looks  for,  one  finds,  to  a  great  extent,  in  life.  Look  for 
the  best  in  college,  and  try  to  realize  early  the  priceless  gifts 
your  alma  mater  holds  out  to  you — that  is  the  way  to  make 
the  most  of  our  happy  days  together. 


The  readers  of  the  Sorosis  can  help  us  greatly  by  patron- 
izing our  advertisers  when  possible,  and  mentioning  us  at  the 
same  time.  Our  advertisers  are  reliable  firms.  It  is  but 
natural,  moreover,  that  they  will  be  more  willing  to  be  rep- 
resented in  our  pages  if  they  are  able  to  see  material  results. 


President  Wilson  has  issued  a  proclamation  calling  upon 
the  people  of  the  United  States  to  pray  for  the  peace  of 
Europe  and  setting  the  day  of  Sunday,  October  4,  as  the  date 
for  such  concerted  petiton. 

We  believe  that  millions  of  American  people  have  day 
after  day  been  silently  offering  up  their  prayers  for  peace. 
It  seems  fitting,  however,  that  as  a  nation,  a  nation  founded 
upon  the  principles  of  Christianity,  we  should  pray  that  peace 
may  reign  over  Europe.  America  is  not  embroiled  in  the 
struggle ;  the  hearts  and  the  brains  of  our  people  are  not  burn- 
ing with  the  fierce  passions  that  war  engenders.  From  peace- 
ful America  we  look  upon  the  warring  nations ;  we  behold 
devastation  and  carnage  on  all  sides,  and  we  see  how  horrible, 
how  pitiful,  how  little  and  how  useless  it  all  is.     Many  rea- 
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sons  are  advanced  in  justification  of  the  war;  but  to  us,  across 
an  ocean,  every  excuse  and  every  nation  becomes  lost  and  con- 
fused in  the  great  mass  of  human  selfishness  and  greed  and 
love  of  power.  To  us,  all  the  details  of  the  picture  are  lost ; 
as  one  great  whole  we  see  the  war,  and  the  impression  is  not 
pleasing — it  is  hideous,  it  is  pitiful.  Above  all  else,  we  arfe 
convinced  that  the  war  is  sinful.  Let  us,  therefore,  as  Ameri- 
cans, pray  that  Europe  may  have  peace. 

As  women  we  should  pray  for  peace.  Our  hearts  should 
go  forth  in  sympathy  to  the  women  who  are  now  suffering 
and  enduring  the  great  sorrows  that  a  twentieth-century  war 
can  occasion.  We  should  pray  for  the  children — for  the  mil- 
lion of  orphans  that  it  has  been  predicted  Europe  will  contain 
when  Christmas  has  come. 

R.  L.  C. 


ALUMNAE  NOTES. 


Recently  the  engagement  of  Florence  Kingsbacher,  '13, 
to  William  McKee  Frank,  Cornell,   '11,  was  announced. 

On  September  3  Frances  Gray,  '10,  was  married  to  Samuel 
Everhart,  University  of  Pittsburgh,  '11.  at  her  home  in  North 
Linden  Avenue.  Edith  Gray,  '06,  was  her  sister's  maid  of 
honor. 

Mary  Gray  is  now  in  charge  of  the  children's  department 
at  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  Library. 

Margaret  Minor.  '13,  is  teaching  in  the  Morgantown  High 
School. 

Florence  Keyes.  '13,  and  Claire  Colestock,  '13.  took  a 
course  at  State  College  this  summer. 

On  August  1  Florence  Bickel  was  married  to  George 
Swan,  of  Lancaster,  Pa. 

At  home  on  July  28,  Frances  Cameron,  '11,  was  married 
to  Robert  E.  Doane,  Princeton. 
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We  are  sorry  to  note  that  Mr.  Louis  Baird,  husband  of 
Mrs.  Mabel  Crowe  Baird,  died  recently. 

Mrs.   Challinor,   of  New  York,  who   was  formerly   Glad- 
win Colburn,   '09,  spent  several  months  here  this  summer. 

Helen  Craig,   '13,  recently  announced  her  engagement  to 
Mr.  Cully. 

Leila  Estep,   '09,  spent  the  summer  in  New  York. 


ABOUT  1914. 


Marjory  Boggs  attended  a  conference  at  New  Wilmington 
and  spent  some  time  in  Atlantic  City  this  summer.  During 
the  winter  she  will  reside  in  the  bosom  of  her  family. 

Margaret  Brown  also  attended  the  New  Wilmington  con- 
ference ;  she  attended  some  classes  at  Wooster  Summer  School 
part  of  the  time.  This  winter  she  will  teach  English  and  Latin 
in  the  Somerset.  Ohio,  High  School. 

Janet  Brownlee  was  with  Betty  McCagne  at  Chautauqua 
this  summer,  tutoring.    She  has  no  definite  plans  for  the  winter. 

Pauline  Burt  visited  Josette  and  Ruth  Miller  this  sum. 
mer,  and  later  will  uphold  the  honor  of  P.  C.  W.  at  Mt.  Holy- 
oke  College,  where  she  will  go  on  with  her  chemistry. 

Gertrude  Goeddel  spent  the  summer  at  Geneva-on-the- 
Lake  and  Atlantic  City.  She  will  study  music  and  harmony 
with  Mr.  Whitmer  this  coming  year. 

Josette  Kochersperg  did  playground  work  this  summer. 
During  the  winter  she  will  teach  everything  in  the  curriculum 
of  the  Redmund,  N.  Y.,  High  School,  for  which  she  is  duly 
thankful. 

Marguerite  McBurney  spent  her  summer  at  home  and  in 
Ohio.     She  will  be  at  Cornell  studying,  this  winter. 
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Juanita  Husband  spent  some  time  camping  in  Indian 
Creek  this  summer.  She  says  she  will  spend  the  winter  any- 
where the  spirit  moves  her. 

Mildred  McMilliams  learned  how  to  ride  a  burro  in  Cali- 
fornia this  summer.  She  intends  to  teach  music  this  winter 
and  will  be  at  college  occasionally  going  on  with  her  music. 

Guilretta  Plympton  went  to  the  country  this  summer,  but 
has  now  departed  to  Cortland,  Ohio,  where  she  is  principal  of 
the  High  School  there. 

Hazel  Rider  was  at  home  most  of  the  summer.  She  is 
teaching  in  a  Uniontown  school  now. 

Anne  Rutherford  visited  Betty  McCagne  at  Chautauqua 
this  summer.  She  will  teach  in  Steubenville,  Ohio,  during  the 
winter. 

Helen  Sander  had  a  pleasant  vacation  at  home. 

Mary  Savage  was  a  guest  at  Juanita 's  home  and  in  Can- 
ada.    She  has  no  definite  plans  for  the  winter. 

Margery  Stewart  spent  part  of  her  vacation  in  Johnstown 
and  Philadelphia.  She  is  teaching  science  in  the  Mt.  Pleasant 
High  School  at  present. 

Ethel  Williams  will  teach  Latin  and  German  in  the  Glass- 
port  High  School  this  winter. 


WHEEE  THEY  ALL  COME  FROM. 


Senior  Summers. 

Betty  Cameron  was  one  of  the  Eagles  Mere  crowd  and 
took  care  of  the  family  the  rest  of  the  summer.  She  has 
learned  how  to  play  the  wedding  march  anyway. 

Louise  Kindl  was  a  volunteer  worker  in  a  Playground 
part  of  the  summer.  She  also  had  a  delightful  trip  up  the 
river. 
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Jane  Johnson  enjoyed  California  (Pa.)  scenery  during 
the  past  few  months  and  planed  her  science  course. 

Mary  Jeffery  had  several  week  end  trip  but  was  mostly 
to  be  found  at  home. 

Mary  Estep  has  some  more  tales  of  Apollo  to  relate.  It 
sounds  like  a  nice  place! 

Janet  Campbell  had  a  splendid  summer  in  England  with 
her  family. 

After  Martha  Kroenert's  return  from  Eagles  Mere  she 
spent  most  of  her  time  at  home. 

Lorna  Burleigh's  .summer  included  a  Christian  Endeavor 
convention,  some  strenuous  work  on  a  Playground  and  a  trip 
to  the  mountains. 

Olga  Losa  spent  several  happy  weeks  at  Cape  May. 

Virginia  Morris  traveled  in  Ohio  and  Western  Pennsyl- 
vania this  summer  and  reports  a  very  good  time. 

Grace  Davies  was  another  Playground  worker  during  the 
summer,  and  ended  her  labors  with  a  reviving  trip  to  Buffalo, 
where  she  visited  her  sister. 

Junior  Confessions. 
Ethel  Bair  spent  part  of  her  vacation  in  social  service 
work. 

Albert  Bannerot  visited  Bemus  Point  and  Buffalo  this  sum- 
mer. 

Frances  Boale  spent  part  of  her  vacation  at  Pocono  Camp. 

Rebekah  Crouse  spent  a  quiet  summer  at  home. 

Dorothy  Evrett  enjoyed  a  seven  weeks'  vacation  to  Beth- 
any Beach,  Delaware. 

Gertrude  Frame  was  too  attached  to  home  to  leave  Pitts- 
burg even  for  a  few  davs. 
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Raphael  Foran  is  not  coming  back  to  us,  but  is  returning 
to  Wellesley. 

Edna  Gaw  took  advantage  of  her  vacation  time  by  re- 
maining at  home  and  studying  music. 

Rose  Geary  enjoyed  herself  at  Erie,  Pa, 

Martha  Gibbons  turned  up  again  as  cheerful  as  ever  from 
her  home  in  Indiana. 

Alice  Greer  rested  at  home. 

Lelia  Hill  was  one  of  our  girls  who  spent  her  vacation 
making  glad  the  hearts  of  the  playground  little  ones. 

Besides  going  to  Eagles  Mere,  Alice  Laidlaw  spent  a  de- 
lightful two  weeks  in  Kitanning.  Later  she  ably  assisted  her 
father  in  his  office. 

Again  Margaret  Lee  spent  her  entire  vacation  with  her 
aunt  at  Lake  Contrary,  Missouri.  She  says  she  is  "strong 
for  the  University  of  Missouri." 

Leora  Lewis  spent  a  month  in  Atlantic  City  for  her  health. 
Also  she  worked  hard  for  the  Sorosis. 

Melba  Martin  spent  part  of  her  vacation  at  home,  and 
part  in  Youngstown,  Ohio. 

Although  Mildred  Nichols  spent  her  vacation  at  home, 
she  is  as  brown  as  a  berry. 

Jean  Riggs  has  left  us  and  gone  to  Swarthmore. 

From  Eagles  Mere  Kathryn  Robb  betook  herself  to  her 
grandmother's  farm  in  Turbotville.  Pa.,  where  she  had  a  pleas- 
ant time. 

Amelia  Slater  spent  her  vacation  at  home. 

Seba  South  had  a  wonderful  time  at  Walloon  Lake. 

Helen  Steele  had  an  enjoyable  time  in  Freeport,  Pa. 
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Lillian  Weihe  quietly  recuperated  at  home. 

Grace  Woodrow  played  games  with  the  playground  pupils 
all  summer. 

News  of  the  Sophomores. 

Helen  Pardee  spent  the  summer  resticating  at  their  coun- 
try home  at  Wildwood.  We  have  an  official  report  saying  that 
she  has  gained  twenty-five  pounds  during  the  summer. 

Dorothy  Stoebener  made  an  extensive  tour  of  the  state. 
She  began  at  Altoona  and  wound  up  with  exciting  visits  at 
Finleyville,  Natrona  and  Dayton,  besides  passing  through 
many  other  small  towns  on  the  train. 

Miss  Esther  McCracken  took  in  the  Eagles  Mere  and 
New  Wilmington  conferences.  She  also  spent  some  time  in 
Leechburg  where  she  played  some  brilliant  tennis.  Watch 
her  win  a  sweater  this  fall! 

Agnes  Dorman  spent  the  summer  at  their  cottage  at 
Conneaut  Lake.  She  will  not  grace  the  Sophomore  Class  this 
year  for  she  intends  to  go  to  National  Park  Seminary. 

Louise  Reinecke,  as  we  all  know,  spent  from  June  23 
to  July  3  at  the  Eagles  Mere  conference.  She  then  "played" 
at  the  Wickersham  playground  for  three  weeks.  This  strenu- 
ous work  was  followed  by  a  stay  in  the  mountains.  This  visit 
was  cut  short  however  by  the  rapid  loss  of  weight  by  the 
victim.  Fearing  for  her  health  they  brought  her  home  after 
a  stay  of  two  weeks,  but  since  she  has  been  united  with  her 
friends  from  Eagles  Mere  she  has  rallied  and  we  have  hopes 
of  her  speedy  recovery. 

Our  ex-president  Ruth  Gokey  had  her  headquarters  at 
Chautauqua,  but  she  was  frequently  absent  attending  house 
parties,  one  of  which  was  at  the  home  of  Martha  Crandall 
at  Warren.  » 

Jane  Errett  kept  house  very  successfully  for  her  father 
this  summer,  but  this  pleasure  was  quite  frequently  inter- 
rupted by  house  parties  and  Eagles  Mere  reunions. 
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Miss  Helen  McClelland  dropped  in  at  the  New  Wilming- 
ton conference  as  usual  for  ten  days.  She  also  visited 
the  cows  and  chickens  on  Cheesman  farm  in  Washington 
county.  She  did  not  take  the  western  trip  which  her  friends 
had  planned  for  her. 

Estelle  Shepherd  renewed  her  youth  at  the  Ormsby  play- 
ground where  she  taught  the  "dearest  youngsters  imaginable" 
the  art  of  playing. 

Isabel  Blume  attended  the  Eagles  Mere  conference  with 
Mrs.  Berchfield's  party. 

Katherine  Ramsey  and  Mona  Crytzer  have  deserted  us 
for  Smith  College.  We  hope  they  have  as  much  fun  as  we 
intend  to  have. 

Helen  Golder  has  returned  from  abroad  where  she  had 
many  thrilling  experiences.  She  will  not  return  to  college 
this  year. 

Kate  MacKenzie  divided  her  attention  among  Beaver, 
Beaver  Falls,  Irondale,  Liverpool,  and  Aspinwall. 

Alene  Van  Eman  spent  her  summer  at  various  seaside  re- 
sorts. The  principal  watering  places  were  Rosedale  and  Me- 
Chain.  She  also  spent  some  time  canoeing  and  swimming  in 
the  Allegheny  river.  Miss  Van  Eman  expects  to  leave  the 
city  this  fall.  Their  new  residence  is  located  in  the  big  me- 
tropolis of  Wilkinsburg. 

Mary  Stratton  spent  the  summer  at  home  playing  tennis. 
Look  out  for  these  tennis  sharks. 

Ruth  Law  spent  the  summer  at  home  just  pining  away 
uutil  school  should  start. 

Dorothy  Eggers  worked  at  a  playground  on  North  Side. 
Playgrounds  seem  to  be  the  craze  in  the  Sophomore  Class. 

Florence  Rosenbloom  succeeded  in  gaining  a  few  much 
needed  pounds  although  she  did  a  good  deal  of  traveling, 
stopping  at  Conneaut  Lake,  Greensburg  and  Homestead. 


THE      SOROSIS  23 

Martha  Dunbar  spent  the  summer  at  home  busily  engaged 
in  domestic  duties. 

Leah  Claster  took  several  thrilling  auto  trips.  She  toured 
to  Erie  with  Mona  Crytzer  and  she  also  motored  to  Lock 
Haven. 

Edna  Evans  remained  at  home  most  of  the  summer  but 
you  really  couldn't  say  she  stayed  at  home,  for  she  made 
many  flying  "visits  by  the  day." 

Nell  Trimble  succeeded  in  getting  acquainted  with  her 
family  again. 

Jane  Ford  will  not  return  this  year  because  of  the  serious 
illness  of  her  mother.  We  will  certainly  miss  her  silvery 
voice. 

Martha  Crandall  visited  Ruth  Gokey  at  Chautauqua.  We 
can  imagine  what  a  good  time  they  had. 

Irene  Loftus  and  Ethel  Crossett  will  not  return  this  year. 

Dorcas  Beer  and  Pauline  McCaw  have  not  returned  as 
yet  and  we  are  unable  to  get  any  authentic  information  about 
them.     Rather  exclusive. 

Louise  Frazier  visited  at  the  Moundsville  Camp-ground 
for  a  time  and  enjoyed  the  Chautauqua  there. 

Anna  Rosenbloom,  a  graduate  of  Dilworth  Hall,  is  a 
Special  this  year. 

Helen  Pyle  enters  the  training  school  for  children's  li- 
brarian at  the  Central  Carnegie  Library.  She  has  already 
successfully  passed  her  examinations. 

Dorothy  Turner  spent  a  week  at  Leechburg  where  she 
met  Miss  Bulsinger  who  will  be  a  Sophomore  this  year.  Miss 
Bulsinger  evidently  liked  the  sample. 

Ada  Spriggs  took  up  ber  residence  at  the  Spriggs'  man- 
sion where  she  had  the  time  of  her  young  life  after  her  ab- 
sence from  the  paternal  roof. 
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THE  FRESHMEN. 


Florence  E.  Yomikins 150  Brady  St.,  Butler,  Pa. 

Martha  A.  Temple 400  Locust  Ave.,  Washington,  Pa. 

Virginia  Jeffers  38  Maplewood  Ave.,  Crafton,  Pa. 

Ruth  I.  Long 912  South  Ave.,  Wilkinsburg 

Eleanor  Fuller  210  Trenton  Ave.,  Wilkinsburg 

Elizabeth  C.  McKenzie New  Cumberland,  W.  Va. 

Ellen  B.  Crowe 248  Mathilda  St.,  City 

Elizabeth  V.  Eggers 920  Western  Ave.,  City 

Elfa  Norman.  . 396  N.  McKean  St.,  Kittanning 

Helen  E.  Leitch  3601  Terrace  Ave.,  Oakland 

Dorothy  Bergman   6387  Morrowfield  Ave.,  City 

Esther  W.  Evans 736  Woodburne  Ave.,  City 

Naomi  Davidson  1408  Epiphany  St.,  City 

Emily  S.  Kates  6316  Marchand  St.,  City 

Ruth  M.  Kaufman 1138  Kirkpatrick  St.,  N.  Braddock 

Annette  Marks 605  N.  Euclid  Ave.,  City 

Katherine  Keck 116  Talbot  Ave.,  Greensburg 

Margaret  Smith 313  Railroad  Ave.,  Carnegie 

Janet  L.  Hill 6818  Thomas  Blvd.,  City 

Elizabeth  J.  Ward 6753  Thomas  Blvd.,  City 

Florence  J.  Morrison 122  E.  Circular  St.,  Lima,  Ohio 

Sara  B.  Shapira 1114  N.  Euclid  Ave.,  City 

Sara  B.  Goorin 1156  Portland  St.,  City 

Elizabeth  W.  Sheppard 5636  Bartlett  St.,  City 

Madeline  M.  Thompson 5824  Bartlett  St.,  City 

Olive  Wolf  2944  Chartiers  St.,  City 

Kathryne  H.  Myers 1300  Porterfield  St.,  City 

Ruth  D.  Logan 1104  South  Ave.,  Wilkinsburg 

Kamala  Cornelius Madras,  N.  C.  South  India 

Eulalia  Fournier   Beaver  Falls,  Pa. 

Frances  G.  Bradt 5732  Kentucky  Ave.,  City 

Martha  B.  Heinsling 1103  Eighth  Ave.,  Altoona,  Pa. 

Edna  Balsiger   Leechburg,  Pa. 

Carrie  E.  Bailey 509  W.  Main  St.,  Monongahela,  Pa. 

Jo.  B.  Herald .231  E.  Spring  St.,  Oxford,  Ohio 

Isabelle  M.  Becker 107  Savannah  Ave. 

Edna  F.  Stoebener 5837  Northumberland  St.,  City 
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Marion  H.  Rea  Woodland  Road 

Marjorie  E.  Wallis 339  South  Pacific  Ave.,  City 

Winona  Sterling  Masontown,  Pa. 

Rachel  Alexander   Washington,  Pa. 


FACULTY  NOTES. 


Miss  Coolidge,  accompanied  by  her  mother,  made  several 
trips  into  different  parts  of  the  state. 

Miss  Brownson  spent  the  greater  part  of  the  summer  at 
Woods  Hole,  Mass.  The  last  weeks  of  vacation  she  passed 
at  her  brother's  bungalow  near  the  White  Mountains,  Maine. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Putnam  spent  a  very  pleasant  summer  at 
home  playing  golf. 

Miss  Kerst  spent  the  summer  traveling  abroad.  Her  war 
experiences  must  be  very  interesting.  We  know  that  she  was 
stranded  in  Lucerne,  Switzerland,  and  that  it  took  her  three 
and  a  half  hours  to  make  the  journey  from  Lucerne  to  Paris. 

Miss  Meloy  took  the  Master  of  Arts  degree  at  Columbia 
University  this  summer.  She  was  also  in  New  York  and  in 
Portland,  Me. 

Miss  Ely  was  with  Miss  Meloy  in  Portland.  They  re- 
turned together  by  way  of  Norfolk,  Baltimore  and  Harper's 
Ferry.  Miss  Ely  spent  part  of  the  summer  in  Boston  and  in 
West  Falmouth,  Cape  Cod. 

Mr.  Whitmer  has  been  composing  this  summer. 

Miss  White  passed  her  vacation  "mostly  making  her  rela- 
tives miserable." 

Miss  Butterfield  spent  several  weeks  in  Middleburg  and 
the  rest  of  her  summer  at  home. 

Miss  Lindsay  was  in  Canada  part  of  her  summer,  and 
also  in  New  England. 
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Miss  Holcomb's   summer   address   was   West   Springfield, 
Mass. 

Mr.  Mayhew  and  his  wife  spent  some  time  in  Rochester 
during  the  summer. 

Miss  Randolph  was  at  Chautauqua  three  weeks. 

Miss  Nichols  was  at  home  during  the  summer. 

Miss  Bennett  spent  some  time  in  Cleveland  at  the  Case 
School  of  Applied  Science. 

Miss  Abbott  had  a  pleasant  vacation  at  her  home  on  Cape 
Cod. 


OUR  ORGANIZATIONS. 


Student  Government  Association. 

The  Student  Government  Association  is  the  one  organiza- 
tion which  includes  every  girl  in  the  school.  In  the  two 
rears  since  it  has  been  established,  much  has  been  done  in 
the  way  of  regulating  the  chapel  and  lecture  attendance,  se- 
curing quiet  in  the  library  and  halls,  in  establishing  a  "point 
system"  for  officers  and  absorbing  the  school  paper. 

This  is  just  a  beginning  of  the  work  we  are  going  to  do, 
so  every  girl  shoidd  shoulder  her  responsibility  in  making  this 
one  of  the  most  helpful  forces  working  for  P.  C.  W. 

GLEE  CLUB. 

Every  college  girl  who  likes  to  sing  can  not  afford  to 
miss  the  opportunity  of  joining  the  Glee  Club.  We  are  look- 
ing forward  to  a  successful  year,  but  in  order  to  attain  this 
we  must  have  the  loyal  support  of  the  girls.  Here's  a  chance, 
girls,  to  show  your  school  spirit ! 

ATHLETICS. 

The  college  tennis  tournament  (doubles)  is  scheduled  to 
be  played  off  about  the  third  week  of  school.  Girls  wishing 
to  enter  will  please  sign  their  names  to  the  slip  on  the  Bulletin 
Board. 

The  Athletic  Association  urges  all  of  the  new  girls  to 
join  this  year. 


THE      SOROSIS  27 

Y.  W.  C.  A. 

The  purpose  of  the  Young  Women's  Christian  Association 
is  to  unite  the  women  of  the  institution  in  loyalty  to  Jesus 
Christ,  to  lead  them  to  accept  Him  as  their  personal  Saviour, 
to  build  them  up  in  the  knowledge  of  Christ,  that  their  char- 
acter and  conduct  may  be  constant  with  their  belief.  It  is 
hoped  that  every  student  will  become  a  member  of  the  as- 
sociation. 


COLLEGE  NOTES. 


The  college  fairly  shines  with  cleanliness  and  varnish. 
The  chapel  hymn  books  have  been  rebound,  the  chapel  re- 
decorated, the  new  laundry  is  almost  finished  and  some  new 
fire  escapes  from  the  fourth  floor  down  have  been  erected. 
Everything  indicates  a  prosperous  new  year. 

Both  Woodland  Hall  and  Dilworth  Hall  are  filled  to  begin 
with.  A  new  matron,  Mrs.  A.  E.  Rowe,  of  Canonsburg,  pre- 
sides at  the  former  place.  She  is  already  well  acquainted  at 
the  college  and  we  welcome  her  cordially  to  our  midst. 


Miss  Ely  will  assist  the  dean  in  her  work  this  year,  until 
a  neAv  president  is  announced,  which  will  probably  be  very 
shortly. 

Madame  de  Valley  is  taking  charge  of  some  of  the  French 
classes.     We  are  glad  to  see  her  back  again. 

We  have  a  new  member  of  the  faculty — Miss  Mae  Mc- 
Kenzie,  an  assistant  instructor  in  music.  Mrs.  Koelker  is  at 
Ward  Belmont  College,  Nashville,  Tenn.,  at  present. 

The  Y.  W.  C.  A.  party  takes  place  Friday,  September  18th, 
and  everyone  expects  to  have  a  good  time.  The  Friday  fol- 
lowing, the  Senior  dance  will  be  given. 

Miss  Randolph  has  many  members  of  her  family  engaged 
in  active  service  in  the  European  war,  and  is  of  course  very 
much  concerned  about  their  welfare. 
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Miss  Brownson  is  back  with  us,  taking  charge  of  the  Bible 
classes. 

Miss  Coolidge  gave  a  tea  for  the  faculty  September  17th. 

The  first  concert  takes  place  October  16th. 

One  of  our  new  students,  Kamala  Cornelius,  has  just  ar- 
rived from  her  home  in  India.  She  is  the  fourth  of  her  family 
to  be  educated  in  America,  and  will  go  back  afterwards  to 
work  among  her  people. 


EAGLES  MERE  REUNIONS. 


The  first  reunion  of  the  Eagles  Mere  girls  at  Alice  Laiel- 
law's  was  a  dainty  (but  satisfying)  luncheon.  Toward  the 
end  of  July  the  Edgewood  girls,  Alice  Laid] aw,  Betty  Cam- 
eron and  Ethel  Bair,  had  a  progressive  dinner  party  and 
slumber  party.  (Slumber  party  not  progressive.)  Early  in 
August,  after  a  luncheon  at  Louise  Reinecke's,  the  girls  sewed 
at  their  artistic  embroideries.  (Betty  made  a  scallop.)  Mar- 
tha Kroenert  had  a  delightful  picnic  at  Riveryiew  Park-  for 
the  girls  and  "rolls"  were  seen  in  all  forms.  Instead  of  races 
there  was  a  hair-dressing  establishment.  The  first  week  in 
September,  the  girls  met  at  Kathryn  Robb's  and  sewed  for 
the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  bazaar.     "Handkerchiefs"  were  all  the  rage. 


MUSIC  NOTES. 


A  piano  recital  will  be  given  by  Miss  MacKenzie,  the 
recently  elected  teacher  of  piano,  Friday  evening,  October 
16th,  in  Assembly  Hall.    She  will  be  assisted  by  Mr.  Mayhew. 

This  past  season  there  were  students  in  the  Music  School 
from  eight  different  states. 

Mr.  Whitmer  will  present  this  season  three  lecture  re- 
citals before  the  Twentieth  Century  Club  of  Pittsburgh.     Sev- 
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eral  of  Mr.  Whitmcr's  songs  have  just  been  published  and 
several  more  are  in  press.  His  "Humoresque"  for  orchestra 
was  recently  given  by  the  Russian  Symphony  Orchestra  of 
New  York. 


EAGLES  MERE  GOSSIP. 


I  fear  to  tell  of  Eagles  Mere, 

For  fear  the  girls  remark : 
"I  wish  you'd  talk  of  something  else 

Besides  that  conference  park." 

Forget  the  park,  I  surely  will; 

But  of  each  girl,  I'll  tell 
Some  little  thing  she  liked  to  do, 

Regardless  of  the  bell. 

Louise's  time  was  never  "slack," 

When  she  a  babe  could  see. 
She  planned  all  morn,  what  she  would  say 

In  the  afternoon  at  three. 

What  took  her  there,  I  dare  not  say ; 

The  end  I  ne'er  would  hear. 
But  someone  told  me  once  in  fun 

The  baby's  aunt  was  dear. 

"Bettikins"  was  our  one  good  cook; 

Hot  drinks  she  made  so  nice : 
She  put  the  drinks  to  cook  one  night, 

But — the  pan  was  filled  with  ice. 

Isabel  lived  across  the  lake — 

The  meetings  she  would  miss. 
She  never  told  us  why,  you  know, 

But  'twas  a  "man,"  I  wiss. 

Our  Kathryn  once  in  gestures  quick, 

A  plate  of  rolls  did  hide; 
She  put  them  very  gently  down 

On  a  chair  at  her  side. 
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Imagine  how  our  Kathryn  felt — 

The  waiter  took  the  chair. 
He  looked  at  her  and  smiled  a  bit 

Then  left  the  chair  quite  bare. 

Martha,  our  proctor,  was  so  kind ; 

She  strove  to  keep  us  good ; 
But  every  night  we  all  did  talk, 

Try  hard,  as  Martha,  would. 

Alice  never  could  hide  from  us 

Even  when  on  a  bat ; 
For  even  in  the  house  she  wore 

A  purple  and  white  hat. 

Now,  Jane,  never  to  sleep  would  go  — 

"Five  minutes  more,"  she  said. 
Martha  would  wait  quite  patiently 

Then  send  her  off  to  bed. 

Ethel  Bair,  ever  was  the  same, 

And  her,  we  all,  will  bless; 
She'd  enter  into  every  joke, 

And  comfort  in  distress. 

And  now  these  rhymes  are  at  an  end ; 

But  won't  you  give  one   cheer, 
And  promise  next  year  that  you'll  come 

With  us  to  Eagles  Mere? 

Esther  M.  McCracken,  '17. 

English  Custom  Boot 

Tan  and  Black,  Low  Heels  Invisible  Eye 

STOEBENER 

Man  with  Quality  Shoes 
6227   PENN  EAST  END         6222  FRANKSTO1 
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FLOWERS     FOR     ALL     OCCASIONS 

ZIEGER    COMPANY,     INC. 

PITTSBURGH'S    LEADING    FLORISTS 

Floral  Art,  Quality  and  Service 
5924-30     BAUM     STREET 


Bell  Phone  4800  Hiland 


P.  &  A.  Phone  223  East 


DAVID  H.  TESH 

DEALER  IN 

Fresh  and  Smoked 

MEATS 

STALL   NO.   T 

DIAMOND  MARKET 

icll  2255  PHONES  P.  &  A.  1125 


SHOES 


More  of  this  popular  shoe  worn  them  el 
other  Women's  shoes  combined. 

Ho.  W. 

JENKINS'  ARCADE 


"The  Acknowledged  Best" 

The  Very  Best  Candies  in  the  City  of 
Pittsburgh  or  any  place  else  are  the 

REYMER  CANDIES 

and  no  one  knows  this  better  than  do 
the  young  ladies  of  the  P.  C.  W.  .  .    . 

237-239  FIFTH  AVENUE 
6022  PENN  AVENUE 


Bell  Phone  4125  Court 


P.  &  A.  Phone  72  Main 


Harris  Bros. 

The  Popular  Price   Florists 

Choice  Roses,  American  Beauties, 

Carnations  and  Violets 

Cor.  Market  and  Liberty  Streets 

PITTSBURGH,  PA. 


PATRONIZE   OUR   ADVERTISERS. 


38    Years 

is  a  period  of  sufficient  length  in  business  to  carry 
with  it  a  guarantee  of  effort  and  satisfaction.  For 
this  number  of  years  we  have  been  fitting  success- 
fully thousands  of  people  with  glasses.  The  fact  that 
we  have  been  succesful  leads  us  to  believe  that  our 
method  is  right.  We  examine  the  eyes  thoroughly 
free  of  charge.  We  design  the  glasses  specially  for 
each  case  and  we  make  them  in  our  own  perfectly 
equipped  shop.     We  guarantee   results. 

Buchbinder  &  Co. 

©pticians 
512  Penn  Ave.,  Pittsburgh 


East  End's  Reliable 
Hardware  and   Stove  House 

Graff  Brothers 


INCORPORATED 


>9I  2  Penn  Avenue 


East  End 


Sell  1814-1815  Highland  P.  &  A.  60  East 


Oysters,  Fish,  Game 

and  Poultry 

5905    PENN    AVENUE 

PITTSBURGH 


H>terpont,£iviter  &  Company 

ENGRAVING,    PRINTING, 
LITHOGRAPHING,   EMBOSSING 

ENGRAVED  CALLING  CARDS 

WEDDING  INVITATIONS 

ANNOUNCEMENTS 

Monograms  and  Crest  Stationery  promptly 
furnished  in  the  latest  styles  in  addition  to 
all  classes  of  Art  Printing  for  social  and 
commercial  purposes 


Phone  358  Highland 


11T-119  SHADY  AVE 


Bell  1887  Highland  Bell  9098  Highland 

P.  &  A.  611-R 

Thomas  F.  Moore,  Ph.D. 

Prescription  Specialist 

PHARMACIST  and  DRUGGIST 
Manufacturer  of  FROSTHAZEL 

Cor.  Aiken  Ave.  and  Walnut  St. 
Come  and  see  us        Pittsburgh,  Pa. 


GIRLS 


»Vhen   you  are  in  need  of  anything,  such  as    HOSIERY,    UNDERWEAR; 
GLOVES,  or  any  small  article  for  sewing,  call  up 


ANSMANN'S 


ind  we  will  deliver  at  once. 
Telephones  813-814  Hiland 


If  you  are  down  in  the  village  call  and 
see  the  New  Goods. 


The  Store  that  has  the  New  things  first.  The  most  exclusive,  and  the  most  of  th« 

Women's  Boots  and  Evening  Slippers 

Every  costume,  formal  or  informal,  finds  its  appropriate  footwear  in  our  new 
assortments.  Nothing  has  been  overlooked.  Walking  Boots,  trim  dress  Boots, 
natty  patent  leathers,  dainty  fabrics.  Traveling  Shoes.  Everything  is  here  in  its 
best  form. 

$2.50  to  $10.00  a  pair 

W.  M.  LAIRD  COMPANY 


618-20-22  LIBERTY  AVENUE 


211-13=15  OLIVER  AVENU* 


City  Deposit  Bank 

Pcnn  and  Center  Avenues 

PITTSBURGH,  PA. 

Photographs  for  Christmas 

ARE  NOW  BEING  MADE 
-By- 

THE  JAMESON  STUDIOS 

126  South  Highland  Ave. 


After  leaving  Collet 
you  may  still  be  interest 
ed  in  some  theatrical* 
If  so  kindly  rememb<i 
us  when  selecting  you 

COSTUMES 

Esser    Brosi 

711  Penn  Avenue 


"If  the  pen  is  mightier  than  the  swoi 
what  can  withstand  the  printing  press?" 

THE  RITSCHER   COMPAN 
Printers  and  Publishers 

5882  ELLSWORTH  AVENUE 
Pittsburgh,  Pa. 

Phone  4295-J  Hiland 


Ice  Cream,  Sundaes,  Sodas 


'jus,  tasty  products  made  from  the  richest  cream  and  pure  fri 
am  and  Ices   for  parties,  receptions,  etc. — orders  taken  for  ai 

TITUS-SIMS  DRUG  CO. 
5872  Northumberland  Avenue. 

Bell  Phones  3770-9398.  P.  and  A.  182-x  East. 

Kodaks  and  Supplies,  Toilet  Articles,  Stationery,  Candies. 


PATRONIZE   OUR  ADVERTISERS, 


Che  $oro$i$ 


©ctober,  1914 


THE    SOROSIS 


Index  to  Advertisements 


IOCS  Page. 

Wm.  M.  Laird  Co Cover 

P.  Ludebuehl  &  Son i 

Sorosis 32 

Stoebener's 29 

Lou  Beigel 30 

rocers 

Devonshire  Market 1 

David  Emery,  Jr 29 

air  Goods 

Chenney  Hair  Shop 30 

ardware 

Demmler  &  Schenck  Co 30 

Graff  Bros.,  Inc 30 

Hifectionery  and  Cakes 

Gregson's 30 

The  Liberty  Confectionery 29 

Reymer's 32 

Titus-Sims  Drug  Co Cover 

ry  Goods 

Boggs  &  Buhl 2 

Mansmann's 30 

The  McFarland  Co 29 

orists 

Harris  Bros 32 

Ziegler  Co.,  Inc 32 

Randolph  &  McClements 1 

inters 

Pierpont,  Siviter  &  Co 30 

The  Ritscher  Co Cover 

inks 

City  Deposit  Bank Cover 

pticians 

Buchbinder  &  Co 31 

sh,  Meats,  Etc. 

Rowley  Provision  Co 31 

David  H.  Tesh  32 

Dstumes 

;    Esser  Bros Cover 

igraving 

Pittsburgh  Photo.  Engraving  Co 31 

totographs 
Jamieson  Studio Cover 


Randolph  &  McClements 

jFloral  Experts 

5936  Penn  Ave.,  Near  Highland 


Dear  Mabei,: — 

This  lovely  stationery  including 
the  two  letter  monogram  cost  me  only  45c 
per  box  at 

Singer  Pen  &  Gift  Shop 

in  Jenkins'  Arcade 

Meet  me  there  at  7  P.  M.,  Friday,  before 
goiug  to  the  play  as  I  intend  to  purchase  a 
Safety  Fountain  Pen  for  carrying  in  my  bag. 

SARAH. 


WUNDERLY   BROS. 

Fine  Art  Dealers 


NEW     CALLERIES 

512    WOOD    STREET 
306-8  10   OLIVER   AVENUE 

Phone  Hiland  3173 

Devonshire  Market 

Butter,  Eggs  and  Cheese 

Fresh  and  Smoked  Meats 
Game  and  Poultry 

Teas  and  Coffees 

Fruits  and  Vegetables 

Penn  and  Highland  Avenues 


PATRONIZE   OUR   ADVERTISERS. 


THE    SOROSIS 


true  values 


B  &  B 


true  value 


l< 


smart  school  apparel  at  very  low  prices 

We  mean  by  smart — the  trim  new  lines  that  only  style  distinction  and 
fine  quality  can  give — that  appearance  instantly  recognized  by  the  discrimi- 
nating school  set — young  folks  who  know  fashion  dictates  and  demand  the 
newest  ideas.  The  newest,  and  that  only  is  given  expression  here — and 
prices  are  the  lowest  possible  to  quote. 

BOGGS  &  BUHL 

PITTSBURGH,  PA. 


CONTENTS. 

Pago 

Vigil Amelia  Slater,  '16  3 

For  the  Hoard's  Sake Gertrude  Levis  Frame,  '16  3 

War  Experiences  in  Germany Cora  E.  Early  13 

Sunset R.  L.  C.  17 

Editorial 18 

College  News ,..  19 

Organizations 22 

Alumnae  Notes 23 

Pergonals 24 

Junior  Obituaries 25 

Exchanges 29 

The  Ritscher  Company,  Printers 


P.  LUDEBUEHL  &  SON 

Shoes  and  Hosiery 

PENN  &  FRANKSTOWN,  EAST  END 

Ask  to  see  our  New  Gaiter  Boot 
$4.50  the  pair 

We've   Fitted   Feet    Over   Forty  Years 


PATRONIZE   OUR  ADVERTISERS. 


[  ^CAjT  -£^&£$$*:r'*~ 


<§b^slshP% 


October,  1914 


No.  2 


VIGIL. 

Slowly  along  the  silent  street, 
With  measured  steps  they  come ; 

The  moon  shines  down  its  ashen  rays 
Upon  a  pallid  throng. 

Behold!    before    the    great   old   church, 

They  pause  at  Notre  Dame, 
To  keep  their  yearly  faithful  watch 

Below  Napoleon's  name. 

But  when  the  doleful  strike  of  one, 
Sounds  through  the  sleeping  town, 

With  one  accord  they  rise  and  leave 
And  in  their  beds  lie  down. 

So  through  the  coming  of  the  years, 

While  future  ages  last, 
Will  Notre  Dame  remain  to  all 

The  Hallowed  of  the  Past. 

Amelia  Slater,  16. 


FOR  THE  HOARD'S  SAKE. 


Mrs.  Hemp  shivered  as  she  walked  down  the  creaking  stairs, 
each  step  groaning.  ' '  Careful,  careful.  Consider  our  advanced 
age.     Oh  dear,  oh  dear!     Gently,  can't  you?"       She  groped 
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through  the  dark  hall  to  the  room  intended  for  the  dining 
room,  but  as  she  opened  the  door,  a  folding  bed  opposite  faced 
her  impudently,  with  a  "Who  says  I  haven't  a  right  here?" 
expression. 

' '  Mrs.  Purnell,  Mrs.  Purnell ! ' '  called  Mrs.  Hemp. 
' '  Yes, ' '  answered  an  extremely  pleasant  voice,  ' '  here  I  am, 
come  on  out ! ' ' 

"I  want  to  pay  my  rent,"  said  Mrs.  Hemp,  walking  out 
into  the  kitchen.  "I  was  afraid  you'd  already  gone  out,"  and 
she  held  out  a  twenty  dollar  bill. 

"Thank  you  very  much,"  said  Mrs.  Purnell,  without  tak- 
ing her  hands  from  the  dish  water,  but  her  eyes  glistened. 
"Put  it  on  the  table,  please.  No,  I  haven't  gone  out  yet. 
There  were  some  things  I  felt  I  really  must  do  first.  I  ought 
to  have  gone  long  ago,  too.  Dear,  dear,  it's  really  hard  work 
to  keep  house  and  carry  on  a  profession ! ' '  and  she  laughed 
cheerfully. 

"I  should  think  Helen  would  be  a  great  help  to  you. 
She's  nearly  thirteen,  isn't  she?"  said  Mrs.   Hemp. 

' '  Oh,  yes,  but  she  doesn  't  take  to  housework  at  all !  She 
can't  even  be  trusted  to  wash  dishes.  I  don't  know  why,  I'm 
sure,"  and  a  slight  pucker,  a  very  slight  pucker,  came  between 
Mrs.  Purnell 's  pleasant  eyes. 

Mrs.  Hemp  did  not  look  puzzled.  She  grimly  watched 
Mrs.  Purnell  smearing  the  helpless  pots  and  pans  and  wringing 
greasy  water  from  a  fragile  dishcloth. 

"Surely,"  suggested  Mrs.  Hemp,  "you  could  give  up  your 
outside  work,  and  give  your  entire  attention  to  your  home. 
You  own  your  house.  My  rooms  bring  you  something,  and 
your  son  and  your  husband  are  both  working.  I  don't  like  to 
give  unasked  advice  or  to  pry  into  other  people's  affairs,  but 
I'm   afraid   you're   overworking   yourself." 

"Oh,  no,"  laughed  Mrs.  Purnell  amidst  the  clatter  of  a 
half  dozen  pans,  "I'm  not  overworked.  You  see  we  own  a 
couple  of  acres  of  land  near  Oleander,  New  York,  and  we  want 
to  sell  this  house,  and  build  one  there  with  the  proceeds  of 
the  sale,  and  whatever  we  can  scrape  together.  So  we've  been 
saving  for  the  last  ten  years  or  so.  And  do  you  know,"  she 
said    suddenly,    turning    and    looking    at    Mrs.    Hemp    with   a 
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sweet  smile,  "two  years  ago  we  had  enough  saved.  A  specu- 
lator wanted  this  house.  For  less  than  it  is  worth,  of  course, 
hut  we  had  so  much  saved  I  didn't  mind.  And  then  I  got 
rheumatism,  and  was  laid  up  for  about  eight  months.  Percival 
hadn't  left  school  then,  and  my  husband  lost  his  position.  "With 
doctor's  bills  and  what  not  we  soon  hadn't  a  dollar  of  our 
savings.  So  it  goes !  Well,  I  must  go  and  dress  now,  so  I 
suppose  you  '11  excuse  me ! ' '  and  the  little  woman  bustled  out 
of  the  room. 

Five  minutes  later  she  was  hurrying  up  the  street,  under 
her  arm  a  much  battered  handbag  containing  the  photographs 
she  had  tinted.  Her  shoes  were  dilapidated,  her  hat  years  old, 
and  she  shivered  in  her  thin,  shiny  suit  as  she  moved  against 
the  chilly  November  wind,  but  her  cheerful  face  shone  with 
bright  hopes  and  delightful  anticipations. 

The  poor  old  frame  house  did  not  look  so  happy.  It 
stood  lonely  and  neglected,  out  of  place  in  a  row  of  neat  brick 
homes.  When  people  passed  by,  when  the  neighbors  came  out 
of  their  houses  and  looked  at  it,  it  did  its  best  to  shrink  up, 
and  hide  its  long,  unpainted  walls,  its  dusty  windows — not  all 
dusty,  however,  for  Mrs.  Hemp's  two  windows  shone  out  in 
sharp  contrast.  So  the  old  house  sheltered  her  lovingly,  as 
if  its  salvation  lay  in  her,  and  if  she  didn't  realize  it — well, 
that  was  her  fault. 

That  evening  Mrs.  Purnell,  tired  but  smiling,  came  home 
with  her  arms  full  of  tiny  bundles.  With  martyr-like  patience, 
she  stood  at  the  door  fully  five  minutes  before  Helen  slowly 
opened  it. 

"You  were  rather  slow,  dear.  Did  you  get  along  all  right? 
What  did  you  have  for  lunch?"  she  said  lovingly,  but  the  look 
of  discontent  on  the  child's  face  increased.  "Oh,  old  corn 
flakes,  of  course.     I'm  so  darn  sick  of  them." 

"Oh,  they're  good  for  you,  Helen,  I'm  sure,"  said  her 
mother  smilingly,  as  she  walked  through  the  musty  house. 
The  dust  almost  whirled  as  she  moved,  and  called  to  her 
deafened  senses,  "For  goodness'  sake,  let  me  out!  There's 
entirely  too  much  of  me  in  here  now.  Let  me  out,  do  you 
hear?"  But  Mrs.  Purnell  evidently  didn't  want  to  hear.  She 
threw  her  hat  and  coat  in  a  corner,  her  bundles  pellmell  on 
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top  of  them,  and  rolled  up  her  sleeves.  With  great  rapidity 
she  set  the  red  clothed  table  with  heterogeneous  dishes,  dumped 
unpeeled,  objecting  potatoes  into  a  pan  whose  outside  coat 
if  chemically  analyzed  would  have  revealed  what  delicacies 
had  been  cooked  in  it  in  the  past.  As  she  cheerfully  bustled 
about  her  husband  came  in  and  without  a  word,  sat  down  by 
the  stove. 

"Hello,  Dad,  are  you  hungry?"  she  asked,  beaming  upon 
him. 

"Well,  yes,"  he  replied,  and  as  if  her  question  had  given 
him  an  idea,  he  added,  "Is  supper  nearly  clone!" 

"Very  nearly."  she  responded,  picking  up  a  salt-cellar 
whose  salt  caked  sides  defied  you  to  declare  it  empty.  She 
shook  it  vigorously  without  result,  but  seemed  satisfied. 

"Goodness,"  she  exclaimed  a  minute  later,  "there  isn't 
a  speck  of  coffee.     Helen!     Helen!" 

"What  d'you  want?"  whined  the  girl. 

"Here's  fifteen  cents,  dear.  Run  around  to  Sawyer's,  and 
get  a  pound  of  coffee — ground,  mind,"  she  said.  "Hurry 
up.     Nearly  everything  else  is  done." 

Whereupon  Helen  sluggishly  shuffled  out  of  the  room, 
biting  a  strand  of  her  uncared-for,  straggly  hair. 

"Ho,  Mam,  supper  ready?"  called  a  young,  stentorian 
voice  while  the  front  door  banged. 

Immediately  a  change  came  over  Mrs.  Purnell.  She  be- 
came nervous  and  shook  all  over,  almost  dropping  the  dish 
of  potatoes.  Indeed  her  face  retained  its  pleasantness,  but  it 
was  a  pale,  weak  kind  of  pleasantness  after  all. 

"Almost,  dear.     All  but  the  coffee." 

"What's  keeping  the  coffee  back?"  growled  the  boy, 
entering  the  kitchen,  a  scowl  on  his  abnormally  homely  face. 

"Well,  well.  I — I— — ,  well,  you  see,  just  as  I  went  to 
make  it,  I  found  we  were  just  out  of  coffee,  and  I  had  to  send 
Helen  for  some,"  and  poor  Mrs.  Purnell  smiled  a  shaky  little 
smile  at  Percival,  and  then  nervously  dropped  on  the  floor 
the  hot  potato  she  was  skinning. 

"Well,  I  must  say  this  is  the   d est  place!     Supper 

never  ready,  and  not  half  cooked  when  it  is,  and  1  have  to 
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hand  over  my  hard-earned  dollars  to  pay  for  potatoes  for 
you  to  drop  all  over  the  floor ! ' ' 

And  all  the  while  the  sleepy-eyed,  chalk-faced  father  sat 
speechless,  watching  his  poor  little  wife  and  disagreeable  son 
with  a  lack-lustre,  curious  expression  on  his  face. 

Mrs.  Purnell  was  a  genius  in  her  own  small  way.  There 
she  sat  that  evening  at  a  wobbly  table  in  the  parlor,  smiling 
and  briskly  active.  Before  her  lay  her  paints,  brushes,  grimy 
rags,  and  several  photographs.  The  results  she  managed  to 
obtain  with  old  straggly  brushes  and  scraps  of  paint  in  little, 
overworked  color  cubes  were  marvelous.  She  worked  undis- 
turbed while  the  sickly  gas  light  glimmered  up  and  down 
the  shapeless  shreds  of  a  broken  mantle  in  its  admiration  for 
her,  and  the  shadows  bobbed  up  and  down  the  walls  in  their 
attempts  to  acquiesce  with  the  gas  lights.  Mrs.  Purnell 's 
dark,  homely  face  smiled  serenely,  her  chubby  hands  grasped 
brush  and  work,  and  her  elbows  tried  to  steady  the  wiggling 
table.  And  all  the  while  Percival  wickedly  teased  the  objecting 
Helen,  until  she  screamed,  and  in  a  short  time  they  were 
scrambling  on  the  floor,  shaking  the  gas  light,  the  table,  the 
room,  in  fact  the  whole  house.  Still  Mrs.  Purnell  worked 
quietly  on,  patiently  undoing  a  smeary  place  in  her  work, 
which  the  wrangling  had  caused. 

All  things  have  an  ending,  however,  and  the  turmoil  was 
stopped  by  an  unexpected  knock  at  the  parlor  door. 

"Come  in,"  called  Mrs.  Purnell. 

Mrs.  Hemp  entered  a  little  uncertainly,  but  Mrs.  Purnell, 
remembering  the  twenty  dollars,  beamed  upon  her. 

"Sit  down,  Mrs.  Hemp,  and  make  yourself  at  home." 

"Oh.  no,  I  can't,"  said  Mrs.  Hemp,  glancing  nervously  at 
Percival,  who  was  glaring  at  her.  "I  just  wanted  to  ask  if 
you  couldn't  be  a  little  more  quiet,  just  a  little  more  quiet, 
you  know.  I  wouldn't  ask,  but  Mr.  Hemp  has  a  severe  head- 
ache. 

With  a  snort  of  disgust,  Percival  rose  to  leave  the  room, 
but  Mrs.  Purnell  made  an  anxious  attempt  to  cover  his  action 
by  saying,  "I'm  very  sorry,  very  sorry,  but  he  ought  to  have 
quiet,  and  so  you  just  sit  down  while  I  show  you  some  of 
these  pictures.  Really  I've  had  so  many  big  commissions  lately 
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that  I  can  hardly  fill  them  all,"  and  she  gave  a  pleased  little 
laugh.  "This  is  Mrs.  Van  Emmett's  oldest  girl.  Dear,  isn't 
she?  You  know,  those  very  rich  Van  Emmetts.  This  is 
Mrs.  Carey,  that  banker's  wife,"  and  Mrs.  Purnell  handed 
Mrs.  Hemp  one  picture  after  another  with  proper  pride  in 
the  owner's  exalted  position.  But  Mrs.  Hemp  was  more 
interested  in  her  own  poeketbook  than  in  those  of  other  people, 
and  soon  left  Mrs.  Purnell  to  her  own  cheerful  cogitations. 

The  hoard  continued  to  grow  larger,  and  Mrs.  Purnell, 
more  cheerful  and  pleasant,  until  one  evening  a  month  or  so 
later.  The  little  busybody  sat  darning  her  threadbare  suit, 
laughing  pleasantly  whenever  some  new  worn  spot  glared  at 
her  reproachfully.  Opposite  her  sat  her  husband,  his  white 
face  almost  paler  than  his  white  moustache,  which  he  help- 
lessly twirled  between  his  fingers.  His  dull,  black  eyes  were 
fixed  on  his  wife,  and  he  watched  her  brisk  movements  with  a 
puzzled  expression.  She  looked  up  and  pointed  to  the  coat. 
"Just  look  how  shiny  the  elbows  are,  Henry.  I'll  soon  be 
able  to  see  myself  in  them,"  and  she  laughed  cheerfully.  Mr. 
Purnell  made  no  answer.  Not  even  a  look  of  comprehension 
passed  over  his  lifeless  face. 

Mrs.  Purnell  looked  just  a  trifle,  just  a  trifle  anxious. 
"What's  the  matter  with  you,  anyway,  Henry?  You  haven't 
had  anything  to  say  since  you  came  home,"  and  she  regarded 
him  with  a  kindly,  motherly  look. 

He  twirled  his  thumbs,  first  one  way  and  then  the  other, 
looked  blankly  at  the  ceiling,  the  four  walls,  the  furniture, 
anywhere  but  at  his  wife.  "Well,  well,"  he  began,  "well,  the 
fact  it — ahem — I,  well,  I've — lost  my  job." 

It  startled  Mrs.  Purnell  a  little,  this  unexpected  state- 
ment. Things  had  seemed  to  be  going  along  so  smoothly,  but 
her  face  cleared  in  an  instant,  and  Avas  as  bright  as  ever.  "Oh, 
well,  never  mind.  You're  making  too  much  of  it.  I  dare 
say  you'll  soon  find  something  else  to  do,"  and  she  laughed, 
albeit   a  little  uncertainly. 

"No,"  he  said,  "I'll  not.    I'm — I'm  a  back  number." 

Just   then   Percival   came   in,   noisily   slamming  the   door. 

"What's  up?"  he  asked. 
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"It  seems  that  your  father  must  look  for  another  position, 
Percival,"  answered  his  mother,  patiently. 

"Again?  Same  old  thing!  What  do  you  think?  That 
I'm  going  to  keep  the  whole  shebang?  If  so,  you'd  all  better 
get  that  idea  out  of  your  heads  and  d quick,  too." 

"Percival,"  put  in  his  mother  with  cheerful  pride,  "I 
don't  think  you'll  be  called  upon  to  keep  the  entire  family. 
You  express  yourself  a  little  too  loudly." 

He  paid  no  heed.  "Well,  if  Pap  didn't  insist  on  having 
white  collar  jobs,  he'd  have  work  sooner,  and  keep  it  longer. 

I'd  like  to  know  where  I'd  be  if "  but  the  rest  of  his 

reply  was  lost  as  he  went  out  of  the  room,  closing  the  door 
behind  him. 

Mrs.  Purnell  smiled  at  her  husband.  "Percival  has  a 
slight  temper,  but  he's  a  dear  boy,  after  all.  It  isn't  every 
boy  that's  in  bed  a  decent  hour  every  night.  Now,  is  it, 
Henry?"  she  finished  pathetically. 

Mrs.  Purnell  sat  one  morning  busily  painting,  but  her 
hands  were  not  working  more  rapidly  than  her  brain.  "Now, 
if  only  Mr.  Brown  gives  Henry  that  work,  we'll  soon  have 
enough.  How  happy  we'll  all  be  in  the  country,  and  won't 
we  enjoy  our  own  vegetables,  though?  Well,  well,  I  mustn't 
count  my  chickens  yet.  I  really  think  that  Philadelphia  man 
will  take  this  house,  and  we  could  begin  building  by  spring. 
I'll  have  two  cows  and  make  my  own  butter.     I'll  have  at 

least There  I  go  again.     But "    She  was  interrupted 

in  her  pleasant  musings  by  Mrs.  Hemp. 

"Will  you  show  me  the  lamKUy,  if  you're  not  too  busy?" 
she  said.  "I  don't  want  to  send  my  things  out  any  more,  and 
I  have  a  few  pieces  I  want  to  wash  this  morning." 

"Of  course,  come  right  along,"  and  she  led  her  roomer 
out  the  back  door,  and  off  the  porch  to  the  cellar  way.  The 
drop  doors  were  off  the  hinges  and  Mrs.  Purnell  raised  them 
with  difficulty.  The  opening  revealed  no  steps  but  a  rickety 
ladder  leaning  against  the  wall. 

"You'll  have  to  be  careful,  Mrs.  Hemp,  not  to  fall,"  said 
Mrs.  Purnell  apologetically.  "There  are  no  steps,  and  you 
have  to  go  up  and  down  the  step  ladder.     Percival,  he's  so 
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handy,  wanted  to  buy  lumber  and  build  steps  one  time,  but  I 
couldn't  see  that  I  could  ever  spare  the  money." 

Poor  Mrs.  Hemp  looked  distressed  and  frightened.  "I 
can  never  get  down  there.  I'm  sure  to  fall,  and  hurt  myself 
badly." 

"Oh,  you'll  get  over  that  feeling,"  said  Mrs.  Purnell 
optimistically. 

"Oh,  no,  I  won't.  I  don't  think  you  ought  to  let  repair- 
ing go  like  that.  Somebody  is  sure  to  get  a  bad  fall  some 
day,  Mrs.  Purnell,  and  be  injured  for  life,  too,"  and  Mrs. 
Hemp  turned  to  re-enter  the  house. 

"Well,  I'll  go  down  first,"  proposed  the  optimist,  "and 
I'll  help  you  down." 

Mrs.  Hemp  acquiesced  a  little  doubtfully,  and  Mrs.  Pur- 
nell put  her  foot  on  the  ladder.     "For  fifteen  ye "  she 

began,  but  the  instant  she  put  her  whole  weight  on  the  ladder 
it  slipped,   and  she  fell  heavily  on  the  cellar  floor. 

Mrs.  Hemp  was  distinctly  frightened,  but  with  great 
presence  of  mind  hurried  in  the  house  and  brought  out  a 
chair  to  help  Mrs.  Purnell  out,  but  she  was  too  late,  for  when 
she  came  back,  Mrs.  Purnell  had  replaced  the  ladder  and 
climbed  out  herself.  She  was  leaning,  pale  but  smilingly 
cheerful,  against  the  fence. 

"Are  you  badly  hurt?"  asked  Mrs.  Hemp.  "You  look 
ill.     I'm  going  to  telephone  for  a  doctor." 

"Oh,  no,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Purnell.  Don't!"  I've  had 
enough  of  doctor's  bills.  Besides  I'm  not  hurt.  Just  a  little 
shaken  up,  that's  all,"  and  she  started  for  the  door. 

Mrs.  Hemp  looked  distressed.  Mrs.  Purnell  surely  must 
have  hurt  herself  badly  in  some  way,  but  she  didn't  know 
how  to  gain  her  point. 

"Won't  you  let  me  give  you  something?"  she  asked  as 
she  helped  her  in  the  house. 

"Oh,  no,  never  mind.  I  have  some  whiskey  here.  I'll  take 
that,  and  I'll  be  all  right  in  the  morning."  Mrs.  Hemp  went 
upstairs,  and  Mrs.  Purnell  went  back  to  her  work,  but  she 
was  forced  to  give  it  up  and  lie  down.  She  was  shaky,  her 
head  ached,  and  there  was  a  pain  in  her  side.  The  next  morn- 
ing she  forced  herself  to  rise  and  continue  her  routine.     With 
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aching  side  but  smiling  face  she  donned  her  old  suit  and  unbe- 
coming hat  and  started  out.  With  cheerful  countenance  she 
braved  the  comments  her  appearance  caused  among  the  gossip 
groups  she  passed,  although  sometimes  she  could  hear  quite 
plainly,  "The  whole  family  works,  and  her  clothes  are  a  dis- 
grace. They  own  their  house,  too."  "The  almighty  dollar's 
her  religion."  "My,  but  she  must  have  a  goodly  hoard  some- 
where! It's  about  time  she  was  making  some  use  of  it!"  "I 
wonder  if  she  ever  expects  to  enjoy  her  savings?" 

For  a  week  Mrs.  Purnell  bravely  withstood  the  pain  her 
wrenched  side  gave  her,  but  one  morning  she  was  unable  to 
get  up.  "Henry,"  she  gasped,  trying  to  smile,  "I  guess 
you'll  have  to  get  a  doctor.    I  can't  possibly  get  up," 

"How  did  you  hurt  yourself  in  this  way,  Mrs.  Purnell?" 
asked  the  doctor. 

The  poor  woman's  face  flushed  crimson.  All  her  pitiful 
attempts  to  save  money  seemed  so  useless  and  foolish  now ! 
"I  fell  downstairs  last  Monday,"  she  answered  glibly. 

Dr.  Oscar  looked  dubious,  but  he  said  nothing. 

"My  dear  madam,  you  should  have  called  me  immediate- 
ly. You  would  have  been  well  by  now."  The  doctor  contin- 
ued, "but  I  fear  an  operation  may  be  necessary  now.  How- 
ever, rest  and  quiet  may  do  much.  You  must  lie  perfectly 
still." 

"Very  well,"  she  said,  wondering  why  she,  who  had 
always  been  so  active,  rather  enjoyed  the  prospect. 

Before  he  left,  Dr.  Oscar  questioned  Mr.  Purnell.  "What 
do  you  know  about  this  accident,  Mr.  Purnell?  How  did  it 
happen?" 

Mr.  Purnell  looked  about  him  helplessly.  "Well,  I  don't 
just  know.  I  didn't  know  she  had  fallen  until  yesterday," 
he  replied. 

Dr.  Oscar  suppressed  his  disgust  as  well  as  he  could. 
"Well,  keep  her  quiet,"  he  admonished.  "She's  overworked 
and  in  poor  condition,  so  there  may  have  to  be  a  very  slight 
operation.  Nothing  serious.  But  I  will  not  answer  for  the 
consequences  if  she's  annoyed,"  and  he  hurried  off. 

The  next  call  Dr.  Oscar  made,  he  found  Mrs.  Purnell  in 
a  cheerful  mood,  but  to  his  surprise  her  condition  was  much 
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worse.  "Mrs.  Purnell,  I  think  I  shall  have  you  taken  to  the 
hospital.  You'll  be  more  quiet  there.  I  think  the  noise  in 
this  house  has  been  too  much  for  you."  Dr.  Oscar  was  all 
the  while  listening  to  the  hilarious  racket  Helen  was  making 
in  the  parlor  with  several  playmates.  Just  then  the  three 
clattered  up  the  stairs  laughing  and  talking.  "Mama," 
exclaimed  Helen,  bursting  into  the  room,  but  she  got  no 
farther.  "Stop  all  this  noise,"  exclaimed  the  doctor  heatedly 
as  he  pushed  her  from  the  room,  "and  stay  away  from  your 
mother." 

"I  don't  mind "  began   Mrs.  Purnell  nervously,  but 

Dr.  Oscar  stopped  her  with.  "But  I  do." 

"Mr.  Purnell,"  he  said  later,  "I  find  that  operation  I  was 
speaking  of  is  necessary.  I  shall  remove  your  wife  to  the 
hospital  this  afternoon.  I  don't  think  she'll  be  in  there 
more  than  ten  days." 

"Very  well,"  said  the  husband,  and  that  was  his  only 
remark. 

' '  Mr.  Purnell, ' '  called  his  German  neighbor  two  days  later, 
"I  hear  your  wife  is  in  the  hospital.  How  is  she?" 

Mr.  Purnell  looked  blankly  at  the  woman  for  several 
seconds.  She— she's  all  right.  A  slight  operation.  That's 
all.     She'll  be  home  in  a  few  days." 

"Well,  I'll  have  to  go  and  cheer  her  up.  I'm  glad  it's 
nothing   worse." 

Everybody  who  chanced  to  ask  about  Mrs.  Purnell  got 
the  same  answer,  neither  more  nor  less,  and  the  dissatisfied 
gossipers  craved  for  more.  They  had  their  fill.  On  the  eighth 
day  Percival  did  not  go  to  work,  and  Helen  stayed  home 
from  school.  Mr.  Hemp  scrubbed  the  front.  Mr.  Purnell  came 
out,  looked  uncertainly  up  and  down  the  street,  started  in 
one  direction,  and  finally  walked  off  in  the  other.  Mrs. 
Schmidt,  the  German,  stuck  her  head  out  of  her  second  story 
window,  and  called  loudly  to  drown  the  noisy  barking  of  her 
three  poodles,  "Mr.  Purnell,  Mr.  Purnell!" 

He  stopped,  and  looked  back. 

"How's  the  missis  today?  I  think  I'll  go  to  see  her  today 
or  tomorrow."  He  looked  up  hopelessly.  "She's  dead,"  he 
said  tonelessly,  and  turned  to  go  up  the  street  again. 
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"Dead!"  exclaimed  the  woman.  "Dead!  Dead!"  re- 
echoed the  houses,  the  trees,  the  very  street,  "Dead!"  For 
once  the  old  frame  house  had  an  air  of  importance  that  even 
Miss  Purnell's  marriage  had  failed  to  give  it.  All  the  neat 
brick  homes  were  questioning  it  closely.  "Dead!  Isn't  it  too 
bad!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Schmidt.  And  that  is  the  general 
opinion.    "Isn't  it  too  bad — and  for  the  hoard's  sake,  at  that!" 

Gertrude  Levis  Frame,  '16. 


WAR  EXPERIENCES  IN  GERMANY. 


On  the  evening  of  July  28th  we  arrived  at  Munich.  After 
dinner  we  went  to  the  Lion  Palace  Hall,  a  large  and  popular 
place  for  music,  to  see  something  of  German  life.  During 
the  intermission  a  gentleman  of  striking  appearance  and  a 
voice  of  great  power  mounted  the  band  platform  and  deliv- 
ered, in  a  most  eloquent  manner,  a  patriotic  poem  which 
brought  forth  tremendous  applause.  The  big  crowd  then 
sang  the  National  Hymn.  We,  who  knew  a  little  German, 
were  able  to  gather  that  this  poem  had  something  to  do  with 
war,  but  none  of  us  dreamed  that  it  was  so  near.  The  next 
evening  we  went  to  a  public  ball  given  at  Wagner's  Hotel, 
where  we  were  told  there  would  be  dancing  by  Tyrolean 
mountaineers.  The  music  here  was  most  enjoyable,  as  the 
orchestra  was  directed  by  the  royal  bandmaster.  The  general 
dancing  was  indulged  in  by  the  mountaineers,  army  officers, 
young  doctors  and  so  on.  Everybody  was  gay  and  happy. 
There  was  no  war  spirit  present. 

The  following  evening  we  went  to  the  Odeon  Palace.  This 
is  usually  a  very  gay  place.  There  were  two  orchestras  there. 
We  arrived  about  ten  o'clock,  to  find  the  place  absolutely  de- 
serted. We  remained  until  midnight  and  in  all  that  interval 
not  another  couple  came  in.  We  asked  the  head  waiter,  who 
spoke  English,  the  cause,  and  he  said  it  was  because  there  was 
going  to  be  war. 

During  the  war,  at  different  times,  bulletins  were  posted 
around  the  city  for  the  public.       Great  and  anxious  crowds 
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were  always  to  be  seen  reading  them.  Our  best  translation 
was,  that  all  war  rumors  were  denied,  but  all  night  long  sol- 
diers marched  by  our  hotel  and  the  barracks  near  by  were 
busy  all  night.  During  the  day,  everything  seemed  quiet, 
and  we  kept  on  reading  the  quieting  bulletins.  On  July  31st 
we  reached  Dresden,  to  find  the  city  quiet,  although  there 
was  considerable  war  talk.  The  following  morning  while 
passing  a  church  we  were  told  a  wedding  ceremony  was 
being  performed  within,  the  groom  being  an  army  officer. 
This  circumstance  was.  full  of  interest  for  us.  A  royal  auto- 
mobile stood  in  front  of  the  church  and  we  were  told  that 
the  Crown  Prince  of  Saxony  was  within.  When  the  doors  of 
the  church  opened  the  Crown  Prince  came  out,  accompanied 
by  a  younger  brother,  then  followed  the  bride  and  groom  in 
tears.  This  seemed  most  unusual.  The  party,  including  the 
parents,  was  small  and  all  were  in  tears.  There  were  no 
church  decorations  and  no  awning.  Now  that  we  recall  this 
Avedding.  we  know  it  was  a  "war  wedding,"  and  the  groom, 
no  doubt,  left  his  weeping  bride  immediately  after  the  cere- 
mony. We  reached  Berlin  the  evening  of  August  1st.  All 
of  you  Americans  knew  then  that  Germany  was  at  war,  but 
we  did  not  until  we  reached  the  station  at  Berlin,  having 
been  held  up  in  the  yards  for  two  hours  owing  to  trains  of 
soldiers  going  out.  There  was  great  excitement  at  the  station. 
There  were  no  porters  to  handle  our  baggage,  so  we  did  it 
ourselves,  and  there  were  no  conveyances  at  hand  to  take  us  to 
our  hotel.  Finally  a  one-horse  carriage  came  and  a  regular 
mob  demanded  it,  but  we  were  successful  in  getting  it.  One 
of  our  party  rode  and  took  our  suit  cases.  The  rest  of  us 
walked,  and  rode  on  a  street  car  to  our  destination.  Our  hotel 
was  located  on  the  beautiful  "Unter  den  Linden" — and  our 
room  faced  the  street.  Men,  women,  boys  and  girls  walked 
up  and  down  the  street  all  night,  singing  "Die  Wacht  Am 
Pthein."  I  never  saw  such  enthusiasm.  We  soon  learned  that 
at  five  o'clock  August  1st  Germany  had  declared  war  on 
Russia. 

On  Sunday  morning  we  took  a  carriage  ride  through  part 
of  the  city  and  the  beautiful  "Tier  Garten."  The  city  is  so 
beautiful  and  so  finished.    I  attended  church.    On  my  way  out 
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I  entered  into  conversation  with  a  German  lady,  who  told 
me  she  was  going  to  the  palace  to  see  the  Kaiser  return  from 
his  daily  drive  and  invited  me  to  go  with  her.  This  seemed 
interesting  to  me.  The  street  was  lined  with  mounted  police 
for  blocks.  The  crowds  cheered  and  sang  continuously.  Par- 
ties of  women  called,  "Wehr  wollen  unser  Kaiser  sehn"  (We 
want  to  see  our  Kaiser).  After  waiting  for  almost  two  hours 
an  officer  told  us  the  Kaiser  was  too  busy  to  take  his  ride.  At 
four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  the  Kaiser  and  Kaiserin  rode 
down  the  avenue.  When  royalty  approaches  a  bugle  is  blown 
so  that  the  way  is  cleared.  We  had  a  good  view  of  this  won- 
derful man.  When  I  returned  to  the  hotel,  I  found  everybody 
in  a  state  of  intense  excitement.  The  situation  grew  more 
intense  every  hour.  The  hotel  proprietor  told  us  we  had  better 
get  to  England  as  soon  as  we  could  as  a  general  war  would 
soon  begin.  When  we  went  to  the  office  of  the  American  am- 
bassador to  get  our  passports  we  found  several  hundred  Amer- 
icans there  for  the  same  purpose.  The  embassy  also  advised 
us  to  get  out  as  soon  as  possible,  for  the  reason  that  the  rail- 
roads would  be  used  for  military  service,  beginning  Wednes- 
day. Directly  opposite  our  hotel  was  the  Russian  embassy. 
We  saw  the  Russian  ambassador  leave  for  the  station  in  an 
automobile  on  Sunday  afternoon.  Crowds  followed  him  for 
blocks,  hissing  and  pointing  their  umbrellas  at  him.  On  Sun- 
day evening  we  rode  on  top  of  an  automobile  bus  about  the 
city,  until  midnight.  There  were  great  crowds  everywhere. 
The  bus  had  to  stop  frequently  on  account  of  the  crowds  in 
the  street.  On  Monday  morning,  August  3,  we  arose  at  four 
o'clock  to  start  on  an  eventful  journey.  Our  tickets  read  to 
Cologne  and  down  the  Rhine  to  Weisbaden,  then  to  Paris. 
Our  goal  now  seemed  to  be  Cologne,  as  from  that  city  we 
could  easily  reach  the  frontier,  in  automobiles  if  necessary. 
Our  train  was  scheduled  to  leave  about  eight  o'clock.  W«" 
knew  there  would  be  considerable  difficulty  to  get  our  thir- 
teen suitcases  (our  party  numbered  thirteen)  and  ourselves  to 
the  train,  so  we  started  early.  There  wasn't  a  horse  or  a  taxi 
or  a  man  to  be  had.  When  our  guide  went  to  the  other  end 
of  the  city  to  get  our  tickets  stamped,  my  husband  found  a 
pushcart  and  a  boy.     The  cart  held  nine  suitcases,  so  four 
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were  continually  falling  off.  My  husband  pushed  the  cart 
most  of  the  way.  This  episode  seems  most  ludicrous  to  us 
now,  but  at  the  time  it  was  serious.  To  add  to  our  discomfort, 
the  rain  was  coming  down  in  torrents.  At  the  station  all  was 
confusion — suit  cases  were  piled  about  fifteen  feet  high.  Out- 
side in  the  rain,  soldiers,  ready  for  departure,  were  saying 
good-bye,  perhaps  forever,  to  their  mothers,  wives,  sweethearts 
and  children.  The  women  tried  to  be  so  brave  but,  frequently, 
when  the  loved  ones  boarded  the  train,  they  would  fall  in  a 
heap  on  the  floor.  The  sights  we  saw  were  pathetic.  Train 
after  train  filled  with  soldiers  left  the  station  and  it  was 
nearly  ten  o'clock  before  our  train  came.  In  our  compart- 
ment were  three  German  officers,  who  were  most  serious.  They 
realized  the  situation  of  the  Fatherland.  Their  advice  to  us 
was  not  to  go  to  Cologne,  but  to  stop  at  Hanover,  where  we 
would  be  safe.  Cologne,  they  said,  was  filled  with  soldiers 
and  possibly  fighting  was  already  going  on  there.  The  tower 
of  the  beautiful  cathedral  was  fortified  and  provided  with 
searchlights  for  aeroplanes.  We  reached  Hanover  about  two 
o'clock,  in  an  uncertain  and  troubled  state  of  mind,  being 
practically  without  money.  My  husband  went  to  the  banks 
to  get  express  checks  cashed,  but  could  not  find  any  bank 
that  would  cash  them.  He  then  went  to  the  office  of  the 
American  consul,  only  to  find  his  office  locked  up  tight,  with 
a  notice  on  the  door  that  he  would  be  back  at  five  o'clock. 
By  the  merest  chance,  he  heard  a  lady  say  in  the  consul 
building  that  the  Dresden  bank  would  cash  American  express 
checks.  So  we  got  money  to  get  us  into  Holland,  and  about 
five  o'clock  we  were  aboard  a  train  for  Amsterdam.  We 
made  frequent  stops  and  had  to  change  cars  several  times. 
The  trains  were  crowded  with  fleeing  Americans.  We  sat 
on  our  suit  cases  in  the  aisles  most  of  the  way.  At  the  last 
German  station  the  train  emptied,  one  car  at  a  time.  We  were 
marched  into  a  large  building,  where  we  were  examined  one 
by  one,  and  then  marched  back  to  the  train  between  two  lines 
of  soldiers.    Our  features  were  checked  against  our  passports. 

Cora  E.  Early. 
(Editor's  Note: — Mrs.  Early's   war   experiences   in  Eng- 
land will  be  given  in  the  November  issue.) 
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SUNSET. 


A  tint  of  blue  in  the  golden, 
A  glimmer  of  gold  in  the  blue, 

And  the   sun   at  rest 

Lies  low  in  the  west, 
And  the  stars  their  watches  renew. 

On  the  water  the  moon  lies  floating, 
And  the  waves  with  the  gold  beams  play, 

And  the  night  winds  blow, — 

But  the  stars  well  know 
They  must  fade  with  the  break  of  the  day. 

R.  L.  C. 
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The  Among  the  thousands  of  nameless  men  who 

World's  perish  daily  in  the  Great  War  perahps,  no,  prob- 
Loss.  ably,  the  world  is  losing  her  great  statesmen, 
writers,  scientists  of  the  next  generation !  We 
know  that  even  now  the  war  is  taking  from  us  many  men  of 
genius  who  no  longer  will  uplift  humanity  by  their  labors. 
Maeterlinck,  the  great  Belgian  writer,  has  joined  a  regiment. 
Kreisler,  the  violinist,  whom  we  hoped  to  hear  in  Pittsburgh 
this  winter,  was  killed  while  in  the  Austrian  army ;  Strauss,  the 
composer,  is  at  the  front ;  Dr.  Alexis  Carrel,  the  world-famed 
surgeon,  is  with  the  French  medical  corps;  many  other  men 
known  everywhere  for  what  they  have  accomplished  as  art- 
ists, musicians,  scientists,  authors,  are  serving  their  countries 
as  soldiers.  We  can  only  dimly  foresee  what  this  Avill  mean  in 
the  future.  Yet  it  is  a  significant  and  inspiring  fact  that  these 
great  men  have  not  hesitated  to  leave  their  homes  and  labors; 
have  not  considered  that  their  value  to  the  world  might  be 
greater  in  their  chosen  professions  than  as  common  soldiers, 
but  have  hastened  to  join  the  humblest  of  their  fellow  coun- 
trymen with  the  common  zeal  of  patriotism. 


Something  We  are   all   interested   in    personal    view- 

Coming,       points  of  the  war,  and  the  readers  of  the  Sorosis 
will  surely  appreciate  Mrs.  Early's  interesting 
articles  in  this  issue  and  the  next  relating  some  of  her  experi- 
ences.   There  will  be  another  war  article  also  in  the  November 
number,  which  we  are  sure  will  be  much  enjoyed. 
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Yes?  Why  not  have  some   individual   class   songs   by 

the  next  Color   Day,   girls?        Don't  you  think    we 
need  them? 


More  After  the  inspiring  Color  Day   exercises,   we 

Essays!  should  all  be  anxious  to  show  our  college  spirit. 
And  one  of  the  best  ways  in  which  to  show  our 
loyalty  to  P.  C.  W.  is  to  contribute  to  the  Sorosis,  so  that  it 
may  become  a  paper  of  which  every  girl  will  be  justly  proud. 
It  seems  that  there  are  always  enough  available  stories;  but 
poems,  and  more  especially  essays,  are  wanting.  The  feature 
which  distinguishes  a  college  paper  from  a  high  school  or 
preparatory  school  paper  is  the  presence  of  essays.  Although 
every  P.  C.  W.  girl  is  surely  able  to  write  an  excellent  essay 
(yea,  indeed,  an  essay  worthy  of  publication  in  the  Atlantic 
Monthly),  yet  this  duty  falls  particularly  on  the  students  in 
the  rhetoric  and  theme  courses. 

Get  busy,  girls,  and  fill  the  Sorosis  with  essays! 

L.  D.  L.,  '16. 


Dr.  McEwan,  of  our  board  of  trustees,  and  chairman  of 
the  committee  to  secure  a  new  president,  spoke  to  the  college 
on  Tuesday  morning,  September  twenty-ninth.  Dr.  McEwan 
was  a  great  friend  of  Doctor  Lindsay's  and  in  opening  his 
talk  he  referred  to  this  friendship  and  to  his  feelings  as  he 
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stood  in  Dr.  Lindsay's  place.  He  then  Avent  on  to  speak  of 
the  war  and  showed  us  the  utter  failure  of  material  things  to 
bring  about  peace.  He  encouraged  us  not  only  to  strive  for 
a  diploma  but  to  strive  more  to  be  honorable,  truthful,  un- 
selfish, and  thoughtful  because,  as  he  said,  the  more  of  this 
spirit  that  we  have  the  less  likely  it  is  that  our  land  will  ever 
be  engaged  in  war. 

The  pageant  which  the  College  is  to  give  to  celebrate 
its  forty-fifth  anniversary  has  been  indefinitely  postponed  be- 
cause of  the  late  arrival  of  Miss  Kerst,  who  has  charge  of 
the  programme.  Miss  Kerst  was  abroad  getting  ideas  in 
costumes  and  dances.  These  dances  are  all  ready  but  there 
are  yet  some  details  to  be  arranged. 

On  Friday  evening,  October  2,  Miss  Kerst  gave  a  very 
charming  talk  to  the  girls  and  their  friends  upon  her  experi- 
ences abroad  this  summer.  She  told  us  many  interesting  and 
thrilling  tales  of  the  war. 

The  Seniors  gave  a  dance  on  Friday,  September  25,  for  the 
school.  The  decorations  of  golden  rod  and  asters  carried  out 
the  class  colors,  as  the  refreshments  did  also.  Everyone  en- 
joyed the  dancing,  especially  as  the  new  dances  were  per- 
mitted. 

October  16  the  party  for  the  residence  of  both  houses 
will  be  given.  The  entertainment  is  in  charge  of  the  Berry 
Hall  girls. 

October  30  will  be  our  regular  Hallowe'en  party.  It  is 
time  now  to  get  ideas  for  your  costume. 

The  vesper  services  on  October  4  were  in  charge  of  Miss 
Ely.  She  gave  a  very  interesting  talk  on  "Lessons  from  the 
Salem  Fire." 

Our  laundry  is  progressing  beautifully.  It  has  now  gotten 
as  far  as  brick  and  mortar,  but  Miss  Drais  is  still  anxious. 

The  college  has  lately  received  a  collection  of  two  hun- 
dred books  from  the  personal  library  of  Dr.  Lindsay.     These 
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books  have  been  put  into  separate  book  cases  and  will  remain 
at  the  college  as  a  lasting  memorial  of  our  former  president. 
The  books  are  very  valuable  and  the  student  body  are  cer- 
tainly grateful  to  Dr.  Lindsay's  family  for  this  remembrance 
of  him.  In  no  more  fitting  way  could  they  have  erected  a 
memorial  to  him  than  by  giving  the  student  body  access  to 
these  books  which  Dr.  Lindsay  used  himself  and  which  he 
loved. 

The  furnishings  of  the  President's  office  were  also  a  gift 
to  the  college  of  Mrs.  Lindsay  and  this,  too,  we  appreciate 
and  value  highly. 

On  Monday,  October  5,  the  "  baby  Freshmen"  were  enter- 
tained in  the  gymnasium.  The  dear  children  first  made  them- 
selves beautiful  dresses  out  of  newspaper,  with  which  they 
arrayed  their  persons.  The  gym  was  supposed  to  represent 
a  playground  and  four  efficient  playground  teachers  were  on 
hand  to  direct  the  simple  games  that  the  children  took  such 
delight  in  playing.  Of  course  they  were  inclined  to  be  unruly, 
but  the  experienced  teachers  quieted  them  by  telling  them 
simple  fairy  stories  which  their  infant  minds  could  readily 
grasp.  They  were  then  served  with  "hot  dogs"  and  buns 
and  in  compliment  to  their  babyish  tastes  "lollypops. "  Now 
wouldn't  you  have  liked  to  be  there? 

Miss  Wallace,  dean  of  Constantinople  College  for  Women, 
and  sister  of  our  own  Miss  Wallace,  spoke  to  us  on  Thursday, 
September  24.  She  told  us  of  her  own  college  and  tried  to 
impress  upon  us  that  we  are  not  very  different  from  the  girls 
in  her  own  school.  She  also  told  us  that  the  Turk  is  not  a 
blood-thirsty  individual  who  wishes  to  take  the  life  of  every 
Englishman  he  sees,  but  that  he  is  always  a  courteous,  well- 
behaved  gentleman.  She  then  put  on  the  street  costume  of 
a  Turkish  girl  and  took  us  with  her  for  a  friendly  call.  We 
certainly  enjoy  hearing  from  other  colleges  and  we  are  even 
more  interested  when  we  hear  from  a  college  in  such  an  inter- 
esting place  as  Constantinople. 

October  9  was  going  home  week  for  the  house  girls. 
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Saturday,  October  3,  the  Alumnae  Association  held  their 
fall  business  meeting.     This  was  followed  by  a  social  tea. 

Mrs.  Harriet  Ford,  of  Florence,  Italy,  gave  us  an  inter- 
esting talk  on  "The  Effect  of  the  Present  War  Upon  the 
Woman's  Suffrage  Question." 


ORGANIZATIONS. 


The  Y.  W.  C.  A.  meeting  on  Wednesday,  September  30, 
was  devoted  to  reports  of  Eagles  Mere. 

The  Mandolin  Club  has  begun  its  work  for  the  fall.  We 
have  many  new  girls  and  we  have  hopes  for  a  large  club. 


ATHLETIC  ASSOCIATION. 


The  tennis  courts  are  lively  spots  these  days !  The  tour- 
nament is  progressing  rapidly  and  its  course  is  being  eagerly 
watched  by  everyone. 


STUDENT  GOVERNMENT  ASSOCIATION. 


September  was  a  busy  month  for  us.  This  year  the  Seniors 
have  undertaken  the  care  of  the  Freshmen,  to  be  a  big  sister 
to  them  for  advice! 

Every  girl  should  know  all  of  the  school  songs  by  this 
lime.    We  need  more  school  spirit  and  singing  will  develop  it. 

September  23  was  Association  Day.  All  organizations 
open  to  general  membership  gave  a  short  sketch  of  their  plans 
for  the  year.  Every  new  girl  should  identify  herself  with 
some    organization. 

September  30  was  Color  Day.  This  year  the  ceremony 
took  place  out  of  doors.  The  Class  of  1919  in  both  college 
and  Dilworth  Hall  were  given  their  class  colors,  the  yellow 
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and  white  and  the  brown  and  gold.  We  were  glad  to  see  the 
class  spirit  shown.     How  about  some  class  songs,  now? 

We  are  getting  along  splendidly  in  regard  to  Chapel  at- 
tendance and  quiet  in  the  library.  There  are  a  few  "don'ts," 
however  that  will  bear  looking  into.  Don't  No.  I — When  you 
are  through  with  a  book  don't  leave  it  on  the  table.  Please 
return  it  to  its  shelf. 

Don't  No.  II — The  library  is  not  intended  for  a  short  cut. 
Use  the  stairs! 

Don't  No.  Ill — Save  your  confidences  for  the  dens  and 
reading  room;  use  the  library  for  study. 

Don't  No.  IV — Don't  forget  the  sign  on  the  library  door. 
Remember  your  neighbor. 

Glee  Club  is  not  progressing  as  well  as  it  should.  Girls, 
remember  it's  up  to  you  to  make  the  club  a  success  or  failure 
this  year!     Put  a  little  more  interest  into  your  singing! 


ALUMNAE  NOTES. 


Mrs.  Simmons  (Lilla  Greene)  '09,  of  Troy,  New  York, 
had  a  baby  in  June. 

Mrs.  Albert  Boyd's  (formerly  Edith  Allison,  '09)  second 
child,  born  August  9,  is  a  little  girl.  Mrs.  Boyd  is  now  living 
in  Akron,  Ohio. 

Mary  Savage,  '14,  is  now  librarian  at  Western  Theological 
Seminary  in  place  of  Helen  Craig,  '13,  who  has  resigned. 

Alas!  Marjorie  Boggs,  '14,  has  given  up  her  ambition  of 
teaching  the  young  idea  how  to  shoot. 

We  are  sorry  to  hear  of  the  death  of  Frances  Neil,  one 
of  our  former  students. 

The  Alumnae  Association  held  a  meeting  at  the  college 
October  3.     It  was  followed  by  a  social  hour. 

Miss  Breed,  Dean  of  Margaret  Morrison  and  President  of 
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the  Alumnae  Association,  has  returned  home  after  some  trying 
experiences  in  Europe. 


PERSONALS. 


Great  consternation  and  dismay  reigned  in  the  Senior  den 
a  few  days  ago.  A  coat  had  mysteriously  disappeared  which 
no  amount  of  searching  would  disclose.  Squads  of  girls  scat- 
tering in  different  directions  examined  every  nook  and  corner 
of  the  college,  but  no  coat  appeared.  Finally,  after  even  the 
faculty  had  been  eyed  with  suspicion,  it  was  thought  best  to 
report  the  loss  to  the  proper  authorities  and  let  the  law  take 
its  course.  As  it  happened,  before  the  plan  was  carried  out, 
one  member  of  the  Senior  class  was  discovered  to  be  missing 
from  the  consultation.  Knowing  her  inclinations,  a  hasty 
trip  was  made  ot  the  laboratory.  There  to  the  indignation  of 
all  present  sat  the  offender  innocently  (?)  taking  notes  and 
comfortably  enveloped  in  the  coat.  In  the  class  meeting 
which  followed,  "ostracism  without  warning"  was  unanimous- 
ly decided  upon  for  the  next  such  offense. 

Mary  Jeffery  was  absent  for  a  few  days  during  the  second 
week  on  account  of  sickness. 

The  class  in  the  History  of  the  Drama  entertained  a  visitor 
a  few  days  ago.  He  seemed  very  much  interested  in  the 
girls,  but  when  the  lecture  began,  to  the  intense  amazement 
and  wonder  of  all,  he  crawled  under  a  chair  and  slept  soundly 
for  an  hour. 

The  Senior  parlor  proudly  displays  new  decorations  and 
rejuvenated  furniture.  An  invitation  to  visit  her  is  extended 
to  less  fortunate  friends. 

The  alarm,  now  prevalent,  that  the  world  will  soon  come 
to  an  end,  must  have  reached  the  Seniors.  Their  plans  for  the 
way  in  which  the  last  few  minutes  are  to  be  spent  were  over- 
heard, and  'tis  rumored  that  one  honorable  Senior  (if  truth 
must  be  told  the  most  honorable  Senior)  defies  Death,  if  only 


THE       SOROSIS  25 

her  kid  curlers  have  had  time  to  perform  their  function  before 
he  arrives. 

The  Seniors  have  an  occasional  tea  party  in  the  den.  The 
little  brass  tea  kettle  is  still  in  fine  condition  and  though 
some  of  the  china  is  rather  dilapidated,  nobody  cares  in  the 
least. 

Friday,  October  16,  Grace  Davies  and  Virginia  Morris 
will  give  a  tea  for  the  Seniors  in  the  den. 


JUNIOR    OBITUARIES. 


The  Juniors  have  considerately  turned  their  den  into  a 
morgue  so  that  faculty  and  students  may  pursue  their  tasks 
in  peace.  They  expect  a  vote  of  thanks  from  the  faculty  in 
the  near  future. 

Mr.  Putnam  (in  the  Drama  class) — "There  sat  the  devil 
with  his  tail  and  all  the  little  imps  running  in  and  out  of  it." 

Heard  in  Y.  W.  C.  A. — "The  wife  of  one  of  the  prophets 
was  unsuited  to  him,  and  he  had  a  sad  life." 

The  occupants  of  the  Morgue  are  at  present  keeping  a 
close  watch  on  their  Melba's  health.  She  recently  indulged 
in  a  club  sandwich  at  a  restaurant  where  they  are  notorious 
for  causing  ptomaine  poisoning. 

Lost — A  perfectly  respectable  "Votes  for  Women"  sign. 
Kindly  return  to  the  Morgue. 

The  Juniors  are  delighted  to  see  their  honorary  member, 
Miss  Kerst,  back  again.  They  hope  she  Avill  soon  visit  the 
college  Morgue. 

Miss  Brownson  (Bible  B.) — Peterborough  Cathedral  is 
especially  interesting  to  us  because  Marie  Stuart  was  buried 
there  after  she  died. 
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Anyone  suffering  from  a  chilly  reception  at  the  Morgue 
will  please  remember  that  ice  and  a  cool  atmosphere  are 
necessary  for  the  preservation  of  cold  meat. 

Miss  Brownson — "What  was  Petrarch's  father  doing 
then?" 

Elizabeth  McClelland — "I  think  he  was  dead,  so  I'm  not 
sure." 

Miss  Brownson — "  What   did   Boccaccio  write?" 
Ada  Spriggs — "Prose  and  poetry." 

Miss  Brownson — "Tell  me  about  Laura  and  Petrarch." 
Leila  Hill — "Well,  in  his  life  he  didn't  see  much  of  her." 

Miss  Brownson — "Boccaccio  is  a  modern  story  teller." 

Miss  Brownson — "Mary  Stuart  was  buried  there  after  her 
death." 

Miss  Nichols — "How  can  we  remember  that  the  harbor  is 
on  the  left?" 

Mary  Stratton— "H L." 


BRILLIANT   FRENCH   TRANSLATIONS. 


Katherine  Myers — "Miss  Lydia  proposes  to  civilize  the 
bears  of  the  mountains." 

Annetta  Marks — "The  colonel  tightened  the  hand  of  the 
lieutenant." 

Martha  Crandall  (Reading  the  prophecy  of  a  murder)  — 
"You  shall  see  a  meat  market." 

Lillian  Fisher — "Only  then  Miss  Nevil  noticed  that  he 
had  two  eyes." 
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FRESHMAN  NOTES. 


We're  here!  1918!  Forty-seven  strong !  Our  appearance 
in  the  Sorosis  last  month  was  merely  by  name — not  even  a 
little  not  telling  where  our  summer  had  been  spent — so  we're 
using  that  space  now  to  introduce  ourselves.  We're  at  a  dis- 
advantage in  having  met  for  the  first  time,  but  don't  worry, 
we've  all  had  delightful  summers  and  can  boast  of  house 
parties.  Chautauqua  and  all  the  rest !  Some  were  missed  in 
listing  the  class :  Dorothy  Minor,  Pittsburgh,  Pa. ;  Marion 
Ulrich,  Ben  Avon.  Pa. ;  Charlotte  Hunker,  Bellevue,  Pa. — and 
we  sincerely  hope  that  those  few  Sophomoes  who  were  num- 
bered in  our  ranks  appreciate  the  honor. 

On  Friday.  September  25,  our  first  class  meeting  was  held 
for  the  purpose  of  electing  officers.  Miss  Coolidge  presided. 
The  following  officers  were  elected: 

Miss  Olive  Wolf President 

Miss  Ruth  Logan.  .  .  .Vice  President 
Miss  Florence  Yonkins . .  .  Secretary 

Friday,  October  2,  a  second  class  meeting  was  held  to 
complete  the  organization.  The  only  election  was  that  of 
treasurer — Miss  Dorothy  Minor. 

We  are  glad  to  welcome  to  our  class  a  sister  from  far-off 
India,  Miss  Kamala  Cornelius,  and  hope  that  she  will  find 
college  all  that  one  could  possibly  hope  it  to  be. 

"Of  all   sad   words   of  tongue   or  pen, 
The  saddest  are  these:  'That  Freshman  den'!" 

E.   C. 


EXCHANGES. 


The  stories  in  the  June  number  of  "The  Pharetra"  are 
most  interesting.  The  poems  are  very  well  done,  especially 
"White  Faced  Heart."     The  Class  Hymn  is  beautiful, 


28  THE       SOEOSIS 

The  September  number  of  "Froth"  is  one  big  laugh. 
"Life"   needs   some   of   your   humorists. 

"The  Tartan"  must  be  very  interesting  to  "Tech"  stu- 
dents, for  it  surely  is  rich  in  school  news.  However,  its  only 
interest  to  outsiders  lies  in  its  exchanges,  which  are  short 
and  to  the  point. 

"The  Sorosis"  acknowledges  "The  Franklin"  for  July 
and  September,  a  small  paper  but  worthy  of  notice. 

"The  Sorosis"  acknowledges  also  "The  Westminster 
Holcad." 

*       #       *       *       * 

The  Worst  of  All. 

"What  is  worse  than  having  the  earache  and  the  toothache 
at  the  same  time?" 

"Having  the  rheumatism  and  the  St,  Vitus  dance  both 
at  the  same  time." — Ex. 


Big  Bill— "Well,  old  man,  you're  looking  fine.     Back  in 
good  condition?" 

Scrubby — "No,  sir,  I  passed  'cm  all  this  time." — Ex. 


Varsity  Wit. 

Hotel  Clerk — "I  found  that  'Not  to  be  used  except  in 
case  of  Fire"  placard  which  those  college  boys  stole  out  of 
the  corridor." 

Manager — "Where  did  you  find  it?" 

Clerk — "They'd  nailed  it  up  over  the  coal  bin." — Ex. 


"The  hours  I  spent  in  'prep'  they  were 
As  but  a  pleasant  dream  to  me? 
And  now  I  think  of  nothing  but 
My  verdancy,  my  verdancy." — Ex. 
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What  Next? 

Friend — "When  your  son  is  through  college  what  is  he 
going  to  do?" 

Provider — "Can't  tell  yet.  He's  attending  a  co-ed  insti- 
tution and  is  booked  for  an  usher  for  the  next  three  years." 
—Ex. 
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with  it  a  guarantee  of  effort  and  satisfaction.  For 
this  number  of  years  we  have  been  fitting  success- 
fully thousands  of  people  with  glasses.  The  fact  that 
we  have  been  succesful  leads  us  to  believe  that  our 
method  is  right.  We  examine  the  eyes  thoroughly 
free  of  charge.  We  design  the  glasses  specially  for 
each  case  and  we  make  them  in  our  own  perfectly 
equipped   shop.     We  guarantee   results. 
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Our  New  President 


At  the  regular  fall  meeting  of  the  trustees  of  the  College, 
John  Carey  Acheson,  LL.D.,  president  of  the  Kentucky  Col- 
lege for  "Women  at  Danville,  Ky.,  was  elected  president  to  fill 
the  vacancy  made  by  the  death  of  Dr.  Lindsay. 

He  belongs  to  the  old  Acheson  family,  of  Washington,  Pa., 
widely  and  honorably  known  throughout  Western  Pennsyl- 
vania for  their  intellectuality  and  achievements  in  the  learned 
professions.  In  1900,  Dr.  Acheson  married  Mary  Virginia 
Berry,  daughter  of  Dr.  Thomas  F.  Berry,  of  Louisville,  Ky. 
She  is  a  graduate  of  Oxford  College,  Ohio,  and  also  a  leader 
in  educational  work. 

Dr.  Acheson 's  experience  as  a  teacher  began  with  Centre 
and  Caldwell  College.  He  was  principal  of  the  Harrodsburg 
Academy  for  three  years,  and  from  there  was  called,  in  1902, 
to  the  presidency  of  Caldwell  College,  of  Danville,  Ky.,  which 
later  became  the  Kentucky  College  for  Women.  During  the 
twelve  years  of  his  presidency  it  was  developed  into  the  lead- 
ing women's  college  in  Kentucky.  Under  his  skilled  direc- 
tion and  labors  its  academic  standard  and  material  equipment 
were  brought  to  a  degree  of  excellence,  far  in  advance  of  that 
obtained  at  the  beginning  of  his  administration. 

Although  indefatigable  in  his  chosen  field  of  education, 
his  broad  sympathies  and  varied  activities  were  not  wholly 
circumscribed  by  his  duties  as  president  of  a  woman's  college. 

He  also  took  a  very  active  interest  in  the  civic  and  re- 
ligious advancement  of  his  adopted  state.  He  was  appointed 
by  the  Governor  a  member  of  the  Board  of  Commissioners  of 
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the  Kentucky  School  for  the  Deaf,  and  is  serving  his  second 
terra  as  secretary  of  that  Board.  He  is  a  member  of  the  Ken- 
tucky and  the  Southern  Educational  Associations,  and  various 
other  organizations  of  a  literary  character. 

Dr.  Acheson  was  equally  prominent  as  a  lay-leader  in 
the  religious  work  of  the  state.  A  member  of  the  Y.  M.  C.  A. 
since  his  boyhood,  and  an  active  worker  in  its  ranks,  he  be- 
came familiar  with  every  phase  of  its  activities  and  develop- 
ment. It  was  the  natural  result  of  his  intelligent  conception 
of  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  work  and  his  unusual  fitness  for  leadership 
that  he  was  made  chairman  of  the  State  Executive  Committee 
of  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  in  Kentucky.  Through  holding  that  office 
for  several  years  he  became  well  known  throughout  the  state 
and  was  popular  as  a  speaker  on  association  problems  at  con- 
ferences and  conventions  and  at  local  anniversaries.  He  was 
also  for  three  years  vice  president  of  the  International  Con- 
vention of  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  of  North  America. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Acheson  will  arrive  in  Pittsburgh  during 
the  Christmas  vacation.  Dr.  Acheson  will  assume  his  new 
presidential  duties  with  the  re-opening  of  school  in  January. 
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TEACHING  FOR  ISABELLA 


Mother  wakened  me  at  six  o'clock  with  the  information 
that  Isabella's  cold  was  worse,  and  she  would  not  be  able  to 
go  to  her  school.  The  day  before  Isabella  had  found  it  neces- 
sary to  wade  through  snow  to  her  knees  in  order  to  get  home. 
Accordingly,  she  was  sick  and  incapacitated  for  teaching. 

As  soon  as  I  saw  mother  I  knew  what  she  wanted.  She 
stood  looking  down  a  me,  a  half  smile  on  her  face,  a  half  ques- 
tion in  her  eyes.  I  always  know  mother  wants  something  of 
me  when  she  looks  at  me  like  that. 

"So  you  want  me  to  teach !"  I  said,  sitting  up  in  bed. 

"Why  yes,  Sarah,  you  know  you  could  do  it  nicely,  and 
Isabella  is  at  a  loss  to  know  whom  to  get.     The  sub  is  sick." 

I  sighed.  How  could  I  help  it !  Mother  hadn't  the  least 
idea  what  teaching  school  would  mean  to  me.  It  would  mean 
not  merely  getting  up  in  the  cold  immediately,  but  tramping 
through  three  feet  of  snow  for  two  miles  into  the  country,  to 
face  a  bunch  of  kids  whom  it  scared  me  green  even  to  think 
of. 

"But  I  don't  know  a  thing  about  teaching,"  I  advanced, 
trusting  I  had  hit  the  trail  to  salvation. 

"Nonsense,  Sarah,  it  doesn't  really  matter  if  you 
teach  them  a  great  deal — it  only  matters  that  you  are  there. 
It  will  mean  three  dollars  to  you,  besides,  it  will  not  be  hard  to 
teach  a  primary  grade." 

I  trusted  mother  was  right.  I  would  at  least  take  the  risk. 
If  the  truth  is  to  be  told,  I  had  a  far-away,  faint  desire  to  earn 
three  dollars.    I  had  never  made  a  penny  in  my  life,  and  some- 
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times — at  extremely  rare  moments — I  was  ashamed  of  it — a 
sign  of  the  stirring  within  me  of  the  spirit  of  the  modern  wo- 
men, I  suppose. 

Mother  wrapped  me  up  as  though  I  might  be  steering  for 
the  pole.  I  made  a  picture  of  a  considerable  size  and  quality, 
as  I  stepped  out  into  the  cold.  I  wore  a  hug-me-tight,  a  fur 
coat,  plus  furs,  and,  the  most  important  by  far,  a  pair  of  high 
gum  boots, — mother  had  insisted  upon  my  wearing  then. 

It  didn't  require  a  long  time  for  me  to  discover  that  mother 
had  known  what  she  was  about.  The  hug-me-tight,  the  coat, 
my  furs  and  boots  alone  kept  alive  the  vital  spark  within  me. 
Long  icicles  hung  from  the  branches  of  the  trees,  the  snow 
lay  deep  on  the  ground,  a  pure  white,  as  yet  unspotted,  and 
so  hard  it  crunched  beneath  your  feet. 

The  walking  wasn't  altogether  bad  in  the  town,  but  when 
I  reached  the  open  country  it  was  a  different  story.  The  road 
lay  unbroken,  except  for  a  few  carriage  tracks. 

Bravely  I  plunged  in,  trying  to  walk  in  the  tracks.  Such 
floundering !  I  had  never  been  made  to  walk  the  toe  line  for 
being  pigeon-toed,  as  Isabella  had,  consequently,  I  found  it 
impossible  to  walk  in  one  straight  line,  especially  in  those 
heavy,  wide  boots.  Into  the  snow  I  went,  two  feet  deep,  now 
on  one  side,  now  on  the  other.  Desperately  I  lunged  ahead, 
my  coat  held  out  of  contact  with  the  snow.  Once  I  overbal- 
anced, rolled  over,  and  picked  myself  up,  a  huge  snow-ball  in- 
termixed with  cinders. 

What  hardships  endured  for  the  cause  of  education !  In- 
deed, I  was  just  beginning  to  consider  myself  a  beacon  light 
for  posterity,  when  a  difficult  and  embarassing  proposition  as- 
sailed me.  Just  what  methods  should  I  employ  as  an  edu- 
cator? I  knew  well  enough  that  A  B  C's  were  no  longer  in 
vogue,  but  unfortunately,  I  did  not  know  what  were.  My 
sister  used  neither  a  chart  nor  the  alphabet — the  basis  of  my 
own  education.  Isabella  had  spent  several  summers  at  Chau- 
tauqua, studying  Primary  Methods. 

Well,  if  the  kiddies  didn't  know  their  A  B  C's,  I  would 
teach  them — they  ought  to  know  them. 

I  reached  the  school  about  half-past  eight.  It  was  a  little 
one-roomed,  one-storied,  red  brick  building. 
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I  entered  and  must  have  resembled  a  great,  grizzly  bear. 
The  school  had  been  opened,  I  supposed  by  the  new  janitor — 
Isabella  had  said  there  was  a  new  janitor.  The  fire  in  the  big 
radiator  had  been  started,  but  as  yet  the  chill  had  hardly  been 
removed. 

Five  or  six  children  were  gathered  about  the  fire,  the  little 
things  trying  to  toast  their  hands  and  feet.  Their  cheeks  were 
as  round  and  red  as  apples.  My  entrance  created  quite  a  com- 
motion. They  all  stared  at  me — if  they  were  not  frightened, 
they  were  slightly  startled. 

But  there  was  nothing  about  the  children  to  arouse  fear 
in  me,  as  I  had  anticipated  (little  did  I  then  know  them).  I 
smiled  upon  my  charges  as  sweetly  as  possible,  and  said: 

"I  am  Miss  Isabella's  sister.  Miss  Isabella  is  sick,  and 
she  sent  me  to  teach  today." 

I  drew  off  my  big,  grizzly  coat  and  attacked  my  boots. 

Probably  the  fact  that  I  was  Isabella's  sister  alleviated 
matters,  probably  I  looked  less  ravenous  without  my  coat. 
Whatever  the  cause,  the  children  seemed  relieved,  and  after 
a  long  stare,  one  or  two  of  them  smiled. 

The  others  soon  began  to  arrive,  bundled  tightly  against 
the  cold.  I  helped  them  off  with  their  wraps,  changing  their 
appraising  stares  slowly  into  smiles  of  confidence. 

I  was  getting  along  capitally. 

Suddenly  things  started  happening. 

One  child  with  yellow  curls  broke  into  tears,  after  gazing 
at  me  for  a  few  moments.  Perhaps  the  poor  little  thing  was 
cold — her  face  and  hands  were  red.  I  went  to  her,  put  my  arm 
across  her  shoulder — a  habit  of  my  first  teacher — and  inquired 
into  her  trouble. 

"I — I — I  want  Miss  Isabella,"  came  the  answer  in  sobs 
that  rose  higher  and  higher. 

I  didn't  enjoy  it  very  much. 

"Don't  cry,"  I  said,  trying  to  comfort  her.  "You  know 
she  isn't  here,  so  what's  the  use  of  crying?" 

Strangely  the  child  redoubled  her  lamentings. 

At  a  loss  to  know  how  to  proceed,  I  glanced  helplessly 
around.  At  my  elbow  stood  four  little  boys,  who  exclaimed 
in  unison: 
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"Please,  may  we  sharpen  the  pencils?  please!" 

Sharpen  pencils !  Did  Isabella  allow  those  infants  to 
handle  a  knife? 

"No,  you  will  cut  yourselves,"  I  said. 

There  was  an  emphatic  shaking  of  heads  and  looks  of  ex- 
treme disappointment. 

"No,  we  won't  cut  ourselves,  Miss  Isabella  lets  us." 

"Go  ahead  then,"  I  said,  "if  Miss  Isabella  lets  you  do  it, 
it's  all  right."  And  just  there  I  made  my  first  tremendous 
mistake. 

I  turned  towards  the  back  of  the  room,  and  three  more 
children  confronted  me  there. 

"Please,  may  we  cut  the  papers?" 

"No,  just  take  your  seats." 

"Miss  Isabella  lets  us,"  came  the  rejoinder.  I  was  already 
becoming  rather  weary  of  my  sister's  name. 

"Well,  go  ahead,  and  do  it  as  quickly  as  possible."  I  didn't 
know  what  they  were  intending  doing,  or  why,  but  just  so 
they  wouldn't  trouble  me. 

The  little  girl  with  the  yellow  curls  still  sobbed  for  Isa- 
bella. Ten  of  the  children  were  occupied  with  sharpening 
pencils  and  cutting  rectangular  slips  of  paper — to  be  used  how, 
I  knew  not.  A  few  were  at  their  desks,  the  others  around  the 
fire. 

At  a  quarter  to  nine  I  rang  the  school  bell,  and  called  the 
pupils  to  order.  But  the  yellow  haired  brat  still  sobbed.  It 
was  maddening!  What  could  I  do?  Suddenly  I  wras  inspired. 
There  was  a  poke  of  chocolate  candy  in  the  pocket  of  my  coat. 

I  went  to  my  coat,  extracted  two  chocolate  chips,  and  tri- 
umphantly  carried  them  to  the  sobbing  child. 

And  it  worked  like  a  miracle !  Isabella  was  soon  forgot- 
ten in  her  new  interest. 

I  returned  to  my  desk,  now  ready  for  work.  I  had  de- 
cided to  have  them  sing  the  first  thing.  I  looked  out  upon  a 
sea  of  troubled  faces.  The  children  had  become  serious  and 
grave,  and  the  faces  of  a  few  twitched  dangerously. 

We  will  sing  'America,'  "  I  said. 

"One,  two,  three,  start !"  and  I  led  off  in  a  good  soprano. 
But  only  one  tiny  voice  joined  me,  at  the  end  of  the  sec- 
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ond  phrase — the  little  girl  with  the  yellow  curls,  who  sang 
with  a  mouthful  of  candy,  "us  li-bar-ty." 

Then  an  idea  suddenly  struck  me.  Could  it  be  possible 
that  the  other  children  would  also  like  some  candy  ?  Certainly, 
that  was  it.  Here  was  mutiny,  pure  and  simple.  But  I 
couldn't  whip  them  into  obedience — Isabella  never  whipped 
her  children.  The  only  thing  for  me  to  do  was  simply  to  pass 
around  my  poke  of  candy.  Which  I  did.  Then  the  school 
sang  "America,"  their  youthful  voices  fairly  ringing  with  love 
of  country.  George  Washington  and  Abraham  Lincoln  on  the 
front  wall  seemed  to  nod  from  their  frames  in  strong  approval, 
— or  was  it  only  my  imagination? 

I  decided  to  read  the  Bible  next.  The  new  code  had  some 
law  concerning  reading  it  in  the  public  schools,  but  I  wasn't 
certain  what  it  was.  Teachers  were  either  to  read  less  than 
ten  verses  or  more  than  ten;  and  they  were  either  to  explain 
them  or  not  to  explain  them.    I  knew  that  much,  but  no  more. 

I  chose  the  more  reasonable  and  logical  procedure.  Cer- 
tainly the  law  must  require  more  than  ten  verses  to  be  read, 
the  more  the  better,  it  seemed  to  me.  Accordingly,  I  read  five 
chapters  of  Revelations.  And  certainly  the  law  must  require 
an  explanation  by  the  teacher.  Revelations  had  always  at- 
tracted me  as  a  kind  of  mystery — fairy  story.  I  explained  it  as 
such  to  the  children,  and  ended  with  a  story  which  I  invented, 
based  largely  upon  what  I  had  read  to  them. 

I  did  not  know  what  rightly  followed,  but  supposed  it 
would  be  proper  to  call  the  "A"  class. 

"  'A'  class  rise,"  I  said,  with  the  imperative  tones  of  a 
teacher. 

One  child  stood  up,  while  eleven  hands  waved  in  the  air. 

Something  was  evidently  wrong. 

"Why  doesn't  the  'A'  class  rise?"  I  said. 

"The  Sunbeams  come  first.  Miss  Isabella  always  has  them 
first,"  came  a  half-score  of  voices. 

The  Sunbeams  !    What  and  where  were  they? 

"Well,  let  the  Sunbeams  come  forward  then." 

And  I  waited  eager  to  see  the  bright  side  of  that  school 
room. 

Six  little  boys  and  girls  wriggled  off  of  their  seats  and 
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stood  up.  Some  of  them  were  not  much  more  than  babies, 
little  plump  things  with  dimples  and  curls,  little  boys  with 
big  brown  eyes.     But  still  they  waited. 

"One,  two,  three,  march,"  I  said,  happily  guessing  the 
trouble. 

The  children  marched  to  the  front  of  the  room,  and  faced 
the  blackboard,  on  which  rat,  cat,  mat,  etc.,  were  written  in  a 
long  column. 

I  pointed  to  the  words.  They  were  written  thus :  rat,  cat, 
mat.  I  expected  the  children  to  speak  common,  ordinary  Eng- 
lish. But  they  didn't.  I  never  heard  rat  pronounced  as  those 
Sunbeams  accomplished  it.  It  sounded  like  rrrr-a-t — rat.  I 
have  later  learned  that  it  is  the  phonetic  method  of  spelling. 
But  I  didn't  like  it — it  required  an  expenditure  of  too  much 
trouble  and  breath  for  nothing. 

"Stop !"  I  commanded.  "I  want  you  to  say  rat,  not  that 
nonsense.    Say  rat." 

"Rrrr-a-t — rat,"  half  the  class  repeated. 

"I  told  you  I  wanted  you  to  say  rat,"  I  said  severely,  "rat, 
remember — nothing  else." 

The  Sunbeams  looked  kind  of  worried  for  children. 

"What's  wrong?"   I  demanded. 

From  the  rear  of  the  room  an  explanation  was  offered. 

"Miss  Isabella  doesn't — ." 

"Will  you  kindly  not  speak  without  permission?"  I 
snapped,  glancing  sternly  at  the  culprit.  "And  if  you  mention 
Miss  Ieabela's  name  again,  I'll  punish  you." 

I  couldn't  stand  it  any  longer.  I  likewise  decided  to  dis- 
miss the  Sunbeams  for  the  time  being;  half  of  them  were  at 
the  point  of  tears,  and  I  hadn't  any  more  candy. 

I  glanced  around  the  room  and  was  surprised  to  discover 
the  hands  of  half  of  the  children  waving  in  the  air. 

The  next  half  hour  I  was  assailed  with  requests  and  ques- 
tions. I  excused  fully  a  dozen,  and  tried  my  best  to  fulfil  the 
wants  of  the  remainder.  They  were  numerous  and  varied. 
Some  were  too  cold  and  wanted  to  sit  by  the  fire;  two  were 
hungry ;  one  child  had  a  new  baby  brother ;  and  most  of  the 
rest  entered  complaints  against  their  neighbors;  two  of  the 
oldest  started  to  offer  me  suggestions  as  to  Isabella's  peda- 


THESOROSIS  13 

gogical  methods,  but  were  cut  short  by  something  that  they 
must  have  seen  in  my  face. 

It  wasn't  very  warm  in  the  room.  I  wondered  where  the 
janitor  was  keeping  himself.  Surely  the  teacher  wasn't  ex- 
pected to  tend  to  the  fire. 

I  then  gave  the  children  a  recess  of  fifteen  minutes — I 
could  still  vividly  recall  my  own  school  days.  I  don't  believe 
Isabella  must  have  been  giving  them  recess  during  the  winter 
for  they  seemed  very  much  surprised. 

When  I  called  school  to  order  again,  it  was  after  11  o'clock. 

I  summoned  the  "A"  class  to  rise,  and  this  time  it  obeyed. 

"One,  two,  three,  march."  And  the  class  marched  to  the 
back  of  the  room,  carrying  their  First  Readers. 

I  inquired  the  lesson,  took  a  First  Reader  from  my  desk, 
and  commanded  the  child  at  the  head  of  the  class  to  read, 
when  a  loud  and  mighty  howl  from  the  left  of  the  room  caused 
the  walls  to  shake.  Following  the  first  came  a  second,  not 
quite  as  vehement. 

Two  of  the  Sunbeams  were  in  trouble.  They  were  rub- 
bing their  heads  and  looking  daggers  at  each  other  between 
screams. 

"What's  wrong?"  I  asked. 

A  double  battery  followed. 

"I  want  to  know  what's  wrong,  or  I  can't  help  you." 

"He-he-boo  hoo-he  hit  me,"  sobbed  the  little  girl. 

"No,  I  didn't — she  hit  me." 

"I  want  the  truth,"  I  said  sternly. 

"He-hit  me — " 

"No,  I  didn't,  she  did." 

That  was  all  I  could  learn  from  them.  I  turned  to  little 
Jane  of  the  yellow  curls,  sitting  across  the  aisle. 

"Can  you  tell  me  just  what  happened?"  I  said. 

Jane's  eyes  were  big  and  serious. 

"Yes,  they  bumped  each  other.  Daisy  turned  and  Willie 
bumped  her  head." 

A  simple  case  of  head  bumping.  That  was  all — but  it 
wasn't. 

"I  didn't  bump  her  head,"  Willie  wailed.  I  could  have 
spanked  him,  but  instead  I  gently  laid  my  hand  on  his  head. 
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"No,  of  course  not.  You  bumped  each  others'  heads,  that's 
all." 

Willie  quieted  and  peace  was  again  restored. 

I  glanced  at  the  clock — half-past  eleven.  I  had  formerly 
made  a  resolution  that  if  ever  I  taught  school  I  should  dis- 
miss at  11  :30  in  the  morning,  and  at  3  :15  in  the  afternoon. 

I  sent  the  children  home  and  settled  down  near  the  fire 
to  my  lunch.  And  I  felt  I  had  earned  it — the  first  time  I  had 
ever  experienced  such  a  sensation.  About  ten  of  the  pupils 
had  brought  their  lunches  from  home.  These  sat  around 
me  and  devoured  every  mouthful  that  I  took.  Several  inquired 
if  I  had  any  more  candy.  I  refused  to  answer,  for  the  day 
was  only  half  over  and  it  was  the  best  policy  not  to  let  them 
know  I  was  lacking  in  ammunition. 

The  pupils  returned  all  too  soon.  In  the  interim  I  had 
made  a  few  resolutions.  I  was  going  to  run  the  school,  the 
school  was  not  going  to  run  me. 

Sharply  at  one  o'clock,  I  rapped  the  desk  with  a  ruler 
three  times,  and  commanded  perfect  silence. 

"Children,"  I  said  in  firm  tones,  "listen  carefully  to  what 
I  am  going  to  say.  If  any  one  in  this  school  mentions  Miss 
Isabella's  name  this  afternoon,  he  will  be  severely  punished. 
Don't  forget." 

The  children  all  looked  sort  of  grave  and  anxious.  It 
was  exactly  what  I  wanted. 

I  picked  up  a  book,  when  suddenly  I  heard  a  noise  at 
the  door.  I  turned  quickly.  In  the  doorway  stood  a  man 
of  medium  height.  His  face  was  red,  and  he  had  a  dark  green 
muffler  around  his  neck.     It  must  be  the  janitor  at  last. 

"Good  afternoon,"  the  man  said  in  a  big  voice,  "it's  a 
cold  day,  isn't  it?    Isn't  it  rather  cold  in  here  for  the  children?" 

The  consummate  nerve  of  the  fellow ! 

"You're  the  new  janitor,  aren't  you?"     I  said. 

The  man  stupidly  gazed  at  me  instead  of  answering. 

I  went  on : 

"Well,  will  you  then  kindly  tend  to  the  fire??  I  have 
been  expecting  you  all  morning,"  I  couldn't  resist  adding. 

The  man  continued  to  stare  at  me  for  another  moment 
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I  didn't  know  I  was  that  attractive.  Then  he  laughed.  He 
laughed ! 

I  was  furious.  What  was  there  to  laugh  about?  Was 
it  particularly  funny  that  the  poor  little  children  had  been 
made  to  suffer  from  the  cold  all  morning?  Finally  the  fellow 
summoned  together  enough  wits  to  go  about  his  business.  He 
removed  his  overcoat,  hung  it  and  his  hat  on  a  nail  and  then 
went  to  the  store.  Somehow  he  looked  rather  decent.  I  might 
have  admitted  that  he  was  a  rather  good-looking  janitor  if 
he  had  not  laughed  at  me.  I  paid  him  no  further  attention, 
but  went  ahead  with  my  work. 

I  read  the  school  the  story  of  the  shepherds  watching 
their  flocks  by  night. 

"Now  I  will  tell  it  in  my  own  words,"  I  said,  when  I  had 
finished. 

A  loud  crash  came  from  the  rear  of  the  room.  The  stupid 
man  had  dropped  the  poker,  and  was  staring  at  me  again, 
with  a  rather  peculiar  expression. 

I  turned  away,  and  continued  my  teaching.  I  retold  the 
story  of  the  shepherds,  and  then  by  way  of  interesting  them 
and  developing  their  imaginations,  I  added  something  I  had 
once  read  in  a  magazine.     It  was  about  Judas. 

"And  children,"  I  said,  "among  those  shepherds  was  a 
man  called  Judas — the  bad  man  who  later  sold  his  Master  for 
thirty  pieces  of  silver.  He  was  the  only  shepherd  who  didn't 
hear  the  angels  sing.  He  was  sleeping,  and  wouldn't  waken 
when  the  other  shepherds  called  him. 

I  felt  the  janitor's  eyes  on  me. 

"Pardon  me,  Miss  Jordan,"  he  said,  "but  do  you  always 
explain  what  you  read?" 

"How  are  the  children  going  to  understand  unless  I  do?" 
I  returned  rather  sharply.  He  should  be  shown  his  place.  He 
was  new  and  apparently  didn't  yet  know  it. 

"Do  you  object  if  I  remain  in  the  room?"  he  asked  with 
a  semblance  of  meekness.  But  it  wasn't  meekness,  because 
his  eyes  were  twinkling. 

"Certainly  not,"  I  said.    "I  want  you  to  tend  to  the  fire." 

"What !"  he  exclaimed.  "Do  you  always  have  your  jani- 
tors remain  in  the  room  during  school  hours?" 
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The  man  didn't  know  anything ! 

"Certainly.  You  are  supposed  to  tend  to  the  fire  when- 
ever it  requires  care." 

He  remained  silent,  retired  to  a  corner,  seated  himself 
in  a  chair  there,  and  leaned  comfortably  back  against  the  wall. 

I  next  called  the  sunbeams.  As  in  the  morning  they  per- 
sisted in  saying  rrrr-a-t — rat  instead  of  plain  rat.  I  deter- 
mined they  should  pronounce  correctly,  and  after  strenuous 
efforts  I  was  rewarded  with  success.  The  sunbeams  con- 
sumed  three-quarters  of  an  hour. 

I  had  hardly  noticed  the  janitor  for  the  same  length  of 
time.  But  now  I  happened  to  glance  in  his  direction,  and  I 
received  something  like  a  shock.  He  wore  spectacles  and 
looked  like  a  different  man.  And  he  had  a  pad  of  paper  in 
his  hand,  and  he  was  taking  notes — so  it  appeared. 

The  children  had  been  growing  restless  for  the  last  half 
hour ;  hands  waved  in  the  air,  and  petitions  poured  in  as  in 
the  morning. 

Jane,  of  the  yellow  curls,  started  weeping  again.  She 
was  an  aggravating  little  thing. 

"What's  wrong,  Jane?"  I  asked  gently — some  people  you 
have  to  speak  to  gently. 

"I — I'm  hungry,"  she  sobbed. 

"Why,  Jane,  didn't  you  have  your  dinner?" 

"Y-yes — but  I'm  hungry." 

Yes,  for  candy,  but  I  didn't  have  any  to  give  her. 

"Jane,"  I  said  firmly,  "stop  your  crying  instantly.  You're 
not  hungry — you  just  had  your  dinner." 

I  might  have  known  from  my  experience  of  the  morning 
that  it  was  no  use.  If  Jane  ever  married  she  would  certainly 
know  how  to  manage  her  husband.  It  would  be  no  use  to 
punish  her ;  it  would  only  make  matters  worse.  Suddenly  an 
idea  seized  me. 

I  glided  back  to  the  man  in  the  corner,  and  asked  in  a 
low  voice  if  he  had  any  pepsin  chewing-gum. 

"What?" 

"Have  you  any  pepsin  chewing-gum?" 

"Why — why — yes,  I  have.  I  use  it  for  indigestion  after 
meals,"  he  added,  rather  apologetically. 
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"Will  you  please  loan  me  a  stick?" 

He  removed  his  spectacles,  reached  in  his  pocket,  brought 
forth  a  package  of  gum,  and  clumsily  separated  a  stick  for  me. 

"Thank  you,"  I  said.  "It's  for  that  child.  It's  the  only 
way  you  can  quiet  her." 

He  gave  me  a  look  that  made  me  feel  as  though  someone 
had  sentenced  me  to  life  imprisonment,  or  something  else  as 
bad.     I  suppose  he  hated  to  part  with  the  gum. 

The  medicine  worked,  as  I  had  anticipated.  I  took  care 
to  inform  the  rest  of  the  school  that  they  needn't  expect  any, 
as  I  hadn't  any  more. 

"Miss  Isabella  doesn't "chimed  in  a  tiny  voice,  but  it 

stopped  suddenly  at  the  danger  in  my  eyes. 

I  called  the  A  and  the  B  classes — their  first  recitations 
of  the  day.  I  had  them  read  out  of  their  primers.  Both  classes 
had  a  habit  of  reading  whole  sentences  to  themselves  first, 
and  then  looking  off  their  books,  and  saying  them.  I  didn't 
approve  of  it. 

"When  you  read,  look  at  your  book,"  I  commanded. 
"Don't  read  it  first  to  yourselves  and  then  say  it  to  me.  It 
isn't  polite." 

I  soon  broke  them  of  the  habit.  Isabella  had  certainly 
neglected  to  teach  her  pupils  a  great  deal  that  they  ought 
to  know. 

Somehow  the  afternoon  went  more  quickly  than  the  morn- 
ing. I  helped  the  children  into  their  wraps  and  sent  them 
home  at  3  :15. 

When  I  returned  into  the  room,  the  janitor  was  putting 
on  his  overcoat. 

"Miss  Jordan,"   he   said,   "will  you  let  me  drive  you   to 

C ?     I  have  a  few  things  I  would  like  to  discuss  with 

you." 

I  was  surprised. 

"What?  Have  you  a  horse  and  carriage?  I  didn't  know 
you  lived  there." 

"I  don't,  but  it's  on  my  way.  The  walking  is  bad,  and 
I  am  going  that  way." 

"Thank  you,"  I  said  smiling.  I  could  afford  to  be  gra- 
cious.    The  day  was  over,  and  my  three  dollars  assured. 
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I  got  into  my  thing's,  leaving  my  boots  behind  for  Isa- 
bella to  bring  home.  The  man  fixed  the  fire,  and  then  we 
started. 

At  the  door  we  ran  into  a  little  colored  man,  as  black 
as  coal,  but  with  gray  hair. 

"Pardon  me,  but  who  are  you?"  I  asked.  "And  what  are 
you  doing  here?"     It  was  my  duty  to  find  out. 

The  man  was  dumb  for  a  moment. 

"What  I'se  doin'?"  finally  he  exclaimed,  "why  I'se  de  new 
janitor." 

I  stared  speechless,  thunderstruck.  The  man  at  my  side 
was  laughing.     I  hated  him. 

A  moment's  silence  followed.    It  was  broken  by  the  negro. 

"What   you   doin'   ere?" 

I  have  always  upheld  the  theory  that  negroes  are  beasts. 

"I  am  the  teacher's  sister  and  I  taught  for  her  today," 
I  said  haughtily,  and  passed  out  the  door,  and  down  the  path, 
the  stranger  following. 

I  believe  the  colored  man  was  bowing  copiously,  and  ex- 
claiming, "Bress  de  Lord,"  or  something  of  that  sort. 

The  stranger — janitor  of  a  moment  before — helped  me 
into  the  carriage  which  had  been  standing  outside  the  school 
all  afternoon,  unnoticed  by  me. 

I  couldn't  yet  meet  his  eyes,  because  I  knew  he  was  laugh- 
ing. I  was  half  raving.  I  felt  like  tearing  something  or  some- 
body to  threads.  Who  was  he  anyhow,  to  come  into  my  school 
and  to  let  mc  order  him  around  as  I  had  done? 

I  glanced  at  him  defiantly. 

"Well,  I  said,  "I  am  sorry  I  took  you  for  the  janitor,  but 
it  was  your  own  fault." 

"Yes,  I  acknowledge  that,"  he  answered.  It  was  fortu- 
nate that  he  was  not  meagre,  pale  and  acidulous.  "You  see 
I  looked  the  role — that  was  not  your  fault." 

"No,  I  couldn't  help  it,"  I  blundered.  "I  mean,  you 
couldn't  help  it."  Instantly  I  saw  my  mistake.  "I  mean — 
I  mean — " 

"Never  mind!"  he  laughed.     "I  think  I  understand." 

We  drove  on.     The  day  had  become  warmer,  and  the 
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snow  was  melting.     I  was  at  least  thankful  that  I  need  not 
tramp  through  it. 

"You  were  teaching  for  your  sister,  I  heard  you  say?" 
the  man  said  after  a  while. 

"Certainly!     Did  you  think  I  was  the  teacher?" 

The  man  nodded  and  smiled.  I  didn't  think  the  smile  ex- 
actly necessary. 

"Yes,  I  did,"  he  smiled  again.  "I  heard  the  school  was 
a  model  one,  and  I  was  anxious  to  visit  it." 

"Oh,"  I  exclaimed,  "is  that  what  you  were  doing,  visit- 
ing?    Well,  I  think  you  might  have  come  another  day." 

The  man  said  nothing. 

In  a  few  moments  we  drove  up  to  our  door. 

The  stranger  hunted  in  his  vest  pocket,  and  drew  out 
a  card. 

"I  believe  I  neglected  to  introduce  myself,"  he  said. 

I  took  the  card  and  nodded.  The  man  raised  his  hat 
and  drove  on. 

I  tucked  the  card  into  my  muff,  and  hurried  into  the 
house  out  of  the -cold.  I  was  never  so  tired  in  my  life,  and 
never  so  happy  to  be  home.  I  threw  myself  into  a  chair  be- 
fore the  fire.  Then  I  remembered  the  card.  I  drew  it  from 
my  muff  and  read  in  engraved  letters : 

"Samuel  Hodson,  Superintendent  of  Public  Schools  of 
Mifflin  County." 

The  new  county  superintendent !  Isabella  had  been  dread- 
ing that  man's  visit  ever  since  school  started. 

R.  L.  C. 


WHAT  I  SAW  OF  THE  WAR  IN  LONDON 


A  month  before  England  declared  war,  we  left  London 
for  the  Isle  of  Wight.  It  was  a  beautiful  afternoon ;  the  sub- 
urbs were  gay  with  tennis  parties  and  men  and  girls  in  white. 
At  Portsmouth,  one  takes  the  little  steamer  for  the  island. 
Its  deck  was  already  crowded.  For  just  a  mile  away  lay  the 
British  fleet  in  review.     The  king  was  expected  in  an  hour 
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and  Sunday  would  bring-  many  guests.  Our  path  went  di- 
rectly through  the  lines.  Mile  upon  mile  of  dreadnaughts 
in  perfect  formation,  with  here  and  there  a  tiny  craft  darting 
from  one  to  the  other.  Five  hundred  dreadnaughts  super- 
dreadnaughts,  submarines  and  cruisers — a  city  of  destruction. 
To  the  most  people  on  the  island  it  was  merely  a  stupendous 
display,  but  on  Monday  morning  when  they  steamed  to  sea, 
they  were,  then,  under  sealed  orders.  At  Lynton  we  first 
realized  a  little  of  what  was  to  come ;  it  still  seemed  improb- 
able that  England  could  be  involved,  but,  at  all  events,  Lon- 
don was  the  safest  spot.  The  season  was  over  in  London 
and  that  suffices  to  change  it  from  a  great  metropolis  to  a 
quiet  town,  but  there  was  in  addition  a  tenseness  of  atmos- 
phere. The  hotel,  especially,  which  is  frequented  by  army 
officers  and  their  wives,  was  silent  and  filled  with  groups  of 
grave-faced  men  talking  war.  There  was  no  gold  in  circu- 
lation; cheques  were  valueless  for  the  time  being;  but  the 
hotel  accepted  them  without  a  word.  The  Ritz  refused  every- 
thing but  gold  and  for  the  first  time  in  my  life  I  was  glad 
I  wasn't  at  that  hostelry.  We  were  told  that  the  menu  would 
be  reduced.  At  once  I  fancied  all  London  dining  on  crackers 
and  cheese.  When,  however,  the  reduction  proved  but  the 
elimination  of  one  meat  course  out  of  three,  famine  didn't 
press  too  sorely !  The  standard  American  program  for  the 
day  would,  for  at  least  the  first  week  in  September,  be  like 
this :  Arise  at  ten,  and  partake  heartily  of  breakfast,  entirely, 
it  would  appear,  at  the  manager's  expense ;  take  a  bus  for 
the  Savoy  Hotel,  where  the  "Stranded  Americans'  Committee" 
was  to  be  found,  being  meanwhile  extremely  careful  to  avoid 
over-zealous  taxi  drivers :  Count  out  two  pennies  from  your 
fortune  of  two  shillings  and  a  sixpence,  and  at  the  Strand 
alight  and  follow  the  crowd.  One  lorn  lady,  on  the  first  day 
after  she  had  reached  London,  proceeded  to  the  American 
express  office.  A  block  or  so  away  she  met  a  man  grinning. 
"There  it  is !"  he  said.     "They've  been  coming  all  day." 

At   the  Savoy,  the  committee  used   the  ball-room.     On 


THE     SOROSIS  21 

three  sides  were  tables  and  platforms.  First  one  must  sign 
the  register.  Another  table  was  devoted  to  the  immediate 
help  of  those  who  were  absolutely  penniless.  A  third  had  charge 
of  the  boat  sailings.  Every  three  minutes  a  steerage  or,  per- 
haps, a  second  class  ticket  was  called  and  at  once  sold.  When 
that  lost  its  novelty,  the  Cunard  office  was  sure  to  be  inter- 
esting. All  conversations  from  refugee  dowagers  began  thus : 
"My  dear,  we  were  in  Germany."  "My  dear,  I  have  just  come 
from  Paris."  Some  of  the  crowd  expected  a  bomb  any  min- 
ute. One  morning  a  sudden  crack  of  thunder  sent  one  lady 
into  nervous  prostration  (temporarily).  Next  to  the  Cunard 
office  on  Cockspur  street  are  the  handsome  premises  of  the 
Hamburg-Amerika  Company.  Its  green  marble  exterior  was 
completely  boarded  up  and  a  card  attached  read,  that  owing 
to  present  conditions  the  office  would  be  closed.  The  Eng- 
lishman is  not  a  fanatic  and  I  wonder  if  that  building,  had 
the  tables  been  turned,  would  have  remained  unmolested  on  a 
prominent  street  of  a  continental  city. 

After  several  days,  and  when  we  still  had  no  money,  the 
great  Southeastern  Railway  announced  that  as  a  favor  to 
Americans  it  would  cash  traveller's  cheques  to  a  certain 
amount.  It  was  an  advertisement,  but  it  was  a  good  one, 
and  I'm  sure  every  American  who  got  money  there  that  day 
will  cross  the  English  Channel  if  they  are  ever  there  again, 
in  none  but  a  Southeastern  boat. 

But  what,  one  may  wonder,  of  the  banks?  It  happened, 
on  the  day  of  August  when  England  declared  war,  that  all 
good  Britons  were  starting  for  a  holiday.  Banks  and  shops 
were  closed.  The  first  Monday  of  August  is  the  national 
bank  holiday.  It  really  saved  the  situation.  The  banks 
closed  for  the  day,  remaining  closed  for  five  days  for  the  first 
time  in  their  history.  At  the  end  of  that  time  paper  money 
was  issued.  One  army  officer,  pressed  for  money,  sought  out 
his  tailors.  Army  officers  have  a  reputation,  especially  the 
young  ones,  for  being  a  trifle  slack  about  debt  payments.  This 
gentleman  owed  the  tailor  for  two  suits.  Undismayed,  he 
asked  for  a  loan  of  several  pounds,  ordering  on  the  spot,  two 
more  suits  as  a  guarantee.  Rip  Van  Winkle,  in  the  form  of 
a  lady,  was  evidently  among  us,  for  she  was  seen  to  push  her 
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way  through  a  crowd  waiting  patiently  for  a  stray  steerage 
ticket  or,  perchance,  a  second  class,  and  announce  calmly,  "I 
want  one  first-class  ticket  please,  on  the  Mauretania !" 

Needless  to  say,  we  Americans  behaved  nicely,  and  the 
Times  deigned  to  say  a  word  in  behalf  of  us.  They  suggested 
the  opening  of  the  National  and  Tate  galleries  for  our  amuse- 
ment, which  in  due  time  happened.  An  art  more  apropos 
was  that  which  gave  vent  on  post  cards.  They  were  sold  on 
the  street  and  portrayed  the  English  bulldog  and  German 
sausage  in  one-sided  combat.  They  were  soon  repressed.  One 
day  a  daschund  appeared  on  the  Strand  bearing  this  announce- 
ment:  "I  am  a  fully  naturalized  British  citizen."  One  Angli- 
cized German  said  in  the  Times  that  henceforth  he  would  be 
known  not  by  his  name  Kuss,  but  Cuss.  To  be  really  Eng- 
lish, he  might  have  said  Custard. 

The  Regulars  left  within  a  day  or  so  after  the  fourth. 
It  was  known  one  day  that  on  that  evening  they  would  leave 
for  Belgium.  Nothing  more  was  known.  A  lady  at  the  hotel 
had  not  only  her  husband,  but  three  sons  at  the  front.  The 
ones  left  at  home  could  only  wait  patiently  and  sew.  Every- 
one sewed.  A  great  many  homes  were  equipped  as  hospitals, 
among  them  Eton  Hall,  the  home  of  the  Duke  of  Westmin- 
ster. The  Territorials  were  quartered  in  Hyde  Park  and 
marched  through  the  city  every  day.  New  recruits  were  drilled 
on  the  Temple  green.  It  was  very  sad  to  see  the  soldiers 
buying  blankets,  buttons,  thread,  but  they  received  good  at- 
tention from  the  fair  ones  behind  the  counter.  Aside  from 
many  news  bills  and  marching  soldiers,  all  London  went  about 
its  work.  The  press  urged  people  not  to  discontinue  theater- 
going as  otherwise  many  would  be  without  salaries. 

The  cinema  houses  showed  splendid  war  pictures,  which 
always  called  forth  tumultuous  applause.  Some  one  once  said 
that  the  Englishman  comprehends  no  humor.  But  at  least 
one  Cockney  knows  a  good  thing.  After  a  picture  showing 
British  troops  marching  had  been  received  with  enthusiasm 
and  a  story  film  thrown  on  the  screen  depicting  a  young  lady 
in  the  arms  of  a  "civilian,"  a  voice  down  front  in  Cockney  was 
heard  to  say,  "That's  nice,  too !" 

Janet  D.  Campbell,  '15. 
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HAPPINESS 


I  had  a  gem  beyond  compare 

Upon  a  summer  day ; 
But  'spite  of  all  my  jealous  care 

I  lost  it  on  my  way. 
The  jewel,  it  had  vanished; 

I  sought  for  it  in  vain. 
My  greatest  treasure  it  had  been ; 

I  mourned  its  loss  with  pain. 

While  on  my  search  I  met  a  man, 

His  back  with  bundles  bent. 
I  stopped  to  help  him  on  his  way, 

Forgetting  where  I  went; 
And  lo !  among  the  grasses 

I  saw  a  flash  of  light. 
I  left  hi.s  burdens  to  the  man ; 

It  was  my  jewel  bright. 

But  when  I  searched  'twas  still  in  vain ; 

I  saw  the  flash  no  more. 
The  gem  I  sought  was  gone  again 

Completely  as  before. 
I  ceased  my  weary  searching; 

I  heard  a  baby's  cry ; 
A  little  one  sat  weeping 

Where  I  was  passing  by. 

I  sat  me  down  to  play  a  bit 

And  dried  the  baby's  eyes. 
I  watched  joy  dawn  within  their  depths 

As  blue  as  summer  skies. 
And  as  he  beamed  and  dimpled, 

His  grief  forgotten  quite, 
My  jewel  lay  beside  me 

And  sparkled  in  the  light! 
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THE  WAR  IN  LONDON 


Continued  from  the  Last  Issue  of  The  Sorosis. 

On  our  arrival  at  the  Holland  frontier  the  train  was 
emptied  of  passengers  and  baggage.  The  baggage  was  ex- 
amined in  a  rather  perfunctory  way.  When  the  examina- 
tion was  completed  we  again  boarded  the  train.  We  reached 
Amsterdam  about  five  in  the  morning.  We,  of  course,  were 
awake  all  night  and  were  without  food.  At  Amsterdam  we 
drove  up  into  the  city  to  a  restaurant  which  seemed  to  have 
for  its  patronage  only  canal  men.  It  was  an  inferior  looking 
place  and  the  food  was  uninviting,  notwithstanding  our  hun- 
ger. At  seven  our  train  left  for  the  Hook  of  Holland,  and 
at  ten  we  were  on  the  boat,  sent  specially  for  this  train,  for 
Harwich,  England.  Everyone  on  board  waived  conventional- 
ity and  many  lay  on  the  floor,  any  place  to  sleep.  W7e  seemed 
all  alike — Americans  longing  for  the  Stars  and  Stripes.  We 
landed  at  five  and  reached  London  two  hou's  later  by  train. 

The  next  morning  I  hoped  to  treat  myself  to  a  breakfast 
in  my  room  and  a  good  rest.  Our  first  morning  greeting  was 
"Can't  serve  breakfast  in  the  room.  All  the  waiters  have  gone 
to  war.  Short  of  help.  Sorry,  Sir."  We  found  the  banks 
in  London  closed  from  Monday  until  Friday  to  prevent  a 
panic  which  would  have  resulted  from  runs  on  the  bank.  In 
the  meantime,  Parliament  passed  a  law  authorizing  the  issue 
of  fifteen  million  one  pound  notes,  which  relieved  the  financial 
situation.  During  these  days  the  Express  Company  gave 
only  ten  dollars  to  a  person.  The  lines  standing  at  one  express 
office  would  extend  two  and  three  blocks  with  two  and  three 
abreast. 

At  first  the  general  opinion  was  that  we  must  stay  in 
London  until  Christmas.  The  government  had  taken  over 
many  of  the  boats  for  the  transportation  of  soldiers.  With 
a  possible  long  stay  in  view  our  pleasures  were  confined  mostly 
to  riding  on  the  tops  of  buses.  After  a  week  conditions  im- 
proved and  our  return  on  time  seemed  sure,  so  we  treated 
ourselves  to  all  the  wonderful  sights  of  London.  The  English 
people  are  not  demonstrative  and  we  heard  no  enthusiastic 
war  news.     We  saw  regiment  after  regiment  march  by  and 
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not  one  cheer  or  wave  of  a  handkerchief  was  given.  It  was 
so  different  in  Germany.  In  Hyde  Park  we  saw  raw  recruits 
being  drilled.  We  saw  men  wearing  high  hats  standing  in 
line. 

We  sailed  from  Liverpool  on  the  Adriatic,  an  English 
steamer.  We  ran  without  lights.  A  canvas  was  drawn  over 
the  decks  at  six  every  evening.  The  port  holes  were  covered 
with  black  cloth.  Four  canon  were  mounted  on  the  deck, 
manned  by  navy  men,  and  two  British  men-of-war  accom- 
panied us  over.  One  preceded  and  the  other  followed.  We 
came  such  a  northern  route  that  for  a  while  we  thought  we 
would  be  landed  at  Halifax.  Our  trip  up  to  the  time  of  the  war 
was  enjoyable,  and,  though  we  were  obliged  to  shorten  our 
stay  in  Berlin  and  to  give  up  our  trip  down  the  Rhine  and 
Cologne  and  our  visit  to  Paris,  we  consider  we  have  had  a  most 
wonderful  experience,  having  been  in  two  countries  at  war 
with  each  other  and  having  seen  the  mobilizing  of  troops  in 
each. 

Cora  E.  Early. 


IN  THE  LAB 


Hello,  girls,  here  we  are  again !  Did  the  bell  ring  long 
ago?  I  had  to  see  Betty  before  I  came  up  about  going  to 
East  Liberty  and  didn't  hear  the  bell.  What?  Yes,  I'm  tired, 
too,  but  then,  aren't  you  glad  it  isn't  four  hours?  We're  to 
do  paramoecium  this  afternoon.  I  hope  I  can  locate  one 
sooner  than  I  did  that  vorticella.  Excuse  me,  dear  child,  that's 
my  microscope!  See  my  initials.  What  did  you  say,  Rachel? 
Yes,  I  have  two,  but  one's  broken.  And  now  for  my  crystal 
clear  drop  of  water !  I  don't  believe  there's  a  thing  here. 
Have  you  one  already?  Let's  see.  What  a  queer  animal! 
How  will  you  ever  draw  him?  He  has  some  shape.  Wait 
until  I  present  my  cherished  young  paramoecium  to  the  world 
before  you  talk.  Oh,  Miss  H — how  do  you  spell  "pseudopo- 
dium?"  I  thought  it  must  be.  Thank  you.  Is  this  little  dot 
the  micronucleus?  Oh,  dear,  my  eyes  are  tired.  Isn't  it  pretty 
out  of  doors?  Don't  you  wish  you  were  one  of  those  cows? 
I  am  beginning  to  agree  with — Kant,  is  it?    "Added  knowledge 
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brings  added  sorrow."  Don't  tell  me  Glee  Club  is  over  al- 
ready. Why,  we  haven't  done  a  thing  except  these  two  views. 
That  was  a  queer  song  you  were  practicing,  Amelia !  Well, 
it's  all  question  of  taste,  you  know.  Horrors !  My  family  has 
dried  up.  I  know  I'll  never  have  such  sweet  little  creatures 
again ;  but  here  goes !  That  is  some  drawing.  I  admire  your 
shading!  My  drawing?  Well,  I'd  hate  to  make  you  jealous, 
so  I  won't  show  it.  Oh,  Miss  H —  please  help  me.  This  one 
is  so  wriggly  that  he  won't  stay  focused.  There,  he's  gone 
again.  Are  you  girls  going  out  to  play  hockey  this  afternoon? 
Perhaps  I  will,  too,  if  I'm  not  too  tired.  Oh,  this  one  is  a 
vision !  He's  changed  shape  five  times  in  the  last  minute. 
And  as  I  live,  here's  a  Crustacea.  Do  come  and  see  him  kick. 
Bless  his  heart,  he  seems  a  little  annoyed  about  something. 
Yours  is  a  peach,  too.  Gracious,  mine  is  gone  again.  This  is 
an  eternal  quest.  Mercy,  Jinny,  why  the  wail?  You've 
smashed  yours  with  the  cover  glass?  Never  mind,  he's  not 
the  only  pebble  on  the  beach.  Don't  you  like  Ruth's  hair? 
I  wish  I  could.  Did  any  one  take  my  cover  glass?  I'm  sure 
I  left  it  here.  Humble  apologies,  it  was  in  my  case.  I'm 
nearly  through  labelling  his  parts  now.  Mercy,  that  can't  be 
our  bell?  Four  thirty?  Actually?  What  a  short  afternoon 
it  has  seemed,  to-day. 
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Our  New  People  have  been  talking  vaguely  for  a  long 

President     time  about  "our  new  president"  and  there  seemed 
so  little  hope  of  our  ever  seeing  him  that  we  were  coming  to 
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regard  him  as  a  myth  or  phantom,  manufactured  by  the 
Faculty  for  their  own  purposes.  But  at  last  we  learn  definite- 
ly that  Dr.  Acheson  is  the  man  who  is  to  head  the  college  and, 
though  we  have  only  seen  his  face  in  print  so  far,  we  are  very 
sure  that  we  like  his  looks  anyway.  We  realize  that  it  will 
be  rather  difficult  for  him  at  first,  coming  thus  into  strange 
territory  among  so  many  strange  faces ;  the  entire  student  body 
is  prepared  to  give  him  all  their  loyalty  and  support  in  begin- 
ning his  administration,  and  hope  that  he  will  be  as  glad  to 
be  with  us  as  we  are  to  have  him  here.  To  Dr.  Acheson  and 
his  wife  the  Sorosis  extends  greetings  and  sincere  wishes  that 
they  will  quickly  feel  fully  at  home  among  the  students  of 
P.  C.  W.  

This  is  the  time  of  year  when  everyone  wants 
Autumn,  to  be  out  in  the  sunshine  as  much  as  possible.  There 
is  a  peculiar  exhilaration  about  the  clear,  sharp  air, 
the  mellow  sunlight  and  the  drifting  leaves  underfoot.  Winter 
with  its  biting  blasts  is  close  at  hand  and  we  must  make  the 
most  of  these  golden  autumn  days.  How  bare  and  desolate 
the  trees  seem,  almost  entirely  robbed  of  their  leafy  draperies ! 
The  flowers  in  the  garden  are  withered  and  dead,  though  but 
a  week  ago  bright  nasturtiums  beamed  undauntedly  from  their 
corner.  There  is  a  melancholy  languor,  a  dreamy  spell  upon 
Nature  as  she  lies  hushed  and  still  waiting  to  be  wrapped  in 
her  snowy  blankets  for  her  long  sleep. 

"The  hoary  morn  precedes  the  sunny  days, 
Mild,  calm,  serene,  wide  spreads  the  noontide  blaze, 
While  thick  the  gosamour  waves  wanton  in  the  rays." 


Robert  An  interesting  event  of  this  month  was  the  un- 

Burns,  veiling  of  the  Robert  Burns  monument  in  Schenley 
Park,  to  which  ceremony  the  students  of  the  college 
were  invited.  Many  prominent  persons  attended,  among  them 
being  Mr.  Carnegie,  who  delivered  the  presentation  speech.  In 
his  talk  he  brought  out  the  one  quality,  which  has  made  the 
Scotch  bard  live  in  the  hearts  of  men  for  so  many  years, — 
his  sympathy, — sympathy  with  every  form  of  misfortune,  pain 
or  grief ;  sympathy  not  only  for  man  but  for  every  living  thing, 
even  for  a  little  field  mouse. 
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"But,  mousie,  thou  art  no  thy  lane 
"In  proving  foresight  may  be  vain 
"The  best  laid  schemes  o'  mice  an'  men 
"Gang  oft  a-gly 

"An'  lea's  us  nought  but  grief  an'  pain 
"For  promised  joy." 

He  spoke  of  Burns  not  only  as  a  poet  but  as  a  prophet, 
many  of  whose  prophecies  have  come  true.  Would  it  not  be 
well  for  us  in  this  time  of  war  to  think  often  of  his  old  prophe- 
cies and  follow  this  advice  of  his? 

"Then  let  us  pray  that  come  it  may, 

"As  come  it  will  for  a'  that, 

"That  man  to  man,  the  world  o'er 

"Shall  brothers  be  for  a'  that."  M.  L. 


This  It  is  one  of  the  difficulties  of  the  life  in  a  small 

Strenuous     college  that  each  girl  is  obliged  to  take  part  in  so 

Life  many  different  activities,  and  often  finds  herself 

dissapating  her  time  and  energies  in  a  thousand 
unrelated  pursuits.  It  is  so  easy  to  make  this  mistake.  It  is 
so  difficult  to  view  the  issue  clearly.  This  is  something  for 
each  girl  to  think  about  now ;  are  you  using  your  time  to  the 
best  advantage;  are  you  playing  too  much,  working  too  much? 
What  results  will  you  be  able  to  show  for  the  use  you  have 
made  of  your  days  at  the  end  of  the  year?  Sometimes  girls 
learn  too  late  that  temporary  pleasures  may  mean  permanent 
regrets. 


The  One  of  the  best  habits  a  girl  can  take  with  her 

Library,  from  College,  is  the  habit  of  reading  worth-while 
books.  In  the  midst  of  the  pleasures  and  labors  of 
our  life  here,  we  should  be  able  to  find  an  hour  now  and  then 
to  slip  into  the  library  and  just  explore.  The  library  is  usually 
well  filled  with  absorbed  readers  but  we  have  often  wondered 
how  many  of  them  are  reading  for  mere  pleasure.  There  are 
some  wonderful  books  in  the  world.  There  are  so  many  of 
them  that  we  cannot  hope  to  read  them  all,  but  why  not  try  a 
peep  at  one  of  them  occasionally?  Perhaps  you  will  want 
more. 
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ALUMNAE  DEPARTMENT 


The  Sorosis  wishes  to  apologize  for  publishing  an  un- 
founded report  of  the  death  of  Miss  Francis  Neal.  We  are 
happy  to  say  that  at  present  Miss  Neal  is  alive  and  in  the  best 
of  health. 

When  the  present  European  war  was  declared,  Irma  Dies- 
cher  of  the  class  of  1911  was  enjoying  herself  in  an  Alsace- 
Lorraine  clover  field.  Her  experiences  wTere  many,  but  she 
is  now  safe  at  home.  At  present  she  is  taking  the  children's 
librarian  course  in  the  Carnegie  School. 

Jean  Gray,  '13,  who  is  taking  a  course  at  Sargent,  has  had 
a  slight  accident  recently  while  engaged  in  her  gymnastics, 
but  is  not  seriously  injured. 

Mrs.  Richard  Dearborn,  who  was  Elizabeth  Carpenter, 
of  the  class  of  1904,  has  moved  to  Plandome,  Long  Island. 

Mrs.  Samuel  Everhart,  who  was  Frances  Gray,  '11,  is  hav- 
ing a  delightful  time  keeping  house  at  6369  Aurelia  street, 
Pittsburgh. 

On  the  afternoon  of  October  10,  at  her  home  in  Browns- 
ville road,  Mrs.  Phillips,  formerly  Hattie  Duff,  entertained 
Decade  II  in  honor  of  Helen  Sherrard,  '02.  Among  the  guests 
were  Miss  Coolidge,  Miss  Brownlee,  and  Miss  Jane  Clark,  one 
of  our  former  teachers.  Everybody  present  had  a  most  de- 
lightful time.  On  October  15  Miss  Sherrard  was  married  to 
John  Fuller,  in  Hastings,  Nebraska.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fuller  are 
on  an  Eastern  trip  at  present  and  on  their  return  will  live  at 
719  North  Lincoln  avenue,  Pittsburgh. 

Recently  Margaret  Ruth  gave  a  luncheon  at  the  Pines  to 
announce  the  engagement  of  Belle  McClymonds,  '11,  to  Wil- 
liam G.  Marshall.  Mr.  Marshall  is  a  graduate  of  Washington 
Jefferson  College,  a  member  of  the  class  of  1911. 


WE  HEAR  FROM  1912. 


The  only  interesting  fact  that  1912  has  to  report  is  that  it 
is  the  proud  possessor  of  two  brides.  This,  after  two  years  of 
hopeless  waiting,  we  think  is  very  encouraging.  Florence 
Bickel  Swan  and  Francis  Cameron  Doane  were  married  this 
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summer  and  both  seem  extremely  happy  in  their  little  homes. 
As  for  the  rest  of  us,  we  jog  along  in  much  the  same  old 
way.  We  hear  little  from  our  out-of-town  members  and  from 
our  more  or  less  industrious  school  teachers.  Mary  Gray  and 
Martha  Sands  are  children's  librarians ;  the  former  at  Home- 
wood,  the  latter  at  Mt.  Washington  branch  of  Carnegie  Li- 
brary. Lillie  Lindsay  is  getting  a  little  practical  domestic 
science  training  in  her  new  home  on  North  Euclid  avenue,  and 
ruining  the  digestions  of  her  friends  by  serving  new  and  won- 
derful concoctions  every  time  they  call.  The  other  stay-at- 
homes  feel  that  in  pure  self-defense  they  shall  have  to  choose 
some  "career;"  because  everyone  who  wants  any  little  odd 
job  done,  forces  it  upon  them  because  they  have  "nothing  to 
do." 

M.  R.  H. 


TO  THE  ALUMNAE 


The  Sorosis  would  like  to  make  this  department  larger 
and  more  interesting  for  the  girls  who  have  left  P.  C.  W.  We 
can  do  this  only  with  your  help.  Will  you  send  us  any  infor- 
mation possible?  It  is  impossible  for  us  to  get  much  of  it  in 
any  other  way  except  by  your  aid.  Please  bear  the  Sorosis  in 
mind  when  any  news  about  the  old  girls  is  heard. 
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Miss  Coolidge,  during  her  visit  in  the  East,  spent  a  few 
days  at  her  Alma  Mater,  Smith  College.  We  are  all  glad  to 
have  our  Dean  back  with  us  again. 

Miss  Simonson  gave  a  very  interesting  talk  on  China  at 
Vespers,  Sunday  the  twenty-fifth.  Miss  Simonson  is  an  inti- 
mate friend  of  Fraulein  Randolph  and  has  lived  in  China  for 
many  years. 

Mr.  Putnam  spoke  at  Vespers  Sunday,  the  first  of  Novem- 
ber. 

At  last  we  see  the  machinery  within  the  laundry  walls ! 


AN  INTERESTING  TEA  PARTY 


The  Seniors  were  honored  by  the  presence  of  Mr.  Padraic 
Colum,  Mr.  Putnam,  Miss  Ely  and  Miss  Meloy  in  their  den  on 
Friday,  October  22nd.  Hasty  preparations  in  the  line  of  decor- 
ations and  refreshments  preceded  their  arrival,  and  a  delight- 
ful tea  party  followed  it.    The  occasion  was  strictly  informal. 


THE  HALLOWE'EN  PARTY 


Assembly  Hall  wore  its  most  festive  aspect  on  the  night 
of  October  thirtieth,  crowded  with  gay  maskers,  noisy  with 
laughter  and  the  chatter  of  countless  tongues,  and  quite  full 
of  the  itnangible  spirit    of    Hallowe'en.      Cheerful    pumpkin 
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faces  beamed  from  all  directions  and  corn  stalks  wreathed  the 
pillars.  Occasionally  enticing  sounds  lured  one  to  ''hesitate" 
or  "one-step"  but  viewing  the  "passing  show"  was  the  most 
fascinating  pastime  of  the  evening.  Here  came  a  demure 
Puritan  maid,  arm  in  arm  with  a  dashing  cowboy.  A  wierd 
can  of  Dutch  Cleanser  floated  by  behind  them.  Charming  Co- 
lonial dames  conversed  affably  with  Topsy  and  several  un- 
canny witches.  A  German  Band  created  quite  a  furore;  the 
large  number  of  attractive  small  children  was  very  evident, 
also  their  good  behavior.  A  pretty  Hindu  dancer ;  two  dash- 
ing Fashion  Plates;  Little  Red  Riding  Hood;  a  red-haired 
sailor  lad ;  a  domineering  policeman,  a  gallant  Cyrano,  a  vivid 
Gypsy — and  so  the  bewildering  throng  passed  by.  There  was 
a  creepy  ghost  dance  in  the  evening  and  several  other  stunts. 
Everybody  had  a  gay  time.  The  popcorn,  doughnuts,  apples 
and  cider  were  enthusiastically  received,  also  the  "Moon 
Dance."  It  was  pleasant  to  see  a  number  of  the  old  girls  back 
for  the  occasion,  including  Janet  Brownlee,  Claire  Coleslock, 
Marjorie  Stewert,  Anne  Rutherford,  and  Betty  McCague. 


THE  YEAR  BOOK 


At  a  student  government  meeting  on  Thursday,  October 
15th,  the  student  body  voted  to  support  the  Seniors  in  getting 
out  a  Year  Book  this  year.  This  has  been  talked  of  for  a  long 
time  and  for  several  reasons,  this  year  seems  a  particularly 
favorable  one  to  start  the  enterprise.  Almost  seventy-five  girls 
pledged  themselves  at  the  meeting  to  buy  copies  and  it  is  ex- 
pected that  at  least  double  that  number  of  books  can  be  sold. 

The  Seniors  have  been  working  and  planning  ever  since. 
At  a  recent  class  meeting  Mary  Jeffrey  was  elected  editor-in- 
chief  of  the  Year  Book ;  Virginia  Morris,  business  manager ; 
Grace  Davies  and  Loma  Burleigh,  assistant  business  manag- 
ers; Janet  Campbell,  literary  editor;  Louise  Kindl,  athletics; 
Jane  Johnson,  alumnae  editor;  Mary  Estep,  senior  editor; 
Olga  Lora,  organizations ;  Betty  Cameron,  art  editor. 

The  next  thing  to  be  decided  on  is  a  name  for  the  book. 
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SENIOR  NOTES 


In  Ethics — He  never  had  to  think  for  himself — he  always 
had  servants. 

An  ejaculation  heard  in  the  lab. — "O  my  family  was  dried 
up."  Up  to  the  time  of  printing,  no  one  seems  to  know  ex- 
actly what  was  meant. 

Elizabeth  Dalzell,  at  one  time  a  member  of  the  class  of 
1915,  was  a  welcome  visitor  at  the  college  on  October  28. 

A  special  department  has  been  established  in  the  Ethics 
class  for  the  purpose  of  giving  "advice  to  the  lovelorn."  Ap- 
plications will  be  considered  from  other  sources  besides  the 
Freshmen. 

In  Ethics — I  kant  read  Kant. 

It  is  rumored  that  Virginia  Morris  and  Grace  Davies  will 
give  a  tea  for  the  Seniors  in  the  near  future ! 

On  Friday,  October  23rd,  the  Seniors  attended  a  lecture 
on  recent  excavations,  by  Dr.  Wright,  at  the  Third  Presby- 
terian Church.  Dr.  Wright  is  one  of  the  foremost  workers 
in  this  line,  and  had  a  great  deal  of  useful  information  to  im- 
part. 

WANTED— A  Senior  Class  Play !   ! 

Several  of  the  Seniors  had  a  spread  at  school  after  the 
Hallowe'en  party  and  in  spite  of  several  disturbances  and  no 
knife,  they  had  a  very  good  time. 


WHAT  THE  JUNIORS  HAVE  NOTICED 


Miss  Coolidge  in  chapel — "Hereafter  we  will  have  our 
sandwich  sales  on  the  bulletin  board." 

Miss  Kerst  had  an  unusual  experience  while  abroad.  She 
visited  the  church  where  Shakespeare  was  born. 

Melba  Martin's  ethics  are  questionable.  Recently  she 
remarked  in  the  Drama  class  that  "the  devils  and  angels  were 
all  alike." 
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GREAT  MYSTERY. 


It  is  a  well-known  fact  that  public  benefactors  will  lay 
no  claim  to  their  various  good  deeds.  This  year,  as  has  al- 
ways been  the  case,  the  entire  college  is  weary  and  sleepy  for 
an  hour  or  more  after  lunch.  Recently  an  unknown  philan- 
thropist placed  an  alarm  clock  in  room  M  at  her  own  expense. 
Promptly  at  1 :45  o'clock  the  alarm  went  off.  In  a  few  seconds 
everybody  was  wide  awake  and  smiling.  Someone  proposed 
giving  the  kind  hearted,  generous  girl  a  cake  of  chocolate,  but 
alas!  who  is  she,  and  where  does  she  reside?  (Any  informa- 
tion on  this  subject  will  please  be  sent  to  the  Sorosis.) 

The  Juniors  wish  to  give  the  Sophomores  due  warning. 
If  the  aforesaid  Sophomores  do  not  immediately  return  the 
Morgue  sign,  the  Juniors  will  prosecute  them  for  larceny  by 
due  process  of  the  law.  The  Juniors  will  not  accept  purga- 
tory ;  Garden  of  Eden  or  any  other  sign  in  lieu  of  the  aforesaid 
Morgue  sign.  All  communications  must  be  made  to  Margaret 
Lee,  prosecuting  attorney. 

The  Juniors  have  noticed  with  great  sorrow  the  depraved 
taste  of  the  Sophomores  and  Freshmen.  They  want  better 
things  to  look  at  than  men. 


SCRIBBLES  ABOUT  THE  SOPHS 


Men  !  men  !  do  you  want  any  men? 

Well  then  just  come  to  the  Sophomore  den. 

There  they  are  tacked  up  all  over  the  wall, 

Old  ones  and  young  ones,  both  handsome  and  tall. 

"Izzy"  will  show  you  hers,  so  will  Estelle; 

Go  look  for  yourself.    That's  all  I  can  tell. 

How  did  the  Soph's  utilize  the  precious  moments  on  Tues- 
day morning,  October  19? 

One  clue  for  the  latest  Sherlock  Holmes's  mystery  has 
been  found  in  the  Sophomore  den.    Help  old  Sherlock,  Estelle! 

You  ought  to  hear  "Help"  relate  her  love  experiences  in 
History  class.  Pretty  serious,  Helen;  we  don't  want  to  lose 
you  yet. 

The  lunch  time  concerts  on  the  third  floor  are  a  great  sue- 
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cess.  Good  voice  training  1  Although  of  course  the  music 
coming  from  "Paradise"  or  even  the  "Chicken  coop"  far  sur- 
passes that  from  the  "Morgue"  or  the  "Beehive." 

Someone  inquired  for  Marg.  Lee  in  our  den.  Aren't  you 
honored,  Margaret? 

Did  you  all  see  the  Soph's  ceiling?  Not  everyone  can 
have  a  ceiling  like  theirs.  It  takes  ingenuity  and  originality 
which  all  Sophs  possess.  So  when  you  come  to  see  us  don't 
fail  to 

"Look  up  and  not  down, 
Out  and  not  in, 
Over  and  not  under." 


A  DEFINITION. 

A  Sophomore  is  one  who  willingly  assists  all  mankind; 
one  who  is  sweet  and  gentle,  patient  and  true  always,  a  friend 
to  both  classmates  and  faculty,  a  sister  to  Seniors,  an  enemy 
and  superior  of  Juniors,  and  an  advisor  to  the  little  Freshmen. 


SOME  SOPHOMORE  SLIPS 


Jo  Herald — "I  haven't  time  to  study." 

Edna  Evans — "Wasn't  Savanarola  married?  He  was  very 
fond  of  poetry,  anyway." 

Miss  Brownson — "The  painter  of  that  age  took  the  whole 
heads  of  people  for  their  work." 

Miss  Kerst — "In  Hesitation,  have  a  blank  mind." 
Isabel  Blume — "The  opposite  of  'normal'  is  'immoral.' 

Ruth  Law — "A  hesitation  is  a  period  of  silence  caused  by 
lack  of  mental  activity." 

Ruth  Gokey  (translating  French) — "I  carried  you  horse- 
back on  my  mule." 

Miss  Brownson  (who  was  told  as  she  called  the  roll  that 
Dorcas  was  sick) — "Well,  I  am  glad  to  know  that." 

We  had  a  queer  compound  in  the  chemistry  laboratory, 
for  Miss  Butterfield  said,  "This  is  a  mixture  of  hair  and  hydro- 
gen." 
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Helen  Pardee — "I  wonder  who  will  work  with  me  in  the 
laboratory  today." 

Louise  Reinecke — "Oh,  are  you  loose?" 

Miss   Nichol — "What  language  is  older  than   Latin   and 
Greek  and  influenced  them?" 

Mary  Stratton — "Esperanto." 


A  TRIP  TO  BRAEBURN 

The  sanitary  chemistry  class  had  an  interesting  trip  to 
Braeburn  recently,  to  inspect  Grove's  Dairy.  A  great  deal  of 
useful  information  was  absorbed. 


BUZZES  FROM  THE  BEE  HIVE 


The  North  wind  doth  blow 

And  we  shall  have  snow 

And  what  will  the  Freshmen  do  then ! 

We'll  write  some  more  themes 

And  dream  some  more  dreams 

And  .keep   ourselves  warm  in   our  den. 

And  have  you  seen  our  den?  It  sure  looks  fine  !  Some  one 
had  the  boldness  to  call  it  "the  saddest  word  of  tongue  or 
pen" — last  month,  but  that  was  before  our  committee  got  to 
work.    Visit  it  now  and  find  out  for  yourself. 

A  great  attraction  is  our  man — The  Freshman  man — spe- 
cial guardian  of  the  class.  He  undoubtedly  has  been  the  sen- 
sation of  the  season,  more  than  that,  he  has  inspired  our  es- 
teemed Sophomores  to  hunt  one  for  themselves  !  We  sincerely 
hope  that  they  find  one,  although  we  doubt  very  much  if  they 
can. 

We  are  glad  to  have  Kamala  back  with  us  again  after  her 
week's  sickness. 

Miss  Hilda  Yont,  Woodland  hall,  has  entered  the  ranks 
of  1918  within  the  past  month.  Each  and  every  girl  welcomes 
her. 

We're  sorry  that  we  have  no  "bright  sayings"  to  record 
for  the  Freshmen,  this  month.  Some  one  get  busy  and  say 
something  foolish.  E.  C. 
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LECTURES 


Mr.  Cooper  of  Kingsley  House 
Mr.  Charles  C.  Cooper  of  Kingsley  House,  gave  us  a  very 
fascinating  lecture  on  his  boys.    He  showed  us  the  bright  side 
and  the  pathetic  side  and  made  us  feel  that  his  boys  are  just 
like  our  own  brothers. 

Parliamentary  Law 
Mrs.  Anderson  of  Aspinwall,  gave  us  a  very  practical  lec- 
ture on  parliamentary  law  on  the  fourteenth  of  October.  Mrs. 
Anderson  is  conducting  a  class  in  parliamentary  law  in  the  col- 
lege at  present.  This  is  one  of  the  largest  and  most  wide- 
awake classes  in  school. 

A  Visitor  From  Ohio 
Miss  Campbell  procured  for  us  the  presence  of  Mr.  Dick- 
inson who  is  a  candidate  for  senator  in  the  State  of  Ohio.  Mr. 
Dickerson  gave  us  a  real  "stump"  speech  such  as  he  gives  the 
men.  He  is  Dean  of  the  preparatory  school  of  Wooster  Uni- 
versity and  also  has  charge  of  the  summer  school  at  the  same 
place.  Miss  Campbell  has  taken  several  courses  under  his 
direction  at  the  summer  school.  Everyone  enjoyed  his  talk 
and  will  remember  it  for  some  time. 

Mr.  Colum,  the  Irish  Dramatist 
Mr.  Padrue  Colum,  the  Irish  dramatist,  who  was  formerly 
a  member  of  the  Abbey  Theatre  Company  in  Dublin,  gave  us 
a  delightful  talk  on  the  Irish  Drama  and  the  Irish  people. 
Mr.  Colum  has  a  charming  brogue  and  was  listened  to  with 
interest  by  the  student  body.  At  present  he  is  acting  as  visit- 
ing instructor  in  the  Department  of  Dramatic  Arts  at  Car- 
negie Institute  of  Technology. 

Mrs.  Whitmer. 
Mrs.  Whitmer  gave  us  a  lecture  on  the  subject  of  "Move- 
ment in  Art,"  using  the  picture  "The  Dancing  Nymphs"  as  an 
illustration.  The  main  reason  for  her  talk,  she  explained,  was 
to  call  our  attention  to  the  plaster  cast  of  "The  Singing  and 
Dancing  Boys."  Although  it  hangs  in  a  rather  obscure  place 
in  our  Chapel,  after  Mrs.  Whitmer's  remarks,  we  are  sure  to 
inspect  more  carefully  this  interesting  bit  of  sculpture. 
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OUR  ORGANIZATIONS 


Omega 

Six  new  members  have  been  invited  to  join  the  Omega  So- 
ciety; Sieba  South,  Rebecah  Crouse,  Jane  Errett,  Louise  Rei- 
necke,  Leora  Lewis  and  Isabel  Blume.  The  Omega  meetings 
this  year  will  be  on  the  third  Monday  of  each  month.  An  in- 
teresting program  of  study  in  the  literature  of  various  coun- 
tries has  been  planned. 

The  Dramatic  Club 

The  Dramatic  Club  expects  to  produce  two  plays  in  the 
near  future,  the  first  to  take  place,  probably  on  December 
fourth.  Henceforth  the  club  will  meet  the  second  Monday  of 
each  month.     Some  programs  have  already  been  arranged. 

At  the  tea  given  for  the  club  on  October  seventeenth, 
fourteen  new  members  were  present  for  the  first  time ;  Jane  Er- 
rett, Ruth  Gokey,  Martha  Crandal,  Louise  Reinecke,  Estelle 
Shepherd,  Kate  McKenzie,  Isabel  Blume,  Dorcas  Beer,  Martha 
Dunbar,  Esther  McCracken,  Betty  McClelland,  Ethel  Bair, 
Leah  Claster  and.  Virginia  Moon. 

Lorna  Burleigh  read  a  paper  on  the  life  of  Rostand  at  the 
last  meeting,  November  ninth. 

The  Glee  Club 

The  efforts  of  the  Glee  Club  have  been  heard  mainly  in 
Chapel  so  far,  but  they  are  already  working  hard  for  the  con- 
cert. 

The  Mandolin  Club 

No  official  news  has  been  received  concerning  this  organ- 
ization, but  there  are  encouraging  rumors  that  it  is  fast  grow- 
ing in  size  through  the  addition  of  several  guitars.  From  the 
sounds  issuing  from  Miss  Kerst's  room  on  Thursday  after- 
noons, it  is  assumed  that  the  Mandolin  Club,  too,  is  working 
hard. 

Der  Deutche  Verein 

Owing  to  the  absence  of  their  president,  Martha  Kroenert, 
this  Club  was  late  in  beginning  its  year's  work.  The  Seniors 
called  a  meeting  for  November  third  to  decide  on  some  defi- 
nite plans  and  the  Verein  will  from  now  on  hold  meetings  as 
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usual.     Virginea   Morris  has  been  elected   President   for  the 
year. 


Y.  W.  C.  A. 


At  one  of  the  first  Y.  W.  C.  A.  meetings  some  echoes  from 
Eagles  Mere  were  brought  to  us.  Eight  girls  who  had  been 
at  the  conference,  spoke  about  different  phases  of  the  daily- 
meetings. 

Alice  Laidlow,  who  had  charge  of  the  second  meeting, 
gave  an  interesting  talk  on  "The  Prayer  Life." 

The  next  meeting  was  in  charge  of  Melba  Martin.  Her 
subject  was  "Manifesting  the  Christ  Life." 

The  Senior  class  took  charge  of  a  meeting  with  the  topic 
"The  College  Girl's  World."  Each  member  gave  a  short  talk 
on  the  various  phases  of  this  "Girl's  World." 

The  missionary  committee  was  fortunate  in  securing  Rev. 
Orr  of  the  First  United  Presbyterian  church,  North  Side,  to 
speak  to  us  lately.  His  talk  on  "The  Christ  Life"  was  both 
practical  and  helpful. 

The  Bazaar. 

You've  all  heard  about  the  big  event  scheduled  for  De- 
cember eleventh.  Everybody  is  working  hard  to  make  it  a 
success,  so  don't  forget  your  contributions,  girls,  and  save 
your  pennies  for  you  will  want  them  then.  This  is  going  to  be 
the  best  Bazaar  we've  ever  had.    Don't  forget,  December  11th! 


ATHLETICS 


The  Fall  Tennis  Tournament. 

Just  in  time  to  avoid  compelling  their  enthusiastic  audi- 
ences to  endure  the  cold  full  breezes,  have  the  finals  of  our 
annual  Fall  tournament  been  played.  It  was  no  "child's  play," 
either,  but  a  hard  fight  till  the  very  last;  so  all  the  more  glory 
to  our  two  champions— Louise  Kindl  and  Joe  Harold ! 

Twenty-four  girls,  making  twelve  teams,  played  in  the 
primaries : 

1.  Kindl-Harold 

2.  Spriggs-Errett 
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3.  Hill-Stoebener 

4.  Blume-Crouse 

5.  Greer-Mayhe 

6.  Gibbons-Gokey 

7.  McCracken-McClelland 

8.  Martin-Laidlow 

9.  Beer-McCaw 

10.  Norman-Boale 

11.  Crowe-Shepard 

12.  Nichols-Thompson 

To  those  who  lost  in  their  first  round  we  have  only  to  say : 
don't  be  discouraged  but,  "If  at  first  you  don't  succeed,  TRY, 
try  again. 

The  victories  in  this  round  were  won  comparatively  early 
since  none  required  more  than  two  sets  to  determine  the  win- 
ners. Scores,  too,  were  quite  low,  the  only  one  of  more  than 
six  games  being  the  10-8  game  which  Hill-Stoebener  won  from 
Blume-Crouse. 

Coming  to  the  second  round,  we  find :  Kindl-Harold,  who 
by  default,  defeated  Hill-Stoebener;  Greer-Mayhe,  who  de- 
feated Mc  Cracken-McClelland,  6-1,  6-2;  Nichols-Thompson, 
who  by  default,  defeated  Beer-McCaw. 

feated  McCracken-McClelland,  6-1,  6-2;  Nichols-Thompson, 
was  one  of  the  hardest  contests  of  the  tournament.  Skill  was 
shown  by  both  ceams  and  for  a  time  the  outcome  was  quite 
doubtful.  Nichols-Thomson  finally  were  the  victors  after 
three  strenuous  sets  of  6-4,  4-6  and  6-3. 

And  then  came  the  finals.  Such  plays !  Why  the  audience 
was  kept  busy  trying  to  follow  the  ball — it  sped  so  fast  from 
one  corner  of  the  court  to  another.  And  every  one  of  the  four 
girls  fought  just  as  hard  as  she  possibly  could.  But  some  one 
had  to  win  and  it  was  Louise  Kindl  and  Joe  Harold.  Score, 
6-2,  3-6  and  6-3.  All  honor  to  the  champions !  They  fought 
a  hard  fight  and  they  deserve  to  win. 


EXPRESSION  NOTES 


Miss  Kerst,  Miss  McGrew  and  Miss  Laidlow  gave  a  tea 
for  the  Dramatic  Club  Friday,  October  17.     Miss  Kerst  read 
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"Tradition,"  a  one-act  play  by  George  Middleton. 

Miss  Kerst  will  read  before  the  teachers'  and  parents' 
meeting  of  the  New  Kensington  High  School,  on  Monday 
evening,  November  2. 

Dilworth  Hall  Third  will  give  Noliere's  delightful  comedy, 
"Shopkeeper  Turned  Gentleman"  on  November  13.  The  col- 
lege students  and  their  friends  are  invited. 

THE  MUSIC  DEPARTMENT 


Mr.  Whitmer  will  contribute  an  article  on  "A  Post-Impres- 
sionistic View  of  Beethoven"  to  the  new  music  quarterly  to  be 
issued  by  Schirmer,  who  conducted  the  largest  music  publish- 
ing house  in  this  country.  Litterateurs  from  all  over  the  world 
are  contributors  to  this  new  magazine. 

Mr.  Whitmer  appeared  in  a  lecture-recital  on  "The  Spirit 
and  Status  of  American  Music"  before  the  Twentieth  Century 
Club  of  Pittsburgh  on  Tuesday,  October  27.  He  was  assisted 
by  Mr.  Mayhew. 

Miss  Kerst  and  Mr.  Whitmer  will  appear  before  the  Col- 
lege Club  of  Pittsburgh  in  November  presenting  "Pilleas  and 
Melisande." 

A  most  delightful  piano  recital  was  given  by  Miss  Mae 
MacKenzie  on  Friday  afternoon,  October  23.  Mr.  Mayhew 
assisted  by  Miss  MacKenzie.    Mr.  Whitmer  was  at  the  piano. 


EXCHANGES. 


"The  Sorosis"  acknowledges  several  issues  of  "The  Pitt 
Weekly." 

"The  Tartan"  has  "quantity"  in  football  notes.  "Quality" 
appears  here  and  there. 

"The  Westminster  Holcad"  is  small  but  it  has  plenty  of 
spirit. 

"The  Muhlenberg  Weekly"  for  October  14,  contains  an  ex- 
cellent editorial  on  criticism  of  undergraduates.  "The  under- 
graduate in  his  effort  to  attain  social  unity  has  sacrificed  the 
liberty  of  thought." 
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"The  Cornell  Era"  has  plenty  of  snap  along  with  good, 
solid  common  sense.  The  advertisements  are  particularly 
good,  and  one  of  the  features  of  the  paper. 

"The  Pharetra"  is  truly  literary.  The  "Book  Reviews" 
department  is  well  worked  out. 

"The  Sorosis"  also  acknowledges  "The  Franklin." 


FOR  WEARY  BRAINS 


It  was  Smith's  first  Sunday  as  usher  in  church,  and  he 
was  a  bit  flustered.  Turning  to  a  lady  who  entered,  he  said: 
"This  way,  madame,  and  I'll  sew  you  up  into  a  sheet." — Ex. 


The  arithmetic  lesson  that  day  had  been  hard  and  trying, 
and  now,  at  the  closing  hour,  Tommy  stood  before  the  teacher, 
waiting  to  hear  results.  "Your  last  problem  is  wrong,"  was 
the  verdict.  "You  will  have  to  stay  after  school  and  do  it 
again. 

Tommy  looked  at  the  clock.  "Tell  me,  please,  how  much 
am  I  out,"  he  asked. 

"Your  answer  is  two  cents  short." 

Tommy's  hand  dived  into  the  pocket  where  his  most  treas- 
ured possessions  were  stored.  Swiftly  he  separated  two  pen- 
nies from  a  bunch  of  strings,  a  knife,  some  marbles  and  pieces 
of  chalk. 

"I'm  in  a  hurry,  sir,"  he  said,  "if  you  don't  mind,  I'll  pay 
the  difference." — Ex. 


An  Important  Question. 

Father — "I  hear  that  Prof.  Wiseman,  the  prophet,  declares 
that  the  world  will  come  to  an  end  next  Christmas  Day." 
Tommy — "Before  or  after  dinner,  pa?" — Ex. 


"Whom  the  gods  would  destroy  they  first  endow  with 
loaded  weapons  and  then  fill  their  heads  with  foolish  notions 
about  defending  their  honor." — Ex. 
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"Now,  Ethel,  Harold  says  he's  sorry  he  broke  your  doll, 
so  I  want  you  to  forgive  him." 

"I'd  feel  more  like  forgiving  him,  mother,  if  I  could  swat 
hm  one  first." — Ex. 


"Course  dey  don'  light  no  fires,  up  in  Hebben !    Why  ya 
ask  dat  ?" 

"Cuz  den  what  fo'  dey  make  matches  up  deh  ?" — Ex. 
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with  it  a  guarantee  of  effort  and  satisfaction.  For 
this  number  of  years  we  have  been  fitting  success- 
fully thousands  of  people  with  glasses.  The  fact  that 
we  have  been  successful  leads  us  to  believe  that  our 
method  is  right.  We  examine  the  eyes  thoroughly 
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IF   THE   TRUTH  WERE   KNOWN 


Prize  Story  in  Annual  Omega  Contest 

Little  Miss  Maria  popped  her  head  up  above  the  cellar 
door  and  looked  cautiously  in  all  directions.  Having  decided 
that  no  one  was  near,  she  carefully  mounted  the  steps.  "With 
one  hand  she  held  up  the  ample  folds  of  her  black  and  white 
calico,  and  in  the  other  she  balanced  a  saucer  of  rich,  creamy 
milk.  As  she  reached  the  top  step  she  straightened  her  little 
withered  body  and  smoothed  out  the  shawl  which  enveloped 
her  narrow  shoulders. 

"Here,  kitty,  kitty,  kitty,  kitty!" 

The  voice  was  cracked,  but  still  retained  a  soft  sweet- 
ness- 

Again  she  called, — this  time  a  little  louder: 

"Here,  kitty,  kitty,  kitty,  Tom!" 

Miss  Maria  looked  anxiously  in  the  direction  of  the  barn. 
Just  beyond  stretched  a  cabbage  patch  where  a  man  could  be 
seen  bending  over  his  work. 

"Kitty,  kitty  Tom!  Ho!  Kitty  To-om!"— this  time  still 
a  little  louder. 

The  last  drawn  out  "To-om"  had  scarcely  died  away  when 
a  large,  black  and  white  cat  came  bounding  through  the  barn 
door. 

Miss  Maria  set  down  the  saucer  of  milk. 

"Here,  kitty,  kitty,  nice  old  Tom,"  she  coaxed. 

Tom  approached  the  milk  cautiously,  keeping  one  eye  on 
Miss  Maria  and  the  other  over  his  shoulder.     There  was  a 
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sound  from  the  direction  of  the  barn.  Tom  started  nervously 
and  drew  back,  ready  to  bound  off  at  a  moment's  notice. 

"Come  on,  Tom,  nice  old  kitty  Tom.  That's  just  Ben 
stamping  around.  Ben  won't  hurt  you.  That's  a  nice  old 
Tom;  drink  your  milk-" 

Miss  Maria's  wrinkled  face  softened  into  almost  beauty 
as  she  leaned  over  and  stretched  out  a  worn  hand. 

Eeassured,  Tom  came  nearer — even  close  enough  to  lap 
up  a  few  mouthfuls  of  the  yellow  milk.  Then  he  started 
nervously. 

"Nice  old  Tom,  drink  away." 

Tom  was  almost  confident.  He  stretched  his  neck  to  the 
limit  of  its  length  and  carefully  lapped.  Miss  Maria  ap- 
proached just  near  enough  to  pat  the  top  of  his  head  gently 
with  the  tips  of  her  fingers. 

"Me-ow,  me-ow !" 

Tom's  voice  was  as  cracked  as  Miss  Maria's. 

"Nice  old  Tom!" 

Miss  Maria  softly  patted  his  rumpled  fur.  This  was 
a  privilege  of  which  she  fully  realized  the  significance,  for 
Miss  Maria  was  the  only  member  of  the  household  who  dared 
to  approach  Tom  in  such  a  friendly  manner.  He  had  made 
his  appearance  at  the  farm  house  when  a  wild,  nervous  kitten 
that  went  howling  about  the  livelong  day.  Miss  Maria's  heart 
had  softened  toward  him,  and  at  the  end  of  eight  years  had 
come  to  such  friendly  terms  that  she  could  gently  stroke  the 
very  top  of  his  head  for  two  minutes  before  he  would  nervously 
start  away- 

Now,  Miss  Maria's  brother  did  not  lend  his  approbation 
to  the  presence  of  Tom. 

"That  plagued  old  cat,  Maria,"  he  would  grumble,  "he 
ain't  worth  his  salt.  Always  feedin'  him  the  best  milk,  and 
he  wouldn't  even  catch  a  rat-" 

But  Miss  Maria's  love  for  Tom  overruled  all  obstacles, 
even  to  the  righteous  anger  of  brother  John,  and  many  a 
saucer  of  rich  milk  Tom  had  lapped  at  the  cellar  door  as  he 
was  now  doing. 

"Nice  kitty  Tom,"  assured  Miss  Maria  again. 

Just  at  that  moment  Tom's  eye,  which  was  still  cocked 
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over  his  shoulder,  perceived  trouble,  and  with  eyes  wild  and 
wide  he  bounded  toward  the  barn. 

"Wal,  I  declare,  Maria,  there  you  are  at  it  again!" 

John's  voice  rang  out  loudly  as  his  massive  figure  paused 
for  a  moment  beside  the  cellar  door. 

"Always  a  feedin'  that  old  scarey  cat  the  best  milk  in 
the  house.  Why,  I  bet  there  won't  be  enough  cream  left  to 
churn  when  you  get  done." 

"Now,  John,  don't  go  on  so.  It's  just  a  little  skimmed 
milk." 

Miss  Maria  nervously  picked  up  the  saucer,  giving  it  a 
little  jerk  to  spill  the  condemning  cream  into  the  grass. 

"Wal,  if  he  was  an  ordinary  cat  that  was  any  good,  I 
wouldn't  keer  a  cent.  But  that  old  bunch  of  bones!  Why, 
he'd  turn  tail  an'  run  if  he  saw  a  rat.  That  there  barn's  jist 
full  of  'em  and  do  y'  think  he'd  catch  one?  Not  him.  He's 
as  scared  of  a  rat  as  he  is  of  me." 

"Ah!  now,  John,  don't  be  hard  on  the  poor  old  thing. 
Mind,  his  best  days  is  over." 

"Wal!  best  days  or  no  best  days,  don't  you  let  me  ketch 
yer  feedin'  him  no  more  cream." 

Brother  John  yanked  his  broad  brimmed  straw  hat  well 
down  over  his  shaggy  brows  with  a  decisive  jerk  and  pulled 
his  grizzled  beard. 

"Hey  there,  John!" 

Old  Uncle  Jake  appeared  in  the  barn  door-  Now,  Uncle 
Jake  was  a  most  respectable  farm  hand  and  quite  an  assistance 
to  John  when  he  kept  sober.  At  those  rare  times  he  would 
expound  his  knowledge  of  farm  affairs  and  forecast  the  weather 
in  an  amazing  manner,  but  the  greater  part  of  his  time  he 
was  in  a  condition  of  semi-intoxication.  This  morning  he  had 
just  imbibed  enough  to  be  merry. 

He  waved  a  red  bandana  with  a  gaunt  arm. 

"Hey  there,  John!  I  say,  we  got  the  enemy  in  ambush. 
Bring  on  that  blamed  old  scavenger  of  a  cat  and  see  if  he  can't 
finish  him." 

"What's  up,  Uncle  Jake?" 

Miss  Maria  and  John  had  both  come  hurrying  up  to  find 
out  the  cause  of  the  excitement. 
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"I  got  him  in  the  cage  trap.  Gee,  boys,  but  he's  a  woppin' 
big  feller.    Come  on  an'  see  him." 

On  somewhat  unsteady  feet  Uncle  Jake  led  the  way  to 
the  back  of  the  barn.  Now  he  flourished  aloft  his  red  ban- 
dana and  now  rubbed  with  it  a  nose  that  rivaled  it  in  color- 

"There  he  is.  I  say,  that  there's  some  enemy  to  capture. 
Bring  on  old  Tom  and  let  him  finish  him." 

With  a  flourish  he  pointed  to  a  cage  trap  in  which  a  large 
rat  raced  up  and  down,  gnawing  at  the  wires. 

"Ah!  what's  the  use  of  bringin'  Tom?"  John's  voice 
was  disgusted.    "Souse  him  in  the  rain  barrel." 

"My  gracious,  John,  spoil  all  the  nice  rain  water  like 
that!" 

Miss  Maria  was  astonished. 

After  a  great  deal  of  discussion  it  was  decided  to  let  Tom 
end  the  sad  life  of  the  captured  enemy.  With  much  coaxing 
and  stratagem  Tom  was  captured.  Kicking  and  howling,  he 
was  carried  to  the  back  room  of  the  barn.  When  the  door  had 
been  securely  closed  and  Miss  Maria  perched  on  a  high  box 
with  black  and  white  calico  folds  drawn  tightly  about  her 
ankles,  the  two  principals  were  let  loose. 

The  rat  ran  blindly  for  the  corner.  Headed  off  by  Uncle 
Jake,  who  was  dancing  up  and  down,  menacing  him  with  a 
long  stick,  he  turned  and  ran  straight  for  Tom-  Poor  Tom, 
bewildered  by  the  excitement,  beheld  it  in  amazement  and 
with  a  pitiful  howl  and  wild  eyes  turned  tail  and  slunk  behind 
the  box  upon  which  was  perched  Miss  Maria. 

"Hey  there!  Head  'im  off,  Jake!  Don't  let  'im  away. 
That  blasted  old  cat!" 

John's  voice  was  loud  and  angry.  His  shaggy  brows  met 
above  his  deep  set  eyes  as,  with  pitchfork  in  hand,  he  headed 
off  the  bewildered  rat. 

There  he  goes !  Watch  out !  Ah !  I  got  ye,  my  dear 
friend  Mr.  Rat!" 

Uncle  Jake  menaced  the  poor  creature  from  the  other  side. 
Madly  rushing,  now  in  this  direction  and  now  in  that,  the 
unhappy  rat  raced  pell-mell  into  the  trap.  The  door  snapped 
shut. 
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"Ah!  now,  my  dear  enemy,  we  hev  ye  agin,"  chuckled 
Uncle  Jake,  a  silly  smile  circling  the  cracked  lips. 

Brother  John  was  red  clear  up  under  his  hat. 

"That  blasted  old  cat!  I'll  have  it  killed,"  he  thundered 
as  he  opened  the  door  and  made  to  hasten  Tom's  departure 
with  the  toe  of  his  heavy  boot. 

"Oh,  John!"  piteously  wailed  Miss  Maria. 

But  Tom  needed  no  assistance-  Fear  lent  wings  to  his 
feet,  and  John  found  himself  poising  on  one  foot  and  madly 
swinging  the  other  through  unresisting  air  while  a  black  and 
white  streak  shot  around  the  corner  of  the  barn. 

"To  think  of  all  that  good  rain  water!  Such  a  waste. 
Poor  old  Tom,"  moaned  Miss  Maria  as  she  beheld  the  poor 
rat  in  his  death  struggles. 

For  more  than  a  week  Tom  was  in  worse  repute  than  ever. 
Miss  Maria  did  not  dare  to  feed  him  at  the  cellar  door,  nor 
could  she  coax  him  near  it.  In  the  evening  when  every  one 
was  in  bed  she  would  softly  steal  out  behind  the  barn  with 
a  saucer  of  milk. 

"Here,  kitty,  kitty,  kitty  Tom!" 

The  low  cracked  voice  would  gain  no  response.  After 
many  fruitless  efforts  she  would  content  herself  to  leave  the 
saucer.  In  the  morning  when  she  found  it  empty  she  would 
hope  against  fear  that  perhaps  Tom  had  crept  back  in  the 
quiet  hours  and  lapped  it. 

One  morning,  as  she  slipped  back  behind  the  barn  she  met 
Uncle  Jake,  who  for  the  last  three  days  had  been  indulging 
in  a  "jag." 

"A  hick — Good  mornin',  Miss  Maria." 

"Good  morning."  Miss  Maria's  usual  mild  voice  was 
icy  with  disapproval. 

"Ah,  now,  Miss  Maria,  don't  yer — a  hick — be  short  with 
me." 

Jake's  eyes  danced  with  delirious  light,  and  he  staggered 
upon  his  unsteady  feet. 

Miss  Maria  tried  to  pass  him. 

"Ah,  now,  Miss  Maria,  don't  yer  be  in  no  hurry — a  hick. 
Yer  know  I  seen  the  funniest  thing " 
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"Funny  or  no  funny,  I'm  in  a  hurry."  Miss  Maria 
straightened  up  with  dignity. 

"Wal — a  hick — I  recken  as  you'd  like  ter  hear  this- 
Yes — a  hick — you'd  like  ter  hear  this.  It's  about  that  crazy 
old  Tom." 

Uncle  Jake  chuckled  to  himself. 

Miss  Maria  was  interested.  Poor  Tom,  she  hadn't  seen 
him  for  so  long. 

"What  might  it  be,  Jake?" 

She  approached  eagerly. 

"Wal,  it's  like  this— a  hick!" 

Here  Jake  again  gave  himself  up  to  a  convulsion  of 
gurgling  laughter  and  doubled  himself  up  against  the  side  of 
the  barn. 

"Hick — it's  the  funniest  thing  I  ever  seen." 

Just  then  John  strode  up,  pitchfork  over  shoulder,  going 
afield. 

"Well,  Jake,  I  see  you're  not  over  it  yit."  His  rough 
brows  met  over  steely  eyes. 

Jake  had  almost  recovered  himself. 

"What  do  yer  think  now — a  hick — the  funniest  thing 
about  that  blasted  old  cat-" 

"It's  dead,  I  hope,"  broke  in  John  in  a  hard  voice. 

"Ah,  now,  John,"  quavered  Miss  Maria.  "Go  on,  Jake; 
tell  us  quick." 

"Wal,  seein'  as  it's  yer,  Maria — say,  you  know  I  alus  did 
like  yer,  Miss  Maria — a  hick." 

Uncle  Jake  edged  nearer. 

"Wal,  it's  this  way — a  hick.  That  crazy  old  cat  has  gone 
an'  killed  four  rats — a  hick — he's  up  in  the  barn  now 
a-gnawin'  one  of  'em." 

It  was  impossible !  Maria  and  "John  started  off  for  the 
barn  at  full  speed ;  Uncle  Jake  staggered  along  just  behind. 

"A  hick — I  say,  there  now,"  he  called,  "don't  yer  make 
too  much  noise — you'll  sceer  'im  away." 

"Yes,  that's  right;  go  easy,  John." 

Miss  Maria  fluttered  along  like  an  old  hen  after  its  chick. 
She  was  anxious  that  this  miracle  should  be  proven. 

Cautiously  they  slipped  in  and  peeped  through  the  door- 
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Sure  enough,  there  sat  Tom,  crouched  over  the  body  of  a  large 
rat,  while  three  others  lay  near. 

"A  hick," — cautioned  Uncle  Jake — " don't  sceer  'im 
away — mind,  'e '11  run." 

Miss  Maria  was  just  ahead  of  the  others.  Her  face  was 
concerned. 

'Come  on,  John.  Let  me  coax  'im  away.  You  know  them 
rats  'ud  make  him  sick." 

Miss  Maria  slipped  cautiously  into  the  room,  her  gaze 
fixed  upon  Tom  in  bewilderment.  As  she  advanced  a  light 
broke  on  her  face.  She  paused  for  a  moment  and  sniffed  the 
air.     Surely  her  senses  did  not  deceive  her. 

"Nice  old  kitty,"  she  wheedled. 

"Nice  old  kitty,  Tom-" 

Daintily  she  stroked  his  head. 

Tom  crouched  low  and  growled.  "With  a  quick  movement 
Miss  Maria  seized  him  in  her  arms  and  started  out  of  the  barn. 

John  steadied  Uncle  Jake  as  he  led  him  into  the  open. 

"A  hick — now  if  that  ain't  the  funniest  thing." 

Uncle  Jake  delivered  himself  up  to  the  enjoyment  of  his 
mirth. 

"Who  would — a  hick — uf  thought  it  uf  the  scarey  old 
skin!" 

Brother  John's  brows  met  in  a  pucker.  It  was  astound- 
ing, but  the  evidence  of  his  eyes  must  be  believed. 

"I  guess  he  ain't  sech  a  bad  old  thing  either,"  he 
muttered  to  himself. 

Miss  Maria  came  up  with  Tom  struggling  in  her  arms. 

"Get  him  some  milk,  John.  He  deserves  something  for 
that,  don't  you  think?" 

Miss  Maria's  soft  words  were  more  in  the  tone  of  a  sug- 
gestion than  a  request- 

"A  hick — I  guess  yes.  Any  old  cat  that  kills  four  rats — 
a  hick — ought  to  hev  somethin'  fur  its  pains." 

"Wal,  I  guess  he  ought." 

John's  heavy  boots  crunched  down  the  cellar  steps,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  he  emerged  with  a  saucer  of  rich  yellow 
milk. 
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"Here,  kitty,  nice  old  kitty,"  he  coaxed  in  a  gruff  voice 
that  he  attempted  to  soften. 

"Yes — a  hick— blame  nice  old  kitty." 

"Now,  you  two  stand  back,  or  he'll  scare  an'  run," 
warned  Miss  Maria. 

At  last  old  Tom  nervously  lapped  the  milk,  one  eye  cocked 
on  Uncle  Jake,  who  leaned  against  the  wall  regardign  hinc 
with  a  silly  smirk ;  the  other  on  John,  who  stood  by,  gazing 
on  in  bewilderment. 

"Nice  old  kitty,"  murmured  Miss  Maria,  as  she  stroked 
the  very  top  of  his  head  at  arm's  length. 

"Nice  old  kitty,"  put  in  John,  with  kindly  gruff ness. 

"A  hick — blame  nice  old  cat,"  gurgled  Uncle  Jake. 


At  ten  that  night  the  full  moon  shone  brightly  through 
the  barn  windows.  A  slight  bent  figure  glided  out  of  the 
shadow,  looked  nervously  in  all  directions,  gathered  the  black 
shawl  more  tightly  about  the  slender  shoulders  and  flitted 
across  the  open  to  the  barn- 
It  stopped  on  the  threshold  of  the  back  room.  Unfalter- 
ingly it  crossed  to  the  oat  bin.  Sniff,  sniff.  A  smile  circled 
the  wrinkled  lips,  and  the  worn  hands  rumaged  aimlessly 
through  the  oats. 

"I  thought  so,"  murmured  the  cracked  voice  as  the  hands 
drew  out  the  two  halves  of  a  broken  bottle.  A  strong  odor 
of  alcohol  floated  from  it. 

"Them  rats  was  on  a  jag  with  Uncle  Jake." 
Miss  Maria  carefully  covered  the  old  oats  with  new.    Then 
she  glided  out  of  the  barn,  bottle  in  hand.     With  both  arms 
she  flung  the  pieces  far  into  the  weeds  and  slid  out  of  sight 
into  the  shadow-  Leila  Hill,  '16. 


AS  IT  WAS  IN  THE  BEGINNING 


(An  Incorporated  Thought) 

Characters: — A  Mother;  a  Little  Boy;  a  Little  Girl;  a 
Man. 

Scene: — The  inside  of  a  little  hut.     There  is  a  wooden 
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table  in  the  center  of  the  room.  On  the  mantle  above  the  log 
fire  is  a  large  Dutch  clock,  and  some  paper  roses  of  various 
hues  in  dark,  ornate,  old  fashioned  vases  placed  upon  doilies 
of  heavy  hand-made  crochet.  Several  stout,  straight  wooden 
chairs  are  to  the  right.  At  the  back-stage  (between  the  win- 
dow and  door)  is  a  wooden  shelf  displaying  proud  bits  of 
porcelain  and  crockery.  The  mother  sits  by  the  table,  knit- 
ting. She  has  on  a  dark  dress,  a  large  white  bib-apron  and  a 
plain  white  cap  on  her  hair.  The  boy  and  girl,  aged  eight  and 
six,  respectively,  are  peering  out  of  the  window,  crowding 
against  the  pane  to  observe  the  picture  being  painted  by 
Nature  for  their  amusement.  It  is  a  bright  day,  and  snow  is 
falling  fast.    It  is  the  twenty-fourth  of  December. 


Little  Boy: — "Oh!  look  how  deep  it  is  now-  It  is  up  to 
the  bough  of  our  little  elm." 

Little  Girl:— "And  all  white!" 

Little  Boy: — "There  is  some  one  on  the  road — 'way  up 
there  at  the  bend.    See  his  cap  and  shoulders'?" 

"Little  Girl-: — "Where?     No.     Everything  is  so  white!" 

Little  Boy — "The  trees  aren't  white.  Why  do  you  say 
they  are??" 

Little  Girl: — "They  are  white.  The  little  snownakes  have 
come  to  play  on  every  tree.  They  dance  down  through  the  air 
and  play  everywhere." 

Little  Boy: — "They  come  down  from  Heaven.  That  is 
why  they  are  so  happy.  They  come  down  as  presents  to  us 
from  God.  He  wants  us  to  be  happy-  Father  told  me  all  about 
it." 

Little  Girl: — "I  hear  bells.  Mother,  do  you  hear  the 
bells?" 

The  mother  stops  and  listens. 

Mother: — "Yes,  I  hear  them:  aren't  they  beautiful?" 

' '  Little  Girl : — ' '  Is  it  the  Christmas-Man  coming  with  gifts 
for  us?" 

Mother: — "Oh,  no!    Not  the  Christmas-Man." 

Little  Boy: — "Is  it  almost  Christmas,  mother?  It  is,  isn't 
it?" 
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Little  Boy: — "Look!  Some  one  is  trying  to  get  in  our 
gate.  See!  He's  coming  in — and  oh!  look  at  the  men  in  the 
road  and  the  big  wagon." 

Little  Girl: — "What  has  he  in  his  arms?  He  looks  like  a 
Christmas- Man. ' ' 

The  man  outside  is  beating  a  path  through  to  the 

cabin-    The  mother  goes  to  open  the  door. 

Man: — "A  mother,  little  boy  of  eight,  little  girl  of  six 
here — am  I  right?" 

Mother:— "Yes,  but  what " 

Man  (handing  in  packages)  : — "These  are  for  you.  They 
come  from  the  Toy  Ship,  sent  by  the  people  of  the  United 
States." 

Mother: — "People  of  the  United  States — sending  presents 
to  us?" 

Man: — "Why,  yes, — haven't  you  heard?  A  great  ship 
was  sent  over,  laden  with  toys,  clothes  and  commodities  for 
the  people  in  the  countries  at  war.  America  is  having  such 
a  wonderful  Christmas,  she  wants  to  share  it  with  those  less 
fortunate." 

The  children  are  gazing,  wide-eyed,  while  the  man 

talks. 

Mother:— "Oh!    (taken  back).     How  can  I  thank  you?" 

Man: — "Don't  thank  me.    Just  say  a  prayer  for  them." 

Mother  (shuts  door,  takes  package  over  to  table):  — 
"Come;  let  us  open  it  and  see  what  the  sympathetic  friends 
across  the  sea  have  sent  us.  Did  you  understand  what  he  said  ? 
The  American  people  are  not  at  war,  and  they  thought  of  us, 
because  they  are  so  happy,  and  have  sent  us  these  gifts  that  we 
might  be  happy,  too." 

The  packages  are  undone-    A  large  sled  comes  to  light 

first. 

Mother: — "Here,  dear!" 

Little  Boy:— "Oh!  what  a  beauty!" 
They  admire  the  sled. 

Little  Girl  (Jumps  up  and  down  with  expectation.  A 
large  doll,  dressed  in  pink,  comes  to  view): — "Oh,  mother! 
My  dolly!" 

There   are   also  two   little  white   sweaters   and   knit 
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caps  and  two  pairs  of  warm  stockings  for  the  children, 
and  a  thick  shawl  and  pair  of  fur-trimmed  bedroom  slip- 
pers for  the  mother. 

Mother  (She  stoops  and  gathers  the  children  to  her)  : — 
"Isn't  it  wonderful,  children?  So  much  goodness  and  kind- 
ness in  this  world!" 

Little  Boy: — "How  nice  they  must  be  over  in  America." 

Mother:  —  "Oh,  they  are.     Everywhere  —  people  are  so 

kind,  if  we  only  knew  it.     We  shall  never  forget  them,  shall 

we?    Our  Christmas  will  be  brighter  than  we  expected,  richer 

in  love — glorious — as  it  was  in  the  beginning." 

The  end.  Mary  Euth  Jeffery,  '15. 


DODIE    AND    THE    BIG   BELL 


J-  Warrington  Spense,  Jr.,  commonly  known  as  Dodie,  sat 
on  the  top  step  of  the  back  porch.  It  was  a  very  clean  top 
step;  the  smooth  grey  boards  fairly  shone,  and  it  was  also  a 
very  clean  little  boy.  The  fresh  face  glowed  from  well  applied 
soap  and  water," and  the  brown  curls  still  lay  in  little  wet  ring- 
lets. One  chubby  hand  was  propped  under  the  plump  chin, 
and  two  neatly  shod  little  feet  rested  one  on  top  of  the  other 
in  an  extremely  "pigeon-toed"  manner.  Dreamily  he  gazed 
out  over  the  closely  cut  lawn.  He  was  vaguely  conscious  of 
a  faint  delicious  odor  floating  out  from  behind  the  trim  screen 
door  where  his  mother  rattled  pots  and  pans,  and  rolled  and 
cut  round  white  cookies.  Dodie  was  wrapped  in  pleasant  an- 
ticipation, for  had  not  mother  promised  him  three  whole 
cookies  all  for  himself  to  eat  all  at  one  time,  if  he  would  "sit 
real  still  on  the  back  porch  and  be  a  good  little  boy  and  not 
get  his  clothes  or  his  hands  the  least  bit  dirty"  until  mother 
was  through  with  the  baking? 

Opposite  to  the  shining  window  behcind  which  Mrs. 
Spense  hastened  about  her  work  was  another  window  which 
shone  with  equal  brightness.  Behind  this  second  one  Mrs. 
Wilson  rushed  about  with  amazing  rapidity,  occasionally 
glancing  across  the  way  to  see  if  her  neighbor  was  still  at 
work.     On  the  porch  sat  two  little  girls  arrayed  in  astonish- 
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ingly  stiff  dresses,  playing  with  their  dolls  in  the  most  proper 
manner  imaginable  and  rapturously  discussing  the  rewards  of 
good  behavior,  which  were  to  be  two  round,  bright,  new 
pennies. 

Tomorrow  the  new  church  would  be  dedicated,  and  this 
afternoon  tea  would  be  served  in  the  dining  room-  Each  house- 
wife rivaled  the  other  in  trying  to  get  her  work  finished  and 
be  ready  to  leave  first,  for  much  depended  on  the  meeting  this 
afternoon.  The  massive  bell  which  was  to  hang  in  the  church 
tower  had  been  unaccountably  delayed.  For  over  a  week  its 
arrival  had  been  momentarily  expected.  Great  would  be  the 
glory  of  the  one  who  would  reach  the  church  first  and  learn 
the  very  latest  news  from  the  pastor.  How  fine  it  would  sound 
to  say,  "Oh,  yes,  Rev.  Thomas  told  me  at  three  this  afternoon 
that  the  bell  would  arrive  this  evening.  How  very  disappoint- 
ing it  would  have  been  to  have  had  the  dedication  without  the 
bell." 

Dodie  had  heard  much  talk  of  this  wonderful  bell,  but 
exactly  what  it  might  be,  he  had  a  rather  vague  idea.  It 
would  make  a  lovely  noise  when  you  rang  it,  his  mother  had 
said,  and,  too,  he  had  seen  a  picture  of  a  queer  looking  object 
with  a  zigzag  line  running  across  it  which  his  father  had  told 
him  was  the  "Liberty  Bell."  Then  there  was  another  picture 
of  a  lady  sitting  on  a  chair  with  a  lot  of  gentlemen  standing 
around  her,  and  Susie  Wilson  had  spelled  out  the  letters, 
"T-h-e,  the,  b-e-1-1,  bell,  o-f,  of,  t-h-e,  the,  ball,  ball."  But 
then  she  couldn't  understand  exactly  what  was  meant,  for  she 
firmly  declared  that  a  bell,  was  something  that  hung  on  the 
end  of  a  church  steeple,  and  she  and  Dodie  and  even  baby 
Helen  knew  what  a  ball  was,  for  they  each  had  one  of  their 
very  own.  "Well,  it  was  all  very  confusing-  Of  course  Susie 
might  have  made  a  mistake — girls  are  liable  to — and  a  boy 
should  be  able  to  think  for  himself. 

Full  ten  minutes  passed  without  a  sound  from  the  porch. 
Mrs.  Spense  looked  apprehensively  toward  the  door.  There 
sat  the  little  figure  in  the  same  thoughtful  pose.  Slowly  Dodie 
turned  around. 

"Getting  tired,  dear?"  The  sweet  smile  inspired  confi- 
dence. 
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"Oh,  muver,  I  saw  dhe  nifest  fing  doin'  up  the  tweet.  Der 
waz  a  dweat  big  bell  an' — an' — it  waz  doin'  up  dhe  dweet  an' 
—an !" 

The  word  bell  suggested  but  one  thing  to  Dodie's  mother. 

"A  bell,  Dodie — going  up  the  street?  Are  you  sure — 
quite  sure?" 

The  baby  face  became  animated.  "Yef,  muver,  doin'  up 
dhe  dweet  an' — an' !" 

"Are  you  real  sure,  Dodie?"  In  her  excitement  she  had 
grabbed  the  little  arm  and  was  pressing  it  close  in  her  hand- 

Dodie  looked  up  with  a  puzzled  expression.  His  drawling 
baby  voice  held  excitement.  i 

"Yef,  a  dweat — dweat  big  bell  an' — an' — all  shinin' — an' 
—an' !" 

His  mother  had  gone.  She  had  run  out  of  the  door  and 
over  to  the  back  fence.  This  was  too  good  to  keep.  Some  one 
else  would  be  sure  to  see  it,  too,  and  the  news  would  spread 
like  wild-fire;  she  must  be  the  first  to  tell  some  one. 

"Hello!  Mrs.  "Wilson,"  she  called. 

That  lady  came  running  to  the  back  door. 

"Hello!    What  is  it?" 

"Did  you  hear  the  news?  The  bell  has  come!"  she  burst 
out,  all  out  of  breath. 

■ '  It  has  !  Wb  o  told  you  ?    How  do  you  know  ? ' ' 

"Dodie  saw  it.  They  were  taking  it  up  the  street.  Let's 
hurry  and  get  up  to  the  church  and  find  out  all  about  it-" 

And  the  two  ladies  tourned  about  simultaneously  and 
rushed  into  their  houses. 

"Muver,  tan  I  have  my  tookies  now  ?"  pestered  Dodie. 

"Don't  bother  me,  Dodie;  I  haven't  time  to  finish  them 
now,"  and  his  mother  hurriedly  covered  the  pans  of  unbaked 
cookies  and  made  ready  to  leave  the  kitchen. 

"But,  muver,  'oo  said  Dodie  tould  'ave  some  tookies." 
The  baby  face  began  to  pucker  up  in  a  threatening  manner. 

Mrs.  Spense  was  too  busy  to  see  the  signs  of  a  storm. 

"Are  you  sure  that  you  saw  the  bell,  Dodie,  and  it  was 
going  up  the  street?" 

Dodie's  face  brightened  up. 

"Yef,  muver,  a  dweat  big  bell,  an'  all  shinin'  an' — an' — !" 
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That  was  all  Mrs.  Spense  heard;  she  was  half  way  up  the 
stairs,  untying  her  apron  as  she  went. 

Hurry  as  she  might,  Mrs.  Wilson  had  hurried  faster  and 
was  issuing  from  the  front  gate  with  Helen  and  Susie  on  either 
side  of  her  just  as  Mrs.  Spense  was  wildly  jabbing  the  pins 
into  her  hat- 

"There  goes  Mrs.  Wilson;  of  course,  she'd  have  to  get 
there  first — girls  aren't  half  the  trouble  boys  are,"  she  thought 
while  her  voice  mechanically  called,  "Dodie!  Do-o-die!"  with 
the  first  syllable  drawn  out  long  and  the  second  with  a  rising 
accent,  "Ho!  Do-o-o-die!" 

A  hurried  search  found  Dodie  at  the  end  of  the  lot  with 
shoes  and  stockings  removed,  calmly  splashing  in  a  little  eight- 
by-ten-inch  mud  puddle. 

"J.  Warrington  Spense,  Jr.,  what  ever  in  the  world  are 
you  doing!"  and  Dodie 's  poor  mother  almost  wept  as  she  be- 
held her  mud -besprinkled  son.  "You  can't  go  to  church  with 
me  one  step.    I  haven't  time  to  dress  you." 

So  it  followed  that  Dodie  was  hastily  yanked  across  the 
street  to  his  grandmother  Barnes',  an  arrangement  which 
suited  him  very  well,  and  his  mother  arrived  at  the  church  a 
good  half  hour  later  than  Mrs.  Wilson. 

As  she  opened  the  door  a  buzz  of  excitement  greeted  her. 
At  first  she  caught  only  broken  sentences,  as  "Bell"  and  "Who 
ever  heard  of  the  like?"  and  "I'd  put  an  end  to  that." 

Then  some  one  cried  out,  "Oh,  there's  Mrs.  Spense 
now ' ' 

"Oh,  Mrs-  Spense,  who  said  the  bell  had  come?  Who  saw 
it?" 

Here  was  glory  indeed.  ' 

"Why,  Dodie  did;  he  was  sitting  on  the  back  porch,  you 
know,  and  he  came  in  and  said" 

"Oh!  I'm  so  glad  that  John  never  says  anything  that 
isn't  exactly  true." 

"Yes,  indeed,  Dodie  is  such  a  truthful  little  fellow." 

"But  didn't  he  tell  you  that  the  bell  had  come?" 

Gradually  assailed  on  all  sides  by  questions  and  covert 
remarks,  the  awful  truth  dawned  upon  Dodie 's  poor  mother — 
the  bell  had  not  come.  ! 
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On  all  sides  proud  mothers  exalted  their  young  scions  to 
the  skies,  while  insidious  remarks  were  slyly  aimed  at  her,  and 
stiff  old  maids  with  frizzy  hair  offered  suggestions  of  how  to 
cure  children  of  telling  falsehoods — washing  out  their  mouths 
with  soap  and  so  on.  And  then,  too,  of  course  Helen  and  Susie 
were  model  children,  and  Mrs.  "Wilson  was  sure  that  she  had 
ruined  her  baking,  running  away  in  such  made  haste  on  this 
"wild  goose  chase." 

Mortified  and  disgraced  as  it  seemed  to  her,  Mrs.  Spense 
escaped  from  the  building,  accompanied  by  several  well  mean- 
ing friends  and  with  a  heart  full  of  just  indignation  and  awful 
plans  for  the  punishment  of  J.  Warrington,  Jr- 

"I'd  make  him  go  to  bed  without  supper  for  a  wekk," 
was  one  bit  of  sage  council. 

"I'd  lock  him  in  his  room  for  three  days." 

""Well,  I'd  just  give  him  a  plain  old-fashioned  whipping. 
There's  nothing  like  the  birch  to  impress  what's  right  into 
their  heads." 

"Yes,  yes,,  I'll  lock  him  up;  I'll  whip  him.  Oh,  what 
shall  I  do  to  that  child?" 

That  night  when  Dodie's  father  came  home  from  the  office 
he  found  his  young  son,  tied  by  a  long  rope  to  the  kitchen 
door,  complacently  tearing  the  evening  newspaper  into  long 
strips. 

"Dodie's  doin'  to  be  a  big  old  lion  an'  be  tied  wif  a  twing 
an' — an' — have  a  big  fuzzy  back,"  he  announced,  brightly. 

"Within  he  found  his  wife  in  tears.  No  questioning  was 
necessary. 

"Oh,  Warrington,  what  ever  is  to  become  of  that  child? 
He's  disgraced  us  all;  he'll  never  come  to  any  good."  And 
the  whole  tale  of  the  awful  lie  was  poured  into  the  ear  of 
Dodie  's  father,  who  listened  with  a  grave  face.  Now  and  then 
there  was  just  the  faintest  suspicion  of  a  smile  about  the  lips, 
but  that  must  have  been  only  an  illusion,  for  this  was  no  laugh- 
ing matter- 
After  grave  consultation  it  was  decided  that  Dodie  be 
sent  to  bed  on  a  supper  of  bread  and  milk,  for  "Oh,"  sobbed 
his  mother,  "even  if  he  is  so  bad  I  can't  bear  to  have  him 
whipped." 
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As  Dodie  calmly  munched  his  bread  and  milk  his  father 
asked,  "Dodie,  so  you  told  mother  that  you  saw  the  bell  going 
up  the  street?" 

Dodie  looked  puzzled  for  a  moment ;  then  his  face  bright- 
ened up.  "Oh,  yef,  daddy,"  he  drawled,  "a  dweat  big  bell 
an' — an' — all  shinin'  an' — an' !" 

"Do  you  see  that!  He  still  keeps  it  up.  I  told  him  that 
that  wasn't  true  and  he  mustn't  tell  lies,  and  he  pays  no  atten- 
tion whatever,"  and  his  mother  burst  into  sobs  anew. 

Dodie  had  taken  the  bread  and  milk  calmly  enough,  but 
he  heralded  with  kicks  and  screams  the  announcement  that 
he  must  be  put  to  bed  at  six  o  'clock. 

Finally  the  battle  was  over.  Discipline  had  won,  and  a 
very  tiny  boy  nestled  a  tear-stained  little  face  into  a  soft  pil- 
low and  dreamed  sweetly. 

Below  in  the  kitchen  his  mother  disconsolately  finished 
the  neglected  cookies,  and  his  father  perused  the  remnants  of 
a  torn  newspaper. 

When  the  last  light  had  been  put  out  and  the  last  window 
locked  for  the  night,  two  figures  bent  over  the  little  white  bed. 
The  curly  head  rolled  over  on  he  pillow  and  two  wide  blue  eyes 
blinked  in  the  unaccustomed  light.  A  sleepy  voice  drawled, 
"Oh,  daddy,  such  a  dweat  big  bell  an' — an' —  all  shinin'  an' — 
an' — two  dweat  big  old  lions  pullin'  it  along  an' — an' — wittle 
fairies  sittin'  all  over  it,  an* — an' — wingin'  the  big  old  bell, 

an' — an' — a   lady   an' — an' "   the   voice   trailed    off   into 

silence. 

Dodie 's  father  smiled  and  his  eyes  twinkled  merrily  as  he 
looked  down  into  the  eyes  of  Dodie 's  mother-  Smile  answered 
smile.  A  low,  grave  voice  said,  "I  guess  our  little  son  isn't 
such  a  bad  ittle  fellow  after  all." 

And  Dodie 's  mother  understood. 

Lilah  Hill,  '16. 
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A  Cittl*  OMjtto 


A  little  Child  was  born  one  day 

In  Bethlehem,  over  the  sea; 

And  a  message  of  peace, 

Of  love  and  good-will 

Broke  the  stillness  of  night 

"Where,  under  the  calm  of  a  star-lit  sky, 

The  shepherds  guarded  their  sheep. 

A  little  child  was  born  today 

In  a  country  over  teh  sea ; 

And  a  message  of  steel, 

Of  hatred  and  strife 

Broke  the  stillness  of  night 

Where,  under  the  glare  of  a  blood-lit  sky, 

The  dead  lay  locked  in  a  heap. 

Oh,  little  Child  that  was  born  one  day 

In  Bethlehem,  over  the  sea, 

May  Thy  loving  care 

Guard  the  little  one, 

And  the  angels'  song 

In  the  cry  of  the  child  be  heard  again, 

And  touch  the  hearts  and  the  lives  of  men ! 

R.  L.  C,  16- 
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THE   VALUE    OF   AN   UNREALIZED   IDEAL 


There  are  two  preliminary  facts  that  ought  to  be  noted 
as  giving  the  general  trend  to  this  theme.  One  of  these  is  the 
prominent  part  that  ideals  play  in  human  affairs.  John  G. 
Holland  once  said,  "Ideals  are  the  world's  masters."  Ideals 
are  among  the  most  powerful  modelers  of  human  character. 
"As  a  man  thinketh,  so  is  he."  Elevate  a  man's  thinking,  and 
you  have  elevated  the  man.  It  has  been  said  that  "Great 
objects  form  great  minds,"  but  it  is  equally  true  that  all  minds 
are  molded  by  the  objects  which  they  set  before  them  as 
tneir  ideals.  And  this  power  of  ideals  becomes  all  the  more 
potent  when  we  turn  into  the  realm  of  human  activity-  It 
seems  that  the  men  who  have  done  most  for  history  have  been 
men  whose  inspirations  were  their  ideals. 

The  other  fact  is  that  we  are  very  much  inclined  to  meas- 
ure an  ideal  entirely  by  the  value  of  the  practical  result  which 
it  brings.  This  is  a  practical  age  and  one  of  intense  activity. 
Such  mighty  results  are  being  obtained  in  all  spheres  of  action 
that  we  have  come  to  measure  every  effort  by  its  immediate 
results.  Some  are  led  to  a  practical  disdain  of  that  unreal, 
indistinctic,  impractical  thing  which  their  friends  term  an 
ideal.  The  man  who  now  confesses  lofty  ideals  is  immediately 
classed  with  the  idealist  and  dreamer.  If  an  ideal  produces 
material  results  all  is  well,  but  when  the  results  fail  to  ma- 
terialize, people  are  incined  to  discredit  the  ideals  back  of 
them.  Great  men  have  had  ideals  and  also  the  realization  that 
there  was  not  the  slightest  possibility  of  their  ideals  being 
realized;  and  yet  it  is  a  good  thing  that  men  have  had  ideals 
or  aims. 

Actual  achievement  is  not  the  greatest  glory  of  life.  "It 
is  better  to  have  loved  and  lost  than  never  to  have  loved  at 
all"  is  a  familiar  saying  that  embodies  a  principle  which  holds 
in  every  sphere  of  human  thinking  and  acting.  There  has 
been  a  great  deal  of  discussion  as  to  which  is  better,  anticipa- 
tion or  realization.  And  whatever  may  be  the  conclusion  in 
other  spheres,  it  is  certain  that  it  is  impossible  for  an  ideal  to 
be  fully  achieved  in  this  life,  without  a  certain  degree  of  loss. 
A  writer  dealing  with  this  subject  said,  "A  man's  ideal,  like 


THE     SOROSIS  23 

his  horizon,  is  constantly  receding  from  him  as  he  advances 
toward  it-"  It  seems  to  be  the  principle  of  human  welfare 
that  ''Man  can  never  come  up  to  his  ideal  standard."  Be- 
cause, perhaps,  the  standard  becomes  higher  as  strength  in- 
creases. When  a  man  puts  actual  achievement  above  every- 
thing else  nd  becomes  eager  for  immediate  results,  he  loses 
a  good  deal  of  his  real  effectiveness. 

Achievement  has  often  been  the  undoing  of  a  character 
that  was  strong  and  true,  when  dominated  by  an  unrealized 
aim.  Many  plan  and  work  hard  as  long  as  they  have  a  goal 
to  be  reached,  but  the  moment  the  goal  is  attained  they  lose 
those  admirable  traits  in  their  belief  that  there  is  nothing 
further  to  which  to  aspire.  If  a  man's  best  ideals  were  to  be 
attained  in  this  life,  man  would  be  most  miserable.  There 
would  be  nothing  left  for  him  but  aimless  existence.  Unless 
the  height  that  we  have  reached  reveals  a  greater  height,  yet 
to  be  attained,  it  has  been  useless. 

Then  it  is  better  that  an  ideal  be  unattained  than  attained 
in  the  wrong  way.  Take  for  example  some  of  the  various 
questions  that  cpnfront  our  city.  Men  argue  for  somethings 
that  are  bound  to  destroy  all  the  better  elements  of  a  city, 
on  the  ground  that  the  revenue  from  them  will  give  better 
streets  and  schools.  This  is  not  logical  and  proves  that  an 
ideal  unattained  is  better  than  an  ideal  attained  in  the  wrong 
way. 

An  unrealized  ideal  may  make  a  man  a  greater  blessing 
to  the  world  than  any  actual  achievement  that  he  might  make- 
The  greatest  man  who  ever. liver  was  a  man  of  ideals,  who 
never  saw  any  of  them  triumphant  in  His  day.  But  these 
unattained  ideals  have  been  the  greatest  inspirations  to 
achievement  that  the  world  has  known.  As  Holland  put  it, 
"A  man's  real  contribution  to  the  world  is  not  so  much  that 
which  he  has  done  as  that  for  which  he  as  stood." 

The  sum  of  it  all  is:  To  be  true  to  the  greatest  ideals  of 
life  is  better  than  to  accomplish  what  men  regard  the  greatest 
achievement  of  life;  and  to  be  true  to  the  great  ideals  is  to 
render  greater  services  to  the  age. 

Esther  M.  McCracken,  '17. 
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A  RIDE  IN  WINTER 


Sharp  against  their  velvet  arches, 

Gleam  the  coldly  brilliant  stars; 
In  the  east  a  brighter  sphere  hangs — 

Is  it  Jupiter  or  Mars? 
Myriads  of  fairy  sky  lamps. 

How  they  glitter  in  the  night ! 
"Was  there  ever  royal  jewel 

That  was  even  half  so  bright? 
And  the  crinkle,  crinkle,  crinkle, 

Of  the  crisply  crackling  snow, 
Sounds  a  peal  of  tingling  music 

As  we  swiftly  onward  go. 

All  below  is  snow  and  silence, 

O'er  a  spotless,  stainless  earth; 
"White  and  peaceful,  calm  and  lovely, 

Just  as  in  some  strange  rebirth. 
Black  against  the  pallid  landscape, 

Eise  the  houses  dark  and  still, 
Trees  thrust  up  their  sharp-cut  outlines, 

Over  every  barren  hill. 
And  the  crinkle,  crinkle,  crinkle, 

Of  the  crisply  crackling  snow, 
Sounds  a  peal  of  twinkling  music, 

As  we  swiftly  onward  go. 

All  is  calm  and  still  and  peaceful, 

All  is  gloom  and  ghostly  light. 
When  the  wind,  a  merry  hoyden, 

Comes  a-whirling  through  the  night; 
Tosses  snowdrifts  into  feathers, 

Flurries  tree  tops  in  a  breath, 
Swift  embraces,  though  with  kisses 

From  the   chilly  lips   of  Death- 
And  the  crinkle,  crinkle,  crinkle, 

Of  the  crisply  crackling  snow, 
Sounds  a  peal  of  tinkling  music, 

As  we  swiftly  onward  go.  L.  B.,  '15. 
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EDITORIAL 


It  is  difficult  to  find  a  new  way  of  saying  "Merry  Christ- 
mas" but  fortunately  it  is  the  spirit,  not  the  words,  which 

counts.      And    so    the    Sorosis    wishes    all    its 

Merry         friends  a  very  Merry  Christmas  and  the  brightest 

Christmas      of  New  Years.     As  we  go  to  our  homes  and  our 

families,  surely  the  thought  of  the  dolls  we 
have  dressed  and  the  bandages  we  have  made  will  make  us 
just  a  little  happier  on  Christmas  Day,  in  that  we  have  tried 
to  make  the  day  brighter  for  others  besides  ourselves.  And  so, 
in  the  words  of  Little  Tim :  ' '  God  bless  us  every  one. ' ' 


Before    another  issue   of  the    Sorosis   appears,    our   new 
President  will  be  with  us.      Preparations  are  already  being 
made  by  the  Trustees  for  his  reception,   and  the 
Coming!     President's  house  is  beginning  to  shine  with  clean- 
liness.    Let  us  make  the  beginning  of  Dr.  Acheson's 
life  with  us  as  pleasant  as  possible  for  him. 


We  seldom  copy,  but  when  we  found  this  in  the  "Presby- 
terian" some  time  ago,  we  thought  it  worthy  to  be  reprinted 

for  our  readers'  benefit:  "To  be  calm  when 
The  Highway  others  about  you  are  troubled;  to  dream 
to  Happiness     dreams  and  yet  not  be  mastered  by  them;  to 

think  and  yet  not  make  thoughts  an  end;  to 
meet  triumph  without  pride,  and  disaster  without  being  em- 
bittered; to  walk  with  the  many  and  keep  virtuous;  to  hold 
converse  with  the  mighty,  and  yet  not  lose  the  common  touch ; 
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to  be  influenced  neither  by  the  criticism  of  foes  nor  the  flattery 
of  friends;  to  endeavor  to  be  of  service  and  helpfulness  to 
others;  to  keep  in  mind  the  transitions  of  life's  experiences; 
to  love  humanity  and  to  trust  in  God — these  are  guide-posts  on 
the  highway  to  happiness." 


The  festive  days  of  the  holiday  season  are  almost  here, 
and  our  hearts  beat  with  anticipation  as  we  think  of  the  joy- 
ous time   to   come,   the   time   when  those  who   are 
Trust     dearest  are  near,  when  everyone  is  radiant  with  the 
joy  of  living  and  loving  and  serving.     Never  before 
were  the  holly  berries  so  red.      And  was  there  ever  so  much 
fun  and  mystery  in  concealing  stored-up  treasures  from  the 
anxious,  inquisitive  eyes  of  small  brothers  and  sisters,  who 
dance  with  glee  at  the  mere  suggestion  of  Santa  Claus-     And 
yet,  with  all  our  gladness,  a  feeling  of  sorrow  creeps  in  with 
the  thought  of,  those  far  away,  who  are  suffering  and  weary 
and  sad.     We  wonder  if  "Peace  on  Earth,  Good  "Will  Toward 
Men"  is  only  an  empty  saying.      But  slowly  despair  vanishes 
and  hope  is  renewed  as  we  hear  a  voice  afar, 
"God's  in  His  Heaven, 
All 's  right  with  the  world. ' ' 


28  THE     SOROSIS 

/ \ 

Hn  flfcemoriam 


It  is  difficult  for  the  Sorosis  to  express  the  deep 
sorrow  of  the  entire  college  in  the  death  of  Isabel 
Margaret  Blume,  Thursday,  December  3rd.  That 
such  a  life  should  be  cut  short  at  the  beginning  of 
its  period  of  greatest  usefulness  seems  hard  to  us, 
yet  we  are  glad  to  have  known  her  for  these  two 
years.  One  of  the  beautiful  things  which  her  friends 
say  of  her  is  that  they  never  knew  her  to  speak 
unkindly  of  anyone.  Her  courtesy  and  friendliness 
toward  all  were  never  known  to  fail. 

She  was  graduated  from  Pittsburgh  High  School 
in  1913,  and  entered  Pennsylvania  College  the  fall  of 
that  year.  Though  only  a  Sophomore  at  the  time  of 
her  death,  she  had  already  made  a  mark  for  herself 
in  college  life.  She  was  a  member  of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A., 
of  the  Mandolin  Club  and  of  the  Dramatic  Club. 
She  was  elected  a  member  of  the  Omega  Society 
during  her  illness.  In  spite  of  her  busy  college 
life  she  was  active  in  church  work  and  was  in 
charge  of  a  very  successful  club  for  working  girls. 

In  the  class  room,  she  gained  the  respect  of  her 
teachers  by  her  able  and  conscientious  work- 
Among  the  girls  at  school  her  attractive  personality 
won  her  many  friends.  She  was  loved  and  admired 
by  all,  and  known  to  be  a  girl  who  could  be  relied 
upon  to  do  her  part  well.  Her  life  was  not  long 
in  years,  but  rich  in  deeds.  She  leaves  behind  her 
the  splendid  example  of  a  Christian  life  and  char- 
acter. 

The  Sorosis  extends  deepest  sympathy  to  the 
members  of  her  family. 

\_____ / 
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ALUMNAE   NOTES. 


Emma  Coulter,  '09,  of  Pasadena,  California,  has  been  east 
recently  because  of  her  father's  illness.  She  paid  the  college 
a  visit,  and  was  delighted  with  its  present  prospects  and  future 
plans.  She  is  at  present  teacher  of  Latin  in  Westlake  School, 
but  has  recently  qualified  by  graduate  work  to  teach  in  the 
California  high  schools.  She  and  Anna  Sargent  Smith,  a  col- 
lege special  in  '08  and  '09,  have  been  living  together  recently. 
She  reports  that  Mrs.  Blakely  (Laura  Myrtle  Grow,  '08)  is 
devoted  to  her  two  fine  boys.  All  three  hope  to  see  some 
P-  C.  W.  people  out  their  way  during  the  Exposition. 

Belle  McClymonds,  '11,  has  set  the  date  of  her  wedding 
for  December  11th. 

Miriam  Messner  is  still  at  home  recuperating  from  her 
illness  of  last  summer. 

Juanita  Husband,   '14,  paid  us  a  visit  recently. 

Margery  Stewart,  '14,  is  having  the  time  of  her  life 
teaching  at  Mt.  Pleasant.  She  says  teaching  science,  particu- 
larly "Physical  Geography,"  is  very  fascinating 

Helen  Craig  was  married  to  Ernest  Culley  on  the  evening 
of  November  20th.  A  number  of  P.  C.  W.  girls  were  present 
at  the  ceremony.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Culley  will  make  their  home 
home  in  Allegheny- 


A   REQUEST. 


Once  more  the  Alumnae  editor  wishes  to  ask  the  help 
of  present  and  past  college  students  in  making  this  depart- 
ment larger  and  better.  You  girls  so  often  hear  news  of  the 
alumnae  which  would  be  of  interest  to  the  college.  Will  you 
not  take  the  time  to  hand  in  your  information  when  next  you 
have  an  opportunity?     Your  aid  will  be  much  appreciated. 
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AN  EVENING  AT  PALM  BEACH. 


The  Junior  Class  gave  their  annual  party  Friday  evening, 
November  19th.  They  took  us  to  Palm  Beach,  where  we 
sat  under  the  orange  trees  and  gazed  at  the  lucious  fruit 
(which  we  weren't  allowed  to  pick  because,  it  was  whispered, 
"we're  saving  it  for  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  bazaar").  At  any  rate, 
we  fed  the  crocodiles,  against  the  rules,  danced  on  the  beach 
fanned  by  the  gentle  (in  fact  very  gentle)  sea  breezes,  par- 
took of  green  (it  was  really  meant  to  be  green,  girls)  and 
white  ice  cream  and  small  cakes,  sadly  danced  the  home  waltz 
and  took  the  train  for  a  cooler  clime. 


RECENT    DRAMATICS 


On  Friday  afternoon,  December  4th,  the  Dramatic  Club 
very  successfully  presented  two  plays — "Sister  Beatrice"  and 
"Dinner  For  Two-"  The  plays  were  well  attended  and  highly 
appreciated  by  both  the  sutdent  body  and  their  friends.     The 
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work  of  the  club  is  certainly  deserving  of  a  great  deal  of 
praise.     The  following  were  the  castes: 

"SISTER  BEATRICE" 

Holy  Virgin   Melba  Martin 

Sister  Beatrice Melba  Martin 

Abbess   Kathryn  Robb 

Sister  Eglentine Ethel   Bair 

Sister  Clemency Francis  Boale 

Sister  Felicity Louise  Reinecke 

Sister  Balbine Martha  Crandall 

Sister   Regina Elizabeth   McClelland 

Sister  Gisela Helen  Pardee 

The  Priest Dorcas  Beer 

Prince  Bellidor Dorcas  Beer 

Little  Allette Margaret  Lee 

"DINNER  FOR  TWO" 

Lydia  Greenough Alice  Laidlaw 

Allen  Murchison Kate  McKenzie 

Richard  (the  butler) Martha  Dunbar 

Monica   ' Ruth  Gokey 

Mrs.    Travers Estelle    Shepard 

Policeman  Esther  McCracken 


CHRISTMAS  SERVICE. 


Dr.  McClurkin  will  be  the  speaker  at  our  Christmas  serv- 
ice, December  13th.  Knowing  that  many  friends  of  the  college 
would  appreciate  this  service,  invitations  have  been  issued. 

Programme. 

Organ  Prelude- 

Adeste  Fideles. 

Opening  Sentence. 

Anthem — ' '  See,  the  Dawn  of  Heaven  Is  Breaking  "...  Marshall 

By  Dilworth  Hall  Glee  Club. 
Scripture  Reading. 
Carol— "The  First  Noel." 
Prayer. 
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Response — "Holy  Night,  Silent  Night." 

Solo— "So  Crowded  Was  the  Little  Town" Carl  Whitmer 

By  Miss  Alice  Daere  Butterfield. 
Carol — "Good  King  Wenceslaus." 

Address Dr.  J.  K-  MeClurkin 

Anthem — "Glorious  Forever,  Our  Freedom  Giver" 

Rachmainnoff 

By  College  Glee  Club. 
Hymn— "0  Little  Town  of  Bethlehem." 
Benediction. 


DOMESTIC   SCIENCE  DEPARTMENT. 


Why  do  we  need  a  Domestic  Science  department  when 
one  hundred  complete  outfits  have  just  been  turned  out  for 
the  same  number  of  dolls  which  will  be  distributed  in  the  free 
kindergartens  of  the  city  at  Christmas  time?  Notable  among 
these  ladies  of  fashion  is  the  Hindu  lady,  dressed  by  Miss 
Kamala  Cornelius.  Kamala  has  had  her  life  long  desire  ful- 
filled for  a  short  time.  She  has  always  wanted  an  American 
doll  and  now  she  can  say  that  she  has  dressed  one  at  last. 


THE  FRESHMEN  ENTERTAINED. 


Monday,  November  16th,  the  Freshmen  were  entertained 
by  Miss  Coolidge,  who  gave  them  a  delightful  tea  in  the  draw- 
ing room. 

The  Sanitary  Chemistry  class  visited  a  butcher  shop  the 
other  day  and  learned  some  facts  about  meat.  What  a  num- 
ber of  competent  housewives  the  college  will  turn  out  in  the 
near  future ! 


WOMAN'S  CLUBS  OF  SCOTTDALE  AND  MT-  PLEASANT. 


Miss  Kerst  took  Miss  Coolidge 's  place  on  Saturday,  No- 
vember 28th,  at  an  open  meeting  of  combined  woman's  clubs 
of  Scottdale  and  Mt.  Pleasant.  Her  program  was  very  much 
enjoyed. 
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THE  COLLEGE  HERO. 


On  Saturday,  December  5th,  thirty-five  of  our  students 
and  faculty  attended  "The  College  Hero."  Although  the 
students  themselves  did  not  contribute  much  in  the  actual 
production  of  "The  College  Hero,"  because  of  the  time  which 
it  would  necessarily  consume,  they  were  nevertheless  interest- 
ed and  contributed  candy  to  be  sold  at  the  performances. 


RED  CROSS  WORK. 


On  the  evenings  of  December  4th  and  11th,  in  Woodland 
Hall,  the  resident  faculty  and  students  of  Berry  Hall  and 
Woodland  Hall  will  meet  for  Red  Cross  work.  The  students 
are  greatly  interested  and  we're  sure  their  efforts  will  be 
appreciated. 


CONVENTION  AND  CONFERENCE 
AT  UNIVERSITY. 


Several  of  our  faculty  attended  the  convention  and  con- 
ference at  the  University,  November  27th  and  28th,  at  which 
conference  Miss  Coolidge  spoke  on  "The  Influence  of  Re- 
organization of  Secondary  Education  on  College  Cirricula." 


HONORABLE    MENTION. 


In  an  editorial  comparing  the  institutions  of  Cleveland 
and  Pittsburgh,  the  editor  of  a  Cleveland  paper  makes  refer- 
ence to  the  long  and  notable  history  of  Pennsylvania  College 
for  Women,  which  statement  we  greatly  appreciate. 


FACULTY   TEA- 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Putnam  and  Miss  Hooker  were  the  host  and 
hostesses  at  the  faculty  tea,  November  24th,  at  the  home  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Putnam,  514  Shady  avenue. 
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COLLEGE  GUEST- 


Miss  Mary  Agnes  Gleim,  former  principal  of  the  Gleim 
School  for  Girls,  was  a  dinner  guest  of  Miss  Coolidge,  on 
December  2nd. 


CHRISTMAS  DINNER! 


On  December  17th,  Christmas  dinner  will  be  served  and 
the  usual  traditions  carried  out. 


VACATION! 


School  closes  at  twelve   o'clock  December  18th.      Now, 
why  do  you  suppose  it  closes'? 


HOUSE   NOTES. 


Dorcas  Beer  was  the  guest  of  Lillian  "Weihe  over  Thanks- 
giving. 

Kuth  Gokey  and  Martha  Crandall  spent  Thanksgiving 
with  Pauline  McCaw,  in  Dennison,  Ohio. 

Miss  Ely  spent  a  few  days  with  Miss  Meloy,  in  "West 
Newton,  Pa. 

Mrs.  Norman  spent  the  week-end,  November  17th,  with 
her  daughter  Elfa. 

Florence  Morrison  was  the  guest  of  her  cousin  in  Mt. 
Lebanon  for  a  few  days. 

"The  Man  at  Woodland  Hall." 

One  night,  a  short  time  ago,  the  girls  in  "Woodland  Hall 
had  the  pleasure  of  helping  to  initiate  a  man  into  one  of  the 
fraternities  of  Carnegie  Tech.  He  was  uniquely  dressed  in 
Boy  Scout  costume  and,  after  going  through  the  receiving 
line,  graciously  performed  a  few  stunts  for  our  benefit.  Final- 
ly he  was  told  to  propose  to  the  prettiest  girl  in  the  room, 
Lorena  Van  Kirk  received  the  honor,  but  cruelly  rejected  the 
youth  and  he  went  sorrowfully  away.  It  was  hard  on  the 
man  but  we  enjoyed  it  more  than  a  little. 
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AMONG    THE    SENIORS. 


The  Senior  Class  Play. 

The  Senior  class  has  decided  to  give  "Pomander  Walk" 
for  their  class  play  in  June.  This  will  be  quite  an  undertaking 
financially  for  so  small  a  class,  but  with  the  aid  of  the  Dramatic 
Club  and  the  proceeds  of  the  two  recent  plays,  the  Seniors 
anticipate  no  great  difficulty  in  making  ends  meet. 

The  date  of  the  contest  for  parts  in  the  play  has  been  set 
for  December  14th.  The  judges  have  been  appointed,  but 
their  names  have  as  yet  not  been  made  public.  The  occasion 
is  awaited  with  fear  and  trembling  by  the  contestants.  One  of 
the  actors  to  appear  in  "Pomander  Walk"  is  already  in  train- 
ing with  considerable  success — Betty's  grey  cat! 

The  Rivals. 

Almost  any  time  you  happen  into  the  Senior  den  these 
days  you  are  sure  to  be  a  witness  to  a  thrilling  drama  entitled, 
"The  Rivals."  This  hitherto  peaceful  and  affectionate  class 
has  been  broken  up  by  violent  altercations  concerning  parts 
in  the  Senior  play.  Everyone  wishes  to  be  either  hero  or 
heroine.  It  is  an  interesting  fact  that  all  the  small,  slim 
Seniors  have  strong  intentions  of  being  men,  and  all  the  large, 
plump  ones  are  bound  to  be  females.  It  is  hoped  that  all 
differences  of  opinion  will  be  arranged  by  the  time  the  holidays 
arrive. 

The  Year  Book. 

We  have  christened  the  infant,  who  will  go  down  to  his- 
tory as  "The  Pennsylvanian. "  He  is  already  growing  vigor- 
ously under  the  fond  care  of  many  devoted  nurses.  We  are, 
indeed,  proud  of  our  healthy  young  child  and  hope  his  future 
will  be  as  successful  as  his  present. 

Martha  Krienert,  our  long-lost  classmate,  has  been  heard 
from  again,  and  we  are  glad  to  know  that  she  expects  to  be 
with  us  again  after  Christmas. 

There  has  been  great  excitement  of  late  in  the  Senior 
parlor  during  mail  time.      Checks  come  far  apart,  but  when 
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they  do  arrive — what  rejoicing !     It  is  a  nerve-racking  matter, 
securing  patronesses. 

Miss  Janet  Campbell  entertained  the  Seniors  and  faculty 
at  tea,  November  19th.  The  decorations  of  autumn  leaves 
and  chrysanthemums  were  beautiful,  but  above  all  is  the 
hostess  to  be  considered  for  the  wonderful  "eats"  served. 

LOST — A  Senior  Tea,  somewhere  about  the  middle  of 
October.  Anyone  possessing  information  on  the  subject,  please 
report  to  Senior  den. 


JUNIOR  MINCEMEAT. 


Fraeulein  Randolph — "That  happened  during  the  war  of 
Deliberation. ' ' 

At  tennis  tournament — "Rebekah,  are  you  sitting  on  that 
damp  ground?" 

Rebekah — "Oh,  no;  I'm  sitting  on  Tom  Jones!" 

LOST — One  medium-sized  "gym"  shoe,  with  little  hole  in 
the  big  toe !     Finder  please  return  to  M.  Lee. 

Heard  in  Novel  Class — Mr.  Putnam:  "Did  you  read  it 
for  the  plot?" 

Miss  Nichols — "No,  sir;  I  read  it  for  the  man!" 

Kathryn  Robb  (at  Junior  party) — "The  next  dance  is 
the  'Tom  Jones.'  "  We  are  glad  to  learn  that  Kathryn  is 
profiting  by  her  study  of  the  novel. 


(North  Pole  Times  please  copy.) 
Dear  Santy  Klos : 

Pies  send  th  Junyers  a  simplifid  speler,  as  tha  ar  tu  bisy 
tu  rit  ther  words  out.  Miss  Holcomb  wud  lik  a  man  and  a 
cabin  in  the  Coloradas.  Fil  th  sofimors'  stockings  up  with 
sinders.  Be  rel  gud  to  th  pur  litel  freshmen.  They  arnt  haf 
bad.  Th  senjers  wud  lik  sum  ads  fur  ther  yer  buk.  If  yu 
hav  any  spar  tim,  pies  bring  us  a  liberal  amount.  Th  day 
gurls  want  an  automobil  to  bring  them  up  the  hil.  Miss  B. 
desirs  a  haf  dozn  miracles  or  so.      Melba  Martin  is  sadly  in 
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ned  of  ne  pads.  Everybode  neds  a  tung  adjuster  for  chapel 
servus.  We  want  th  hoi  ches  fer  our  colige,  and  anything 
els  yer  can  think  uv.     Luvingly, 

Yur  der  Junyers. 


THE  SOPHOMORE'S  CORNER. 


"What  is  the  matter  with  Betty's  lunch?  For  some  strange 
reason  it  is  never  to  be  found  at  1 :30.  One  day  somebody  else 
felt  that  she  needed  it  more  than  Betty  did.  Another  time, 
in  some  miraculous  way  it  hid  itself  in  a  bloomer  leg  in  the 
cupboard,  and  on  still  another  day,  after  searching  for  it  fully 
ten  minutes,  Betty  finally  found  it  and  then  she  trembled  so 
with  joy  to  have  it  once  more,  that  she  couldn't  even  hold 
the  sandwiches  in  her  hands  without  dropping  them  on  the 
floor. 

Query: — Why  are  the  Sophomores  so  popular  on  Thurs- 
days? 

Answer : — That  is  desert  day.  That  is  the  reason  Seniors, 
Juniors  and  Freshmen  all  crowd  around  our  door  and  serenade 
us  so  beautifully  while  we  partake  of  most  delectable  refresh- 
ments to  the  following  musical  accompaniment : 

From  the  Outside — "Where,  oh  where,  are  the  splendid 
Sophomores?" 

From  the  Inside — "Eating  ice  cream  in  the  Sophomore 
den." 

Louise  Reinecke — "Lystra  was  a  very  dry  town." 

L.  R. — "I  always  get  things  mixed  sometimes." 

Carry  Bailey — "When  they  started  to  die." 

Estelle  Shepard — "It  is  easy  to  sail  by  land." 

E.  S. — "The  people  had  a  peaceful  revolt." 

Ada  Spriggs — "The  sick  were  dying  without  any  help." 

Leila  Hill — "Melancthon  died.  I  don't  know  what  was 
the  matter  with  him." 
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Miss  Butterfield — "They  will  be  nearer  apart." 

Mr.  Mayhew    (to  the   Glee   Club) — "Put  three  beats  on 
hide." 

E.  S.  (higher  criticism) — "Michelangelo's  work  is  out  of 
proportion  and  is  just  slapped  together. 

A  Sophomore  Argument — Should  one  thread  a  needle  or 
needle  a  thread? 

Brilliant  Translations  in  French. 
"He  put  on  the  table,  the  bread  which  he  had  already 
eaten." 

"His  legs  didn't  vacillate." 

"From  that  on  his  head  was  on  fire." 

"He  replaced  his  ear." 

Miss  Brownson — "How    was    Cortez    received    when    he 
landed  in  Mexico?" 

H.  P.  (bluffing) — "He  was  very  unexpected." 


OUR  WELCOME. 


"We  welcome  you,  jolly  old  Christmas 

The  season  of  all  good  cheer, 
The  day  most  beloved  by  the  children, 

The  happiest  day  of  the  year. 
From  out  the  evening  stillness, 

Comes  the  carols  of  children  dear, 
As  they  sing  of  the  little  stranger 

Who  brought  to  us  peace  and  cheer. 
Again  we  extend  you  our  welcome, 

To  you  of  all  days  the  best; 

We  cease  from  our  toils  to  salute  you, 

Our  long  expected  guest. 

Ruth  I.  Long,  '18. 
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CHRISTMAS  GREETINGS  FROM  THE  FRESHMEN. 


Our  Spread. 

No  time  could  be  quite  so  opportune  as  this — Christmas 
time — in  which  to  describe  the  "First  Freshman  Spread," 
which  occurred  November  24th,  in  the  Freshman  den.  Why? 
Because : 

First.  It  was  a  time  of  good  spirit  toward  all  our  fellow 
men. 

Second.  It  filled  the  air  with  excitement,  pervading  even 
into  the  class  rooms. 

Third.     To  a  delicate  few  the  results  proved  almost  fatal. 

Fourth.  Great  sympathy  was  shown  to  those  poor  mortals 
less  fortunate  than  we,  namely:  Sophomores,  Juniors  and 
Seniors. 

Lastly,  because  of  the  spread  itself.  Such  eats !  The 
mere  names  would  mean  nothing,  but  just  to  give  inquisitive 
ones  an  idea :  Sandwiches  (no  use  to  name  the  kinds  for  there 
were  all  kinds),  salad,  pickles,  olives,  cake,  pie,  fruit,  nuts,  tea 
and  chocolate.  Besides,  there  being  two  or  three  different 
kinds  of  each  article,  everything  was  of  the  BEST. 

After  the  table  was  spread  there  was  little  room  for  any- 
thing else — chairs  or  people.  However,  we  are  glad  to  say 
our  guests  of  honor — Miss  Coolidge  and  Miss  Ely — were  pro- 
vided with  comfortable  seats.  It  was  of  little  consequence 
to  the  rest  of  us  what  sort  of  .seat  (if  any  at  all)  we  occupied, 
just  so  we  were  there.  Our  only  wish  is  that  our  honor  guests 
enjoyed  it  as  much  as  we,  and  that  the  future  will  be  filled 
to  overflowing  with  similar  happenings. 


The  month  of  Santa  Clause  is  here !  He  will  undoubtedly 
visit  everyone  of  the  Freshmen — they  are  such  deserving 
mortals.  By  pre-communication  with  him  some  of  their  gifts 
have  been  found  out.  It  is  sad  that  so  few  were  discovered, 
but  by  next  year  Santa  may  be  in  a  more  generous  frame  of 
mind. 
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To  Janet  Hill  he  will  present  a  brand  new  "Ingersoll"  in 
the  hope  that  she  may  know  when  8 :30  a.  m.  arrives. 

To  Helen  Lieteh — A  quart  of  Mellin's  Food,  or  some  other 
nourishing  beverage. 

To  Dot  Minor — A  life  subscription  to  "Life."  (No  pun  in- 
tended). 

To  Gertrude  Broat — One  more  special  course  in  aesthetic 
dancing. 

To  Annetta  Marks — A  Biliken  or  some  other  intellectual 
being  to  which  she  may  expound  excess  geometry  propositions 
or  lines  of  medieval  kings. 

To  Betty  Sheppard — One  extra-sized  box  of  Mrs.  Pinkem's 
Pink  Pills  for  Pale  People. 

To  Ruth  Kauffman — One  whole  day's  recreation. 

To  Eleanor  Goldsmith — A  chip  basket,  size  of  bushel,  in 
which  to  carry  her  lunch. 

To  Mollie  Davidson — Some  German  which  she  can't  read 
at  sight. 

To  Sara  Shapira — A  whole  book  of  ready-made  chapel 
excuses. 

To  the  Whole  Class — Rewards  for  their  excellent  be- 
havior and  ladylike  quietness — in  the  Den. 

Remember — work  hard  and  next  year  Santa  wil  bring 
YOU  something  (may  be)  ! 
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LECTURES    AND    SUCH 


Would  You  Like  to  Live  in  India? 

''Education  of  girls  in  India"  was  the  subject  of  the  lec- 
ture for  Wednesday,  November  18th,  and  Mrs.  Paul  Appasamy 
was  the  speaker.  She  told  something  of  her  own  life  in  India, 
but  spoke  especially  about  the  hard  life  of  the  children  in  her 
native  land. 

A  Social  Service  Lecture. 

On  Wednesday,  December  2nd,  Miss  Meloy  gave  us  her 
extremely  interesting  lecture  on  her  social  service  work  in 
Pittsburgh. 

Violin  Recital. 

On  December  9th,  at  the  regular  lecture  period,  Mrs. 
Walter  S.  Mellor,  '95,  very  kindly  consented  to  give  us  a 
violin  recital.  Everyone  enjoyed  the  recital,  which  was  beau- 
tiful. 

Madame  de  Valley  Lectured  to  Dilworth  Hall. 

Tuesday,  November  17th,  Madame  de  Valley  repeated  her 
lecture  to  the  college  for  the  benefit  of  Dilworth  Hall. 

Dr.  Fisher  at  Vespers. 

Dr.  Fisher  spoke  to  us  at  Vespers  on  December  9th.  We 
anticipated  one  of  his  delightful  talks  and  we  were  not  dis- 
appointed. 

Thanksgiving  Services. 

There  were  several  of  these  at  college.  Miss  Coolidge 
spoke  at  the  Thanksgiving  Vesper  service  on  the  founding  of 
the  Red  Cross  Society  by  Miss  Clara  Barton,  who  is  a  personal 
friend  of  our  Dean. 

Dr.  Fisher  conducted  the  regular  Thansgiving  service  in 
chapel  the  day  before  Thanksgiving  and  gave  us  a  short  talk. 

The  Y.  W.  C.  A.  also  had  an  appropriate  meeting  that 
day.  As  one  of  the  girls  remarked,  it  was  fortunate  we  had 
enough  things  to  be  thankful  for,  at  all  these  meetings. 
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OUR   ORGANIZATIONS. 


Omega. 

The  Omega  Society  will  hold  its  next  meeting  Wednesday, 
December  16th.  Dorothy  Errett  will  read  a  paper  on 
Turgenieff. 

Mandolin  Club. 

In  response  to  the  rather  doubtful  statement  in  the  last 
Sorosis  as  to  just  how  the  Mandolin  Club  is  getting  along,  we 
may  now  state,  and  with  authority,  that  its  progress  is  swift 
and  sure.  There  are  now  four  firsts,  the  same  number  of 
seconds  and  six  worthy  "guitarists,"  also  a  prospect  of  more 
new  members. 

Glee  Club. 

The  Glee  Club  has  ben  faithful  to  its  post  every  Thursday 
afternoon.  "We  are  afraid  that  some  of  the  members  need 
ear  trumpets  because  they  have  difficulty  in  hearing  the  2 :30 
bell.     Come  on  time,  girls,  "the  precious  moments  are  flying." 

Der  Deutsche  Verein. 

The  last  meeting  of  this  club  took  place  Monday,  Novem- 
ber 23rd.  As  Mary  Jeffrey  and  Janet  Campbell  were  hostesses 
it  is  needless  to  state  that  the  meeting  was  a  success  in  every 
way. 

Student  Government. 

A  good  month.  The  chapel  attendance  and  quiet  in  the 
chapel  and  library  have  been  well  attended  to  during  the  past 
month.  Keep  up  the  good  work,  girls,  and  continue  to  feel 
proud  of  yourselves. 


Y.  W.  C.  A.  NOTES. 


At  the  meeting  on  November  4th,  thirty-five  new  members 
were  received  into  the  association. 

Estelle  Shepard  led  the  meeting  on  November  11th  and 
gave  us  a  good  talk  on  "Golden  Moments." 

November  18th  was  the  day  the  Jun*6r  class  had  charge 
of  the  meeting.     Sieba  South  led  and  Jeanne  Mahey  sang. 

The  Thanksgiving    service,    on    November  25th,    was  in 
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charge  of  Lorna  Burleigh.     The  service  was  beautiful  and  full 
of  a  Thanksgiving  spirit. 

On  December  2nd  the  missionary  committee  told  us  a 
great  many  interesting  facts  about  the  history  and  philosophy 
of  missions.     Dorothy  Errett  was  the  leader. 

A  New  Dilworth  Hall  Y.  M.  C.  A. 

Dilworth  Hall  has  organized  a  Y.  W.  C.  A.  of  their  own 
for  the  house  girls.  The  new  association  is  flourishing  already. 
The  college  Y.  W.  C.  A.  wishes  you  all  success. 

Student  Volunteer  Conference. 

December  4th,  5th  and  6th,  some  of  our  members  attended 
the  very  inspiring  Student  Volunteer  Conference,  which  was 
held  at  the  Shadyside  Presbyterian  Church.  Among  the 
noted  speakers  were :  Robert  E.  Speer,  Rev.  Watson,  Rev.  Hig- 
ginbottam,  of  India ;  W.  B.  Anderson,  D.  D.,  Stanley  F.  White, 
Bishop  Oldham,  Mrs.  MeClure  and  J.  L.  Murray.  A  number 
of  delegates  were  receive^  into  the  homes  of  the  college  girls 
during  the  conference  and  10  were  cared  for  at  Woodlawn  hall. 

The  Y.  W.  C.  A.  Bazaar. 

Well,  the  bazaar  was  a  great  success!  The  tea  counter 
was  well  patronized  at  lunch  time  and  the  girls  consumed 
large  quantities  of  tea  and  crackers.  The  girls  evidently  have 
sweet  teeth,  because  the  candy  didn't  last  long.  The  cards 
sold  fairly  and  many  tried  their  luck  in  the  grab  bag.  And 
the  fancy  work  booth!!  Wasn't  it  lovely?  And  how  the 
things  did  fly!! 

Then  the  continuous  vaudeville.  The  girls  will  be  well 
recommended  when  they  apply  for  positions  on  the  stage.  The 
annual  doll  show  was  very  pretty,  too,  and  the  dolls  will  please 
many  little  hearts. 

We  wish  to  thank  the  alumni  for  their  patronage  and  all 
the  girls  for  their  help  and  interest. 

The  Dilworth  Hall  Association  did  their  share  in  making 
the  Bazaar  a  success.  The  proceeds  will  be  divided  between 
the  two  associations.  The  Dilworth  Hall  proceeds  are  to  be 
used  for  the  conference  fund,  while  the  college  proceeds  are 
to  be  divided,  part  to  be  put  in  the  conference  fund  and  part 
in  the  India  fund. 
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ATHLETICS. 


The  End  of  the  Tournament. 

No  one  was  surprised  when  College  won  over  Dilworth 
Hall  in  the  tennis  tournament  and  everyone  was  delighted. 
Miss  Coolidge  presented  Louise  Kindl  and  Jo  Harold,  the  two 
victors,  with  prizes  of  five  dollars,  instead  of  the  customary 
sweaters.  The  house  girls  had  a  bonfire  to  celebrate  the  oc- 
casion. 

Basketball  Players  Wanted. 

More  players  are  needed  for  our  basketball  practice.  We 
expect  to  play  against  the  College  Club  team  before  Christmas 
and  we  want  some  good  hard  practice  in  order  to  beat  them. 
Therefore,  come  out  and  play.     This  means  YOU ! 

The  Freshman  class  has  organized  a  basketball  team  and 
elected  Florence  Morrison  to  be  captain.  Practice  is  progress- 
ing vigorously. 


EXPRESSION  NOTES. 


Miss  Kerst  presented  Maeterlinck's  "Pelias  and  Melis- 
ande"  at  the  College  Club  on  Friday,  November  20th.  Mr. 
Whitmer  played  the  musical  setting. 

On  November  26th,  also,  Miss  Kerst  read  the  "Twig  of 
Thorn"  before  the  Saturday  Afternoon  Club  of  Scottdale,  Pa. 


MUSIC   NOTES. 


Mr.  "Whitmer  and  Mr.  Mayhew  will  present  their  annual 
program  of  operas  on  January  15th.  It  will  take  the  form 
of  a  lecture  similar  to  that  of  a  year  ago. 

Mr.  "Whitmer 's  Piano  Concerto,  No.  I.,  will  be  given  at 
Carnegie  Music  Hall  on  December  30th.  Mr.  Dallmeyer  Rus- 
sell, pianist,  will  play  the  solo  part  while  the  orchestral  score 
has  been  arranged  for  organ  and  second  piano.  Mr.  "Whitmer 
will  play  the  second  piano  and  Mr.  Charles  Hienroth  the 
organ.  This  will  be  given  at  a  special  concert  in  honor  of  the 
Music  Teachers'  Annual  Convention,  which  will  meet  here  in 
December. 
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EXCHANGES. 


The  October  number  of  the  "  Washington- Jeffersonian" 
contains  some  good  articles.  Those  entitled  "The  Measure  of 
a  Man"  and  "The  Unheralded  Success"  are  especially  good. 

In  the  absence  of  a  literary  department  in  "The  Cornell 
Era,"  the  football  notes  are  at  least  "very  fillin'." 

We  acknowledge  the  "Pitt  Weekly,"  "The  Tartan," 
"The  Westminster  Holcad,"  "The  Muhlenburg  Weekly"  and 
the  "Buchtelite,"  all  good  merely  as  newspapers.  You 
sadly  lack  literary  material. 

The  "Juniata  Echo"  is  a  small  paper,  but  it  must  be  com- 
mended for  making  an  attempt  at  having  what  many  larger 
papers  do  not — a  literary  department.  We  hope  to  see  you 
grow! 

Literary  effort  in  college  papers  seems  to  be  fluctuating, 
especially  in  papers  from  men's  colleges.  Not  so,  however, 
with  the  Wilson  "Pharetra."  Here  we  find  a  literary  de- 
partment which  is  both  polished  in  style  and  interesting  in 
material.  In  the  November  number,  the  article,  "Comments 
on  Four  Modern  Poets"  is  especially  good. 

"The  High  School  Journal"  from  Pittsburgh  Central 
High  School  takes  us  back  to  our  own  happy  "prep"  school 
days.  Your  editorials  are  well  done.  Here's  to  success, 
old  pard ! 

o 

A  Pome. 
"The  Sophomores  saw  some  green, 

They  thought  it  was  the  Freshman  class ; 
But  when  they  nearer  to  it  drew, 

They  saw  it  was — a  looking  glass ! ' ' — Ex. 

o 

"What  do  we  have  to  change  cars  for?" 
"Why  the  train  we  were  on  doesn't  go  any  further." 
"Well,  I  think  it  a  shame;  that  was  the  nicest  conductor 
I  ever  saw." — Ex. 
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From  a  Student's  Notebook. 

Originality  is  disagreement  from  others. 

The  way  of  the  transgressor — for  themes  on  this  subject 
see  the  daily  newspapers. 

Ideas  are  dangerous — to  the  man  of  no  ideas. 

Civilization  rushes  in  where  barbarism  fears  to  tread. 

A  thing  of  beauty  is  a  toy  forever. 

A  hair  on  the  head  is  worth  two  on  the  brush. 

"Germany  sez  it's  a  war  for  culture,  an'  England  sez  it's 
a  war  for  liberty;  but  the  devil  he  just  grins  an'  sez  nothin' 
because  he  thought  up  the  argimints  for  both  sides." — Pitt 
"Weekly. 


The  Senator  and  the  Major  were  walking  up  the  avenue. 
The  Senator  was  more  than  middle-aged  and  considerably  more 
than  fat,  and  dearly  as  the  Major  loved  him,  he  also  loved 
his  joke.  The  Senator  turned  with  a  pleased  expression  on 
his  benign  countenance  and  said: 

"Major,  did  you  see  that  pretty  girl  smile  at  me?" 
"Oh,  that's  nothing,"  replied  his  friend.    "The  first  time 
I  saw  you,  I  laughed  out  loud." — Harper's. 


A  youth  standing  beside  a  monkeys'  cage  was  smoking  a 
cigarette.  Taking  another  from  his  pocket,  he  asked,  "Would 
it  do  any  harm  if  I  offered  him  one  of  these?" 

"Not  a  bit,"  responded  the  attendant.  "A  monkey  isn't 
half  as  big  a  fool  as  he  looks." — Ex. 


"What  could  be  more  sad  than  a  man  without  a  coun- 
try?" feelingly  asked  the  high  school  literature  teacher  of  her 
class. 

"A  country  without  a  man,"  responded  a  pretty  girl  just 
as  feelingly. — Ex. 


THE     SOROSIS 


47 


Kiihn  Catering  Company 

IN  THE  RITTENHOUSE 

W.  R.  Kuhn,  Manager 

Your  luncheon  or  tea  will  be  best  served 
if  placed  with  us.  The  best  equipped 
catering  house  west  of  New  York.    .    .    . 


English   Custom  Boot 

\N  AND  BLACK  LOW  HEELS  INVISIBLE   EYELETS 

STOEBBNER 


27   PENN 


Man   with   Quality  Shoes 

EAST   END  6222   FRANKSTOWN 


Fhe  McFarland  Co. 

RY  GOODS,  MILLINERY 
ART-NEEDLE   WORK 


ly  the  Best  Goods  at  LOWEST  PEICES 


6015   PENN   AVENUE 

EAST    END 


Cakes,        Candies,        Ice  Cream, 
Fruits,  Sandwiches. 

LUNCHEONS 

ipecial  Attention  Given  to  Orders  for  Parties, 
Spreads  and  Feasts 


J  Fiftb  Avenue 


Bell  Phone-Grant  4362 


First  Class  Hair  Goods 


Doll  Repairing 


6019  Perm  Ave,  E.  E.  1503  Fifth  Ave. 

7102-R  Hiland— Bell  Phones— 3632-R  Grant 

PITTSBURGH,  PA. 

SHAMPOOING  MANICURING 


107  North  Highland  Avenue 

Bell  Phone  2568-J  Hiland 

HOME-MADE     CANDIES 
ICE    CREAM    AND    ICES 

"WE     DELIVER     EVERYWHERE 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 
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Dear  Mabel: — 

This  lovely  stationery  including  the  two 
etter  monogram  cost  me  only  45c  per  box  at 

Singer  Pen  &  Gift  Shop 

in  Jenkins'  Arcade 

Meet  me  there  at  7  P.  M.,  Friday,  before  going  to  the 
play  as  I  intend  to  purchase  a  Safety  Fountain  Pen 
for  carrying  in  my  bag.  SARAH. 

Telephone  2052  Hiland 


Sandwiches,    Cakes,    Pies,   Rolls 
Candies,  Nuts 

GREGSON'S 

TEA    ROOM— CAKE    SHOP 

5909    PENN    AVENUE 
EAST    END  PITTSBURGH 


T.  G.  CHENNEY 
Proprietor 


Bell  Telephom 
Hiland  619 


Ladies'    Hair    Dressing,    Scalp    and    Fact 

Massage,  Children's  Hair  Cutting. 

Wigs  and  Toupees 

Manicuring,  Shampooing,  Singeing 

126  South  Highland  Ave. 

East  End  Pittsburgh,  Pa 


JMerpont,5iviter  &  Company 

ENGRAVING,    PRINTING 

LITHOGRAPHING,   EMBOSSING 

Engraved  Calling  Cards 

Wedding  Invitations 

Announcement 

Monograms  and  Crest  Stationery  promptly 

furnished  in  the  latest  styles  in  addition 

to  all  classes  of  Art  Printing  for 

social  and  commercial  purposes 

Phone  358  Hiland       117-119  SHADY  AVE 


When  you  are  in  need  of  anything,  such  as  HOSIERY 
UNDERWEAR,  GLOVES,  or  any  small  article  for  sewing 
call  up 


If  you  are   down  in   the  village 
call  and  see  the  New  Goods 
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CHARLES  LAMB 


(EDITOE'S  NOTE: — We  believe  our  readers  will  enjoy  this  beautiful 
appreciation  of  Charles  Lamb,  both  for  its  own  sake  and  because  of  the 
writer.  We  have  held  it  ready  to  print  for  several  months  and  regret 
that  Isabel  cannot  see  it  for  herself.  Her  friends  will  see  her  in  this 
work;  also  it  seems  to  us  that  the  last  few  lines  might  be  applied  to  the 
writer  with  as  much  truth  as  to  Charles  Lamb.) 


The  year  1775  saw  the  birth  of  one  of  the  most  lonely,  as 
well  as  one  of  the  most  unselfish  of  men  that  have  been  brought 
before  the  public  eye  in  the  past  century.     His  name  is  Charles 
Lamb.     He  was  the  youngest  of  a  family  of  three.    He  had  a 
brother  who  was  twelve  years  older  than  himself  and  a  sister, 
Mary,  who  was  two  years  older  than  his  brother.     His  father 
was  a  clerk  to  a  Bencher  of  the  Inner  Temple  and  his  mother 
was  the  daughter  of  a  housekeeper.     "I  am  wedded  to  the 
fortunes  of  my  sister  and  my  poor  old  father,"  is  the  sound- 
ing key  of  his  life  after  he  had  reached  maturity.      He  gave 
up  everything  for  his  sister,  Mary.      "God  love  her,"  he  said, 
"may  we  two  never  love  each  other  less."     He  always  spoke 
of  her  as  his  best  friend  and  I  have  come  to  the  conclusion, 
after  reading  his  letters,  that  his  actions  toward  her  certainly 
proved  that  he  thought  her  his  best  friend.      Here  is  a  poem 
dedicated  to  his  sister,  which  shows  his  feelings  toward  her: 
"If  from  my  lips  some  angry  accents  fell, 
"Peevish  complains,  or  harsh  reproof  unkind, 
' '  'Twas  but  the  error  of  a  sickly  mind 
"And  troubled  thoughts  clouding  the  purer  well 
"And  waters  clear  of  Reason,  and  for  me 
"Let  this  my  verse  the  poor  atonement  be — 
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"My  verse,  which  thou  to  praise  wert  e'er  inclined 
' '  Too  highly,  and  with  a  partial  eye  to  see 
"No  blemish.     Thou  to  me  didst  ever  show 
"Kindest  affection,  and  wouldst  ofttimes  lend 
"An  ear  to  the  desponding  love  sick  lay 
"Weeping  my  morrows  with  me,  who  repay 
"But  ill  the  mighty  debt  of  love  I  owe, 
"Mary,  to  thee,  my  sister  and  my  friend." 
There  was  a  taint  of  insanity  in  the  family.     Lamb  him- 
self spent  six  weeks  in  a  madhouse.      Mary  was   subject  to 
frequent  attacks  of  insanity.     In  one  of  these  attacks  she  mur- 
dered   her    bedridden    mother,    Lamb    had    all    pity    for    her. 
In  a  letter  to  Coleridge,  in  which  he  tells  him  of  the  great 
calamity,  he  says,  "My  poor,  dear,  dearest  sister  in  a  fit  of 
insanity  has  been  the  death  of  her  own  mother." 

Their  circumstances  were  very  limited,  but,  in  a  letter 
written  a  few  days  after  his  mother's  death,  he  says,  "If  my 
father,  an  old  servant  maid,  and  I  can't  live  and  live  comfort- 
ably on  £130  or  £140  a  year,  we  ought  to  burn  by  slow  fires ; 
and  I  almost  would  that  Mary  might  not  go  into  a  hospital." 
After  she  was  better  he  had  her  removed  from  the  mad- 
house against  the  wishes  of  the  other  members  of  the  family. 
After  her  removal  he  tenderly  cared  for  her  himself.  When 
in  after  years  he  had  no  one  but  Mary,  she  became  more  and 
more  dear  to  him,  as  is  seen  in  a  letted  to  Miss  Wordsworth, 
which  was  written  during  one  of  Mary's  sicknesses.  "Mean- 
time she  is  dead  to  me  and  I  miss  a  prop.  All  my  strength  is 
gone  and  I  am  like  a  fool  bereft  of  her  co-operation.  I  dare 
not  think,  lest  I  should  think  wrong,  so  much  am  I  to  look  up 
to  her  in  the  least  and  biggest  perplexity.  She  is  older,  and 
wiser  and  better  than  I,  and  all  my  wretched  imperfections  I 
cover  to  myself  by  resolutely  thinking  on  her  goodness." 

"Oh,  my  friend,  cultivate  the  filial  feelings!  and  let  no 
man  think  himself  released  from  the  kind  'charities'  of  rela- 
tionship ;  these  shall  give  him  peace  at  the  last ;  there  are  the 
best  foundations  for  every  species  of  benevolence."  This  quo- 
tation, from  a  letter  to  Miss  Wordsworth,  was  rigidly  followed 
out  by  Lamb.  In  the  evenings,  when  he  was  tired  out  from  a 
long  day's  work,  he  played  cribbage  to  amuse  his  father.     At 
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one  time  he  writes,  "I  am  got  home  at  last,  and  after  repeated 
games  at  cribbage,  got  my  father's  leave  to  write  awhile;  with 
difficulty  got  it,  for  when  I  expostulated  about  playing  any 
more,  he  very  aptly  replied,  'If  you  won't  play  with  me,  you 
might  as  well  not  come  home  at  all.'  The  argument  was  un- 
answerable and  I  set  to  afresh. ' ' 

His  kindness  and  the  thoughtfulness  were  manifest  on  all 
sides.  Besides  taking  care  of  his  father,  Mary  and  an  old  maid- 
servant, he  cared  for  an  old  aunt  who  came  to  die  under  his 
roof,  and  although  he  had  barely  enough  to  support  the  family, 
he  gladly  took  her  in.  At  another  time,  a  certain  kind  indi- 
vidual had  made  offers  to  him  through  Lloyd.  In  reply  to 
these  offers  he  said,  "My  prospects  are  very  comfortable,  but 
T  know  a  man,  a  young  man,  whom  he  could  serve  through  the 
same  channel,  and,  I  think  would  be  disposed  to  serve  if  he 
were  acquainted  with  his  case.  This  poor  fellow  (whom  I 
know  just  enough  to  vouch  for  his  strict  integrity  and  worth) 
has  lost  two  or  three  employments  from  illness,  which  he  can- 
not regain.  For  God's  sake,  if  it  does  not  go  against  you  to 
ask  favours,  do  it  now ;  ask  it  as  for  me. ' '  Then  again,  a  clerk 
was  obliged  to  go  to  the  seashore  for  his  health,  and  Lamb 
wrote  him  frequently  some  of  the  funniest  letters,  in  order  to 
make  him  forget  his  pain,  for  at  least  a  few  moments. 

About  the  time  that  Lamb's  father's  mind  had  become 
weakened,  John,  the  eldest  son,  had  left  the  house  and  was 
living  by  himself,  thus  leaving  the  care  of  the  entire  household 
on  Lamb's  shoulders.  However,  Lamb  never  complained  of 
his  brother's  shameful  neglect,  which  indeed  he  would  have 
been  justified  in  doing.  After  the  tragic  death  of  his  mother 
he  wrote,  "I  had  the  whole  weight  of  the  family  thrown  on 
me;  for  my  brother  little  disposed  (I  speak  not  without  ten- 
derness for  him)  at  any  time  to  take  care  of  old  age  and  in- 
firmities, had  now  with  his  bad  leg,  an  exemption  from  such 
duties,  and  I  was  now  left  alone."  Again  in  the  same  letter, 
after  he  had  told  Coleridge  that  his  brother  opposed  Mary's 
going  to  a  madhouse  and  wanted  her  to  be  sent  to  a  hospital, 
a  thing  which  was  equally  dreaded  by  Charles  and  his  sister, 
he  writes,  "Let  me  not  leave  one  unfavorable  impression  in 
your  mind  respecting  my  brother.      Since  this  has  happened, 
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lie  has  been  very  kind  and  brotherly,  but  I  f ead  for  his  mind ; 
he  has  taken  his  ease  in  the  world,  and  is  not  fit  himself  to 
struggle  with  difficulties,  nor  has  much  accustomed  himself  to 
throw  himself  into  their  way.  Thank  God,  I  can  unconnect 
myself  with  him,  and  shall  manage  all  my  father's  moneys  in 
future  myself,  if  I  take  care  of  poor  Daddy,  which  poor  John 
has  not  even  hinted  a  wish,  at  any  future  time  even,  to  share 
with  me."  Charles  was  very  much  moved  by  the  death  of  his 
brother  and  as  a  result  wrote  that  sweet  reverie,  "Dream 
Children,"  which  not  only  depicted  his  own  personal,  lonely 
life,  but  the  remorse  he  felt  at  the  death  of  his  brother. 

On  account  of  his  father's  sickness  and  Mary's  insanity, 
Lamb  was  unable  to  bring  home  many  of  the  friends  he  made 
in  the  outside  world.  This  made  his  life  rather  lonely.  Ref- 
erences to  his  lonely  life  may  be  found  throughout  his  letters. 
In  his  earlier  life,  in  a  letter  to  Coleridge,  he  says :  ' '  Thank  you 
for  your  frequent  letters :  you  are  the  only  correspondent,  and 
I  might  add,  the  only  friend  in  the  world.  I  go  nowhere,  and 
have  no  acquaintances.  Slow  of  speech  and  reserved  of  man- 
ners, no  one  seeks  or  cares  for  my  society ;  and  I  am  left  alone. ' ' 
He  dreaded  the  times  when  Mary  was  confined  in  the  mad- 
house. For  together  with  the  loneliness  came  that  awful 
thought  that  perhaps  she  would  not  be  restored  to  her  right 
senses  again.  The  following  is  a  part  of  a  leter  written  during 
one  of  her  illnesses.  "I  have  every  reason  to  believe  that  the 
illness,  like  all  her  former  ones,  will  be  but  temporary,  but  I 
can  not  always  feel  so."  He  had  a  slight  impediment  in  his 
speech  which  was  rather  annoying  and  kept  him  from  associ- 
ating or  making  friends  in  his  early  life.  After  a  visit  to 
Coleridge  he  writes,  "I  could  not  talk  much  while  I  was  with 
you ;  but  my  silence  was  not  a  sullenness,  nor  I  hope  from  any 
bad  motives ;  but  in  truth,  disuse  has  made  me  awkward  at  it. ' ' 

Lamb  disliked  the  quiet  and  solitude  of  the  country  and 
was  very  fond  of  the  great  noisy  throngs  and  the  hustle  in 
London.  "I  don't  care  much  if  I  never  see  a  mountain  in  my 
life.  I  have  passed  all  my  days  in  London  until  I  have  formed 
as  many  and  intense  local  attachments  as  any  of  you  moun- 
taineers can  have  done  with  dead  Nature.  The  lighted  shops 
of  the  Strand  and  Fleet  street ;  the  innumerable  trades,  trades- 
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men,  and  customers,  coaches,  wagons,  playhouses,  all  the  hus- 
tle and  wickedness  round  about  Covent  Garden;  the  crowds, 
the  very  dirt  and  mud,  the  sun  shining  upon  houses  and  pave- 
ments, all  these  things  work  themselves  into  my  mind,  and  feed 
me,  without  satiating  me.  The  wonder  of  these  sights  impels 
me  into  night  walks  about  her  crowded  streets,  and  I  often 
shed  tears  in  the  Strand  from  fullness  of  joy  at  so  much  life." 

That  Lamb  was  considered  a  critic  of  no  mean  standing 
is  manifested  by  the  fact  that  Coleridge,  Southey  and  Words- 
worth sent  their  work  to  him  to  be  approved.  Aside  from  the 
things,  which  he  wrote  of  every-day  happenings  of  his  life, 
his  letters  are  for  the  most  part  criticisms.  From  what  I  have 
gathered  while  reading  these  criticisms,  he  seems  very  candid. 
For  example,  in  a  letter  to  Coleridge,  the  following  lines  ap- 
pear: "I  was  very  much  pleased  with  your  manner  of  ac- 
counting for  the  reason  why  monarchs  take  delight  in  war.  The 
personifications  from  line  303  to  309,  in  the  heat  of  the  battle, 
had  better  been  omitted ;  they  are  not  very  striking,  and  only 
encumber. ' ' 

Simplicity  in  style  and  words  appealed  strongly  to  Lamb. 
No  book  is  mentioned  in  his  letters  so  much  as  that  simplest 
of  beautiful  ones,  "The  Complete  Angler,"  by  Walton.  Sev- 
eral times  he  mentions  it  to  Coleridge.  "Among  all  your  quaint 
readings  did  you  ever  light  upon  Walton's  'complete  Angler'? 
It  would  sweeten  a  man's  temper  at  any  time  to  read  it,  it 
would  Christianize  every  discolor,  angry  passion."  Again  in 
a  letter  to  Lloyd  he  writes,  "The  delightful  innocence  and 
healthfulness  of  the  Angler 's  mind  will  have  blown  upon  yours 
like  a  Zephyr.  Don't  you  already  feel  your  spirit  filled  with 
the  scene?"  And  to  a  Miss  Tryer,  he  writes,  "That  is  a  book 
you  should  read,  such  sweet  religion  in  it,  next  to  Woolman's, 
though  the  subject  be  baits  and  hooks  and  worms  and  fishes." 

Lamb  strove  at  all  times  to  care  for  his  spiritual  being. 
At  the  age  of  twenty-one  he  writes,  "I  sometimes  wish  to  in- 
troduce a  religious  turn  of  mind ;  but  habits  are  strong  things, 
and  my  religious  fervours  are  confined  alas !  to  some  fleeting 
moments  of  occasional  solitary  devotion."  After  his  mother's 
death,  his  mind  was  imbibed  with  a  deeply  religious  feeling 
and  he  sought  to  forget  poetry  and  criticisms.     "Write  as  re- 
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ligious  a  letter  as  possible  but  no  mention  of  what  is  gone  and 
done  with.  Mention  nothing  of  poetry.  I  have  destroyed 
every  vestige  of  past  vanities  of  that  kind."  In  another  let- 
ter he  writes,  ' '  I  read  your  leters  with  my  sister  and  they  give 
us  both  abundance  of  delight.  Especially  they  please  us  when 
you  talk  in  a  religious  strain."  He  tried  to  hepl  Lloyd,  whose 
mind  was  continually  in  a  turmoil  concerning  religious  matters 
particularly.  Lamb  writes,  "Friends  fall  off,  friends  mistake 
us,  they  change,  they  grow  unlike  us,  they  go  away,  but  God 
is  everlasting  and  incapable  of  change  and  to  Him  we  may 
look  with  cheerful  hope." 

Lamb's  later  life  was  not  nearly  as  lonely  as  his  early  life 
had  been.  He  now  had  an  opportunity  to  go  out  and  was  not 
hindered  by  having  anyone  dependent  on  him.  He  had  ac- 
quired new  friends  with  whom  he  kept  constantly  in  touch. 
He  became  humorous  and  witty.  His  company  was  sought  by 
many.  His  most  intimate  friends,  Coleridge,  Southey,  Lloyd 
and  Wordsworth,  loved  and  appreciated  him,  comforted  him 
in  his  earlier  sadnesses  and  remained  true  to  him  till  the  last. 

Lamb  outlived  the  sister  he  had  done  so  much  for  and 
went  to  live  with  his  Heavenly  Father  on  the  seventh  day  of 
December,  1834. 

' '  Tis  done  and  thou  has  joined  a  crew, 
"To  whom  thy  soul  was  justly  due; 
"And  yet  I  think,  where'er  thou  be 
"They'll  scarcely  love  thee  more  than  we." 

Isabel  Blume,  '17. 

THE  CHIMES   OF  NORWAY 

"I  still  can  hear  our  step-mother  pronouncing  our  doom, 
'Swans,  until  Christian  bells  chime  in  Norway,'  "  said  the 
first  swan  dismally,  as  he  new  southward. 

"I  wonder  what  Christian  bells  are?"  put  in  Helga  plain- 
tively. 

"We  can  never  find  out,"  answered  Eric,  the  first  swan. 
"Our  step-mother  intended  that  we  should  remain  swans 
forever. ' ' 
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Their  brother,  Leif,  swept  down  almost  to  the  surface  of 
the  sea  and  back  again,  "Oh,  that  we  all  three  were  with  the 
brave  Vikings  that  are  at  rest  in  the  sea!"  he  complained. 
"What  fame  and  glory  can  you  and  I,  Eric,  win  that  we  may 
feast  in  Valhalla?" 

Helga  turned  her  little  head  from  her  brothers,  and  said 
softly,  "In  the  depths  of  the  sea  is  buried  the  body  of  Olaf, 
the  Young,  and  surely  his  soul  was  born  to  Valhalla."  The 
brothers  were  silent  and  for  a  long  time  there  was  no  sound 
but  the  road  of  the  sea,  and  the  flapping  of  wings. 

Helga  flew  unsteadily.  "I'm  afraid,"  she  called  faintly 
to  her  brothers,  "that  I'm  too  tired  to  go  much  farther." 

"We  must  go  to  land,  then,"  said  Eric. 

Instinctively  they  flew  eastward,  Leif  and  Eric  half  carry- 
ing their  beautiful  sister. 

"What  a  bright,  beautiful  spot!"  exclaimed  Eric,  as  they 
neared  the  coast  of  southern  France. 

"See  that  long,  silvery  river?"  remarked  Leif.  "Give  me 
but  three  ships  and  a  hundred  Norsemen,  and  I'll  conquer 
. "     Leif's  voice  chocked,  and  all  three  swans  sighed. 

Leif  and  Eric  placed  tired  elga  on  the  top  of  a  great 
mountain,  and  they  flew  curiously  over  the  roofs  of  a  nearby 
village. 

"It's  a  small  place,"  said  Leif,  longingly,  "but  I  could 
soon  build  a  great  city  there  when  our  giants  would  flock  to 
my  banner." 

"Let's  see  if  anyone  here  knows  what  Christian  bells  are," 
said  Eric,  thoughtfully. 

An  old  priest  was  ambling  along  the  chief  road,  mutter- 
ing over  his  beads.  Eric  called  down  to  him,  but  all  in  vain. 
The  priest  did  not  even  look  up. 

"I  know  what's  the  matter,"  sobbed  out  Eric;  "we  are 
swans  and  cannot  speak  like  human  beings  anymore." 

"Look,"  exclaimed  Leif,  "there  is  a  bird  black  as  coal." 
He  pointed  out  a  raven  who  was  coolly  surveying  the  snowy 
swans  from  a  church  gable. 

"Perhaps,"  said  Eric,  hopefully  checking  his  sobs,  "he'll 
understand  us." 
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"Where  on  earth  are  you  from,"  gloomily  responded  the 
raven  to  Leif  s  gentle  greetings. 

"From  the  cold  noi'thland,  the  land  of  conquerers, "  an- 
swered Leif,  proudly  arching  his  beautiful  neck. 

The  raven  sniffed  indifferently. 

"We  are  really  men,"  explained  Eric,  "but  our  step- 
mother changed  us  into  swans. ' ' 

"And  swans  we  must  remain  until  Christian  bells  chime 
in  Norway,"  added  Leif  with  drooping  head. 

The  raven  made  no  comment  to  this  explanation. 

"Could  you  tell  us  what  'Christian'  means?"  ventured 
Eric. 

"Do  you  mean  to  say  you  don't  know  what  'Christian' 
means?"  screamed  the  raven.  He  flew  wildly  around  the 
startled  swans  crying,  "Heretics!  heretics!"  and  then  dis- 
appeared. 

The  brothers  looked  disconsolately  at  each  other.  Then 
Eric  spread  his  beautiful  wings  and  flew  toward  Helga's  rest- 
ing place.  Leif  slowly  followed,  watching  the  beautiful  land 
below  him  with  envious  eyes. 

From  afar  Eric  could  see  Helga  gazing  attentively  at  a 
little  dark  object  at  her  feet,  that  seemed  to  be  hopping 
busily  about. 

"What  do  you  suppose  that  can  be?"  chuckled  Leif  when 
he  also  spied  it. 

Eric  moved  his  wings  more  quickly.  He  soon  made  out 
a  little  dark  brown  bird,  whose  funny  jerks  and  hops  amused 
him  very  much.      Leif  laughed  outright. 

Helga  raised  her  gentle  eyes  reproachfully.  "I  have 
found  a  friend,"  she  announced.  "She  knows  what  Christian 
bells  are." 

"Chirrup,  chirrup,"  called  the  tiny  sparrow  in  greeting. 
"I  can  help  you,  I  can  help  you,  oh,  yes." 

"What  does  Christian  mean?"  asked  Leif  eagerly. 

"A  Christian  is  a  man,  of  course,"  peeped  the  sparrow. 

"A  warrior  and  seaman?"  questioned  Eric,  stretching 
forth  his  long  neck. 

"Alas,"  mourned  Seif,  "then  we  may  not  be  men  until 
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the  Christian  warriors  conquer  our  Northland !  Oh,  that  I  had 
an  army ! ' ' 

"No,  no,"  objected  the  little  brown  bird.  "Christians  are 
men  and  women  who  worship  in  a  church." 

"Well,  what  is  a  Christian  bell?"  said  Helga  softly. 

The  sparrow  shook  her  head.  "I  don't  know.  No,  I  don't 
know."  And  she  was  evidently  very  much  disturbed  about 
it.  "Go  to  Rome,"  she  advised  them  sagely;  "there  lives  the 
father  of  the  Christians." 

That  was  all  the  three  swans  could  learn,  and  so  they 
started  southward  again.  When  they  caught  sight  of  the 
Seven  Hills  of  Rome,  and  felt  the  warm  Italian  breezes,  Leif 
began  to  drop. 

"Let's  turn  back,"  he  suggested  pantingly,  and  Eric 
longingly  twisted  his  slender  neck  that  he  might  look  north- 
Avard. 

Helga  could  hardly  fly  from  weariness.  We  are  going  into 
the  city  and  see  the  father  of  the  Christians,"  she  said  de- 
cisively. 

From  the  top  of  a  great  house  they  watched  a  long  pro- 
cession. In  a  great  chariot  sat  a  complacent,  richly  robed 
old  man.  A  sour-visaged,  red-hatted  little  bird  alighted  near 
the  swans. 

"Who  is  that  man  in  the  chariot?"  asked  Leif. 

The  bird  slowly  turned  and  looked  the  three  birds  over. 
"That,"  he  answered,  "is  His  Holiness,  Benedict  III,  Pope  by 
the  Grace  of  God." 

"Who  are  those  men  with  the  red  hats?"  questioned  Eric. 

"They  are  cardinals,"  said  the  bird  shortly. 

"Are  you  a  cardinal,  too?"  said  Helga,  innocently,  as  she 
looked  at  the  bird's  red  top  knot. 

The  bird  looked  angrily  at  the  pretty  little  swan,  and  flew 
away  in  high  dudgeon. 

Eric  flew  timidly  down  and  lit  on  the  pope's  chariot,  and 
begged  him  to  help  them  in  their  difficulties.  The  people 
cheered  at  the  sight  of  the  beautiful  bird  with  the  pope  and 
Eric  talked  on  hopefully.  But  the  pope  answered  never  a 
word.  He  was  busily  considering  how  he  could  raise  enough 
money  to  build  another  church  in  Rome  for  the  glory  of  God. 
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"We  can  do  no  more,"  said  Leif,  despairingly.  "Let's 
fly  home." 

Eric  sadly  led  the  way  and  Helga  followed  reluctantly, 
stopping  every  now  and  then  that  she  might  catch  the  sound 
of  a  glorious  music  that  was  borne  toward  them  by  the  winds. 

"Such  must  be  the  music  the  gods  in  Valhalla  love,"  she 
said  to  her  brothers. 

Three  days  later  they  stopped  in  Denmark  to  rest.  Their 
plumage  was  sadly  bedraggled  and  torn,  and  Helga  had  to  be 
carried  part  of  the  time.  They  found  a  snug  nook  to  rest  in. 
A  monk  passed  by  their  refuge,  telling  his  beads  as  he  went. 

"I  have  seen  a  man  like  that  before,  "said  Eric,  thought- 
fully. 

"Speak  to  him,  Eric,"  softly  called  Helga. 

"Don't  be  foolish,  Helga,"  said  Leif.  "He  wouldn't 
understand  us." 

"Helga  painfully  flew  to  the  old  man.  He,  unlike  the 
priest,  was  looking  about  him  with  attentive  eyes. 

"Are  you  a  Christian?"  she  asked. 

"Yes,"  said  the  old  man,  gently. 

Eric  and  Leif  excitedly  joined  their  sister. 

"Good  man,"  exclaimed  Leif,  "if  you  will  carry  Christian 
bells  to  Denmark,  we'll  make  you  wealthy." 

"I  care  naught  for  wealth,"  answered  the  monk.  "But 
what  do  you  birds  know  of  riches?"  he  asked,  softly  stroking 
Helga 's  ruffled  feathers. 

"Our  stepmother  changed  us  from  human  beings  to 
swans,  and  decreed  we  should  remain  birds  until  Christian 
bells  should  chime  in  Norway,"  explained  Helga,  wearily,  but 
with  hope  in  her  eyes. 

"I  long  have  wished  to  carry  my  message  to  Norway," 
mused  the  monk,  who  was  called  Ansger,  "and  now  I  see  that 
I  must  go.      Shall  we  go  together?" 

"Helga  is  too  weary  to  travel  yet,"  said  Eric  tenderly. 
"Perhaps  it  would  be  well  if  you  were  to  go  now,  and  we'll 
follow  as  soon  as  Helga  is  strong  enough." 

"I'm  better  already,"  said  Helga. 

The  monk  told  the  three  swans  the  story  of  Christ,  and 
before  he  started  on  his  journey  baptised  the  three. 
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"Let  us  start  for  Norway,"  begged  Helga  daily,  while 
Leif  discontentedly  flapped  his  once  more  beautiful  wings. 

Eric  would  sigh  and  answer,  "You're  much  too  weak, 
Helga,  and  we  cannot  carry  you  the  entire  way." 

One  day  Helga  begged  so  hard  that  Eric  reluctantly  gave 
in,  and  Leif  was  overjoyed. 

' '  I  shall  gather  an  army  and  go  to  conquer  sunny  France, ' ' 
he  exulted. 

Helga  flew  bravely  along,  and  concealed  every  trace  of 
weariness  from  watchful  Eric.  Toward  evening  they  caught 
a  gleam  of  Norway  straight  before  them. 

Helga  rallied  her  strength  bravely  fixing  her  eyes  on  the 
distant  shore,  but  they  were  filled  with  light  of  another  world. 

Nearer  and  nearer  they  drew  to  the  land,  and  their  hearts 
filled  with  joy  at  the  sight  of  the  home  land  after  their  long 
exile. 

"See,  Helga,"  called  Eric.  "There  stands  a  little  wooden 
tower.      The  bells  must  be  in  that." 

He  gave  a  low  cry.  Helga,  singing  a  low  beautiful  fare- 
well, was  slowly  sinking  toward  the  sea. 

Eric  and  Leif  made  a  wild  dive  into  the  sea,  but  they 
were  too  late.  As  they  sadly  turned  again  toward  the  shore, 
the  sound  of  beautiful  chimes  startled  their  ears. 

"That  is  what  Helga  called  Valhalla  music,"  sobbed 
Eric,  and  in  a  few  moments  two  splendid  Vikings  stood  on  the 
shore  with  clasped  hands  and  bowed  heads. 

Gertrude  Levis  Frame,  '16. 

THE    DREAMER 

Dramatis  Personae 

Fairie  Voices * As  Chorus 

Elwen  A  Boy  Dreamer 

Minivere    A  Little  Girl 

A  Fairie Invisible 

Scene: — A  beautiful  open  place  in  the  wood.  Elwen,  a 
boy  dreamer,  listening  rapturously  to  fairie  voices  singing. 
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Voices :  Light  and  shade, 

Light  and  shade, 
Warm  sunlight  and  fern  bed  shade ! 
A  dreamer  wanders  unafraid. 
Wanders  dreaming  unafraid, 

In  the  fairie  glade, — 

In  the  fairie  glade. 
Elwen :  Light  and  shade  ! 

The  fairie  glade  ! 

Oh ! 

1  know 

Thou  art  here 

Near 

To  me. 
(Pleadingly)  May  I  see  thee? 

For  shame, 

To  blame 

Thee 

Childishly 

For  what 

My  eyes  see  not. 

All  the  day 

I  play 

In  thy  wood. 

Once  I  stood 

In  thy  ring, — 

That  fairie  thing 

Sacred  to  thy  dance. 

Perchance 

Some  day 

Thou  wilt  show  me  the  way 

Of  it,  and  we 

Will  dance  merrily 

Together. 

In  fair  weather 

I  seek  thee  eagerly 

'Neath  tangled  vines, 

And  all  signs 
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Of  thee  I  follow. 

In  the  hollow 

Near  the  river, 

The  ferns  quiver 

With  thy  moving, 

And  cease,  proving 

Me  dreaming. 

I  saw  thee  gleaming 

On  those  pale  flowers 

A  few  hours 

Past. 

I  ran  fast 

To  their  side 

And  oped  wide 

Their  fair 

Leaves,  but  there 

Were  lily  hearts  within. 

(Minivere  runs  through  the  woods  calling  Elwen  and 
comes  into  the  glade.) 


Minivere : 

Elwen !     Elwen ! 

When 

Wilt  thou  play? 

All  day 

Thou  hast  stayed 

Here,  and  I  have  played 

Alone. 

Thou  hast  grown 

Strange  of  late. 

(He  turns  away.) 

Minivere : 

Elwen,  wait ! 

(Frightened) 

Do  not  go  away. 

Please  stay 

With  me.     I  fear 

To  he  alone  here. 

Elwen : 

Why?     Minivere. 

Minivere : 

I  fear 

This  glade 

With  the  shade 

16 


THE      SOROSIS 


Elwen : 


Minivere : 
(Coaxingly) 


Elwen : 


Minivere : 


All  around. 

And  no  sound 

But  of  forest  things. 

What  brings 

Thee  here 

Then  ?     Minivere, 

I  wish  thee 

To  play  with  me. 

I  am  so  lonely 

With  only 

Minx,  the  cat. 

Oh!  that 

Thou  wouldst  love  my  play 

And  not  stay 

In  this  queer  wood. 

Why  should 

I  love  thy  play 

When  thou  hatest  the  way 

Of  mine,  Minivere  ? 

Thou  callest  this  a  queer 

Wood.      To  me 

It  is  lovely. 

I  love  the  wondrous  things 

It  holds.      It  brings 

Me  dreams  thou  never 

Wouldst  believe.     Hast  ever 

Played  my  way, 

Minivere  ?      Nay. 

Thinkest  thou 

How 

I  wish  thee 

Joyously 

To  play  my  play? 

But  they  say 

Thou  dost  dream 

Thy  play.      It  does  seem 

Strange  to  me. 

Mother  calls  thee  "dreamer" 
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And  I  deem  her 
Wise.     Yet— 
Elwen:  Minivere,  forget 


What  they  say 
Of  me.      Stay 
And  play 
With  me. 
Thou  wilt  know 
Where  shy  flowers  grow. 
I  will  teach  thee 
Where  to  find 
Every  kind 
Of  nestling, 
And  how  to  bring 
A  bruised  thing 
To  health. 

Wouldst  know  the  wealth 
Jn  this  glade? 
I  am  afraid 
To  tell  thee, 
•Lest  thou  think  me 
Dreaming. 

See  the  sunlight  streaming 
On  that  mossy  spot? 
Thou  knowest  not 
'Tis  a  fairie  ring. 
(Ah  !    I  knew  'twould  bring 
Thee 
To  me 
In  fright.) 
And  those  bright- 
Hearted  flowers; 
Were  it  two  hours 
Ago, 

Each  would  show 
Thee 
A  fairie 
Gleaming. 
My  dreaming 
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Alone,  dear 

Minivere, 

Would  cease 

If  I  could  ease 

My  heart, 
Minivere  :  Blwen,  thou  art 

Strange  indeed. 

Wilt  not  heed 

My  wish  and  come  agay? 
Ehven:  No.      Thou  wilt  stay 

Here, 

Minivere. 
Minivere:  J  wiU  not. 

Hast  forgot 
J  am  afraid 
In  this  glade? 
Thou  art  unkind. 
I  will  find 
Another  playmate. 

(Runs  off  through  woods.) 
Elwen :  Wait, 

Dear 
Minivere. 
(Stands  with  hands  outstretched,  first  toward  Minivere, 
then  turns  them  towards  the  fairie  singing.) 
Fairie  Voices :         Light  and  shade, 
Light  and  shade, 
Waning  light  and  darkening  shade 
A  mortal  hastens  sore  afraid, 
Hastens  trembling  sore  afraid. 
From  the  fairie  glade, 
The  fairie  glade. 
Ehven  :  Why  does  Minivere 

Fear 
Thee  ? 

I  love  thee  dearly. 
And  would  stay 
With  thee  alway. 
I  cannot  see 
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Voice : 


Elwen : 


Voice : 


Elwen : 


(Sadly) 


Voice : 


Thee 

But  I  love  thy  song. 

Dost  long 

So  to  see 

A  fairie? 

Long  ? 

Is  it  wrong 

To  pray 

Each  day 

To  see  thee? 

I  stay  here 

To  be  near 

When  thou  singest, 

For  it  bringeth 

Me 

Dreams  of  thee, 

More  fair  than  dreams. 

Elwen,  it  seems 

Thou  art 

Of  us.      Thine  heart 

'Belongs 

With  fairie  songs, 

Else  thou  couldst  not 

Hear  them.      Hast  sought 

Us  long? 

Thy  song 

Hath  wondrously 

Charmed  me 

Alway. 

And  each  day 

I  sought 

Thee.      I  thought 

To  see 

Thee. 

There  is  a  way 

That  some  may 

See  us,  Elwen. 

But  thou  couldst  not  again 

See  Minivere, 
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El  wen : 


Voices 


El  wen; 


Or  others 

Dear 

To  thee 

Oh,  fairie 

Voice ! 

Is  choice 

Given  me 

'Twixt  seeing  thee 

And  Minivere? 

Quick,  I  fear 

Thou  mockest  mee. 

We 

Speak  truth,  Eliven. 

Then 

Thou  still  yearnest? 

My  heart  burnetii 

To  see 

Thee, 

As  it  hath  burned 

Since  I  first  learned 

Thy  song. 

It  is  not  wrong 

To  leave 

Minivere ;   'Twill  grieve 

Her  a  moment 

As  when  I  went 

Away 

Today, 

She  will  forget; 

She  will  not  fret 

For  me 

And  I  will  be — 

Where  ? 

I  care 

Not,  so  I  be 

With  thee. 

Thy  trust  is  rare, 

Elwen.     There 

Lay  thee 
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Down  gently 
In  our  ring 
While  we  sing 
Thy  song. 
Ere  long — 
(Softly  and  I  will  see  thee. 

Dreamily) 

(Fairies  sing.) 
Voices :  Light  and  shade, 

Light  and  shade, 
Pale  moonlight  and  cypress  shade, 
The  dreamer  wandering  unafraid, 
Wandering  dreaming, — loving  stayed 
In  the  fairie  glade, 
The  fairie  glade. 

Mildred  Weston,  '13. 

MY   FIRST   CHRISTMAS   IN   AMERICA 

Before  I  begin  to  tell  you  anything  about  Christmas  I 
must  say  that  when  I  spent  my  1913  Christmas  at  home  I 
never  dreamt  that  I  would  have  the  great  pleasure  of  spending 
the  next  Christmas,  1914,  in  that  most  wealthy  and  fruitful 
country,  America.  Wonderful  things  have  come  to  me  the 
last  year;  I  was  brought  by  the  hand  of  God  to  this  wonderful 
place  to  prepare  me  for  my  future  work. 

When  the  college  had  closed  for  the  Christmas  vacation 
and  when  all  the  girls  had  left,  I  was  the  only  one  of  the  girls 
who  had  to  stay  in  the  college  and  I  thought  that  I  would 
feel  very  badly,  but  you  will  be  surprised  when  I  say  that  I 
was  not  lonesome  at  all  during  those  happy  days,  as  the  parties 
and  other  social  affairs  of  your  country  kept  me  very  busy. 

Christmas  in  your  country  certainly  is  a  very  interesting 
festival  and  is  the  most  exciting  one  that  I  have  ever  had  in 
my  life.  I  hope  to  have  some  more  such  happy  days  before  I 
leave  your  country.  Every  house  that  I  visited  during  Christ- 
mas had  a  Christmas  tree  which  was  beautifully  trimmed  and 
decorated.     I  have  never  seen  such  wonderful  trees  in  my  life. 
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The  green,  pink,  yellow  and  blue  colored  electric  lights  inter- 
ested my  as  we  do  not  have  such  things  for  Christmas  tree 
decorations.  In  India,  people  do  not  have  Christmas  trees.  I 
know  just  two  or  three  families  who  have  these  for  their  chil- 
dren, but  they  are  not  as  pretty  as  yours.  They  do  not  deco- 
rate them  with  electric  lights  and  trimmings,  but  with  pink, 
blue,  red  and  yellow  candles  and  they  fasten  the  toys  and 
gifts  to  the  twigs  and  branches  of  the  trees.  In  thes  houses 
they  have  a  Santa  who  is  not  a  bit  like  yours.  I  had  seen  pic- 
tures of  your  Santa  and  now  I  have  seen  a  real  Santa  Claus 
who  looked  much  better  than  the  pictures. 

The  most  beautiful  Christmas  tree  that  I  saw  was  at  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Clemsen's,  who  had  a  representation  of  a  village  and 
a  canal  below  the  tree,  and  on  the  top  there  was  an  aeroplane 
which  was  moving.  It  was  very  wonderful.  There  was  a 
water  mill  and  steamers  in  the  canal,  also  cottages,  etc.  I 
was  greatly  amazed  to  see  such  a  tree. 

Christmas  here  was  a  very  exciting,  enjoyable  day,  with 
beautiful  white  snow  all  around  us  which  took  our  thoughts 
back  to  our  Creator  and  His  remarkable  works  and  lifted  our 
hearts  in  praise  and  thankfulness  to  Him.  In  America,  the 
thing  which  struck  me  most  is  that  the  people  here  have  made 
Christmas  a  pleasure  day  for  the  children  when  all  the  mem- 
bers of  the  family  also  meet  and  enjoy  themselves ;  they  have 
almost  lost  the  religious  spirit ;  by  going  to  the  morning  service 
and  they  come  home  and  divide  their  sweets,  cakes,  and  dif- 
ferent kinds  of  refreshments  which  they  make  in  abundance 
a  week  before  Christmas  and  send  them  in  large  trays  to  their 
friends  with  limes,  garlands  of  chrysanthemums,  jasmines, 
cocoanuts,  etc. 

At  about  twelve  o'clock  they  have  an  elaborate  dinner 
with  twenty  different  kinds  of  things  for  the  meal,  after  which 
the  hostess  orders  the  servants  to  call  the  beggars  and  poor 
and  serve  them  the  remainder  as  well  as  the  special  food  made 
for  them  that  day. 

In  America  I  enjoyed  every  sight  except  one  and  that 
was  the  pitiful  sight  of  the  postmen,  who  are  so  burdened 
with  hundreds  and  hundreds  of  packages  and  letters.  For 
our  country  we  do  not  send  gifts  to  friends  as  you  do ;  so  the 
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postmen  are  better  off  there  than  here.  The  servants  and  post- 
men generally  bring  garlands  of  flowers,  limes  and  clusters 
of  bananas  for  the  master,  who  gives  them  gifts.  People  in 
the  east  do  not  enjoy  Christmas  as  well  as  you  do  here. 

During  Christmas  days  I  Avas  very  busy  enjoying  myself 
going  to  many  parties,  so  Miss  Coolidge  gave  me  a  book  called 
"My  Book  of  Dates,"  to  keep  track  of  my  engagements. 

On  the  whole,  I  had  a  delightful  Christmas  vacation  and 
I  would  never  feel  lonesome  spending  my  holidays  at  the  col- 
lege. Another  thing  which  impressed  me  much  was  the 
thoughtfulness  of  the  girls ;  even  though  they  were  so  busy 
at  their  own  homes  yet  they  did  not  forget  to  send  a  kind 
remembrance  to  me,  which  I  appreciated  very  much,  indeed. 
I  was  delighted  to  get  a  box  of  candy  from  my  fellow  Freshies, 
which  was  a  great  surprise  on  Christmas  day. 

I  do  not  think  that  I  will  ever  have  so  delightful  a  Christ- 
mas as  I  have  spent  in  this  country  after  going  home,  as  our 
Christmas  celebrations  are  quite  different  from  yours. 

If  it  is  God's  will  I  may  have  to  spend  three  more  such 
exciting  Christmas  seasons  here,  to  which  I  will  always  look 
forward  with  pleasure  as  I  enjoy  them  immensely.  I  had 
such  a  grand  time  that  I  did  not  find  time  to  read  three  or 
four  books  which  Miss  Coolidge  gave  me  to  read  when  I  had 
time  and  at  the  close  of  the  holidays  I  had  to  go  and  return 
them  all  without  having  read  any. 

Kamala  Cornelius,   '18. 
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EDITORIALS 

Our  new  president  is  with  us  at  last !      As  Mr.  McClin- 
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tock  said  in  introducing  him,  "The  King  is  dead.  Long  live 
the  King!"  and  so  we  all  of  us  feel.      Everybody 

At  Last!  felt  a  thrill  of  anticipation  as  they  filed  into  chapel 
the  first  day  of  school  and  saw  Dr.  Acheson  in  the 

seat  of  honor.      And  everybody  was  satisfied  at  the  close  of 

the  service  when  our  president  addressed  us  for  the  first  time. 

We  are  glad  to  hear  that  already  he  "has  fallen  in  love  with 

the  college"  and  we  assure  him  that  already  the  feeling  is 

mutual. 

A  bright  New  Year  is  before  us !  "What  does  it  hold 
for    us    as    a    college    and    as    individuals?      What    writings 

shall  we  trace  upon  its  fair  white  pages? 
The  New  Year    May    it    bring    to    us    all    worthier    ideals, 

a  broader  usefulness  and  a  renewed  sense 
of  our  many  blessings. 

What  do  these  gloomy  furrowed  brows  and  worried  looks, 
these  studious  days  and  sleepless  nights,  this  general  air  of 

anxious  -expectancy  mean?  Merely  that  the  time 
Exams,     of  examinations  is  with  us  again,  with  its  papers  to 

write,  note  books  to  correct,  back  themes  to  hand  in 
and  general  accumulation  of  work.  This  is  an  occasion  when 
sanity  and  sleep  are  absolutely  necessary.  Cheer  up,  girls ; 
the  worst  will  soon  be  past  and  surely  these  charming  teachers 
of  ours  would  never  be  cruel  enough  to  flunk  us ! 

While  war  raged  in  the  Balkans,  an  inspiration  came  like 
a  flash  from  the  ruined  villages  there  and  entered  the  heart 

and  soul  of  Alfred  Noyes;  and  then  he  wrote  his 
"Rada"      little  drama,  "Rada."     He  little  knew  or  dreamed 

that  in  the  near  future  a  great  war  like  the  present 
would  multiply  ten-fold  the  significance  of  his  little  book.  Mr. 
Yeats  would  refuse  to  recognize  the  verse  in  "Rada"  as  poetry; 
for  it  is  cold,  bare  and  exceedingly  moral ;  its  universal  theme 
of  womanhood  in  periu  is  one  which  has  its  roots  in  the  heart 
of  every  woman  and  will  appeal  to  every  reader  of  this  stirring 
little  drama.  G.  S.  F. 
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ALUMNAE   DEPARTMENT 


Recently  Florence  Kingsbacher,  '13,  became  the  bride  of 
William  Klee  Frank,  a  Yale  graduate.  After  February  1st, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Frank  will  be  at  home  at  5556  Beacon  street. 

Mrs.  Albert  B.  Boyd,  formerly  Edith  Allison,  '07,  together 
with  her  two  children,  visited  her  father  during  the  holidays. 
Mr.  Allison  lives  on  Wood  street,  in  Wilkinsburg. 

Mary  C.  McKee,  class  of  '07,  spent  the  holidays  at  her 
home  here.  She  has  returned  to  Northfield,  Mass.,  where  she 
teaches. 

Ruth  Davis,  of  Ardmore,  who  was  a  P.  C.  W.  student  for 
a  time,  spent  the  holidays  with  her  aunt,  Miss  Ruth  Walters, 
of  Paulson  avenue. 

Martha  Kim,  '12,  had  a  tea  recently.  Mrs.  William  G. 
Marshall,  until  recently  Belle  McClymonds,  '11,  was  in  the  re- 
ceiving line. 


Y.  W.  C.  A.  NOTES 

On  December  9th,  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  held  a  memorial  service 
for  Isabel  Blume.  Jane  Erret,  the  president  of  the  Sophomore 
class,  had  charge.  The  meeting  was  opened  by  the  singing 
of  Isabel's  favorite  hymn,  "'The  Lord's  My  Shepherd."  After 
scripture  reading,  Mrs.  Burchfield,  Isabel 's  Sabbath  School 
teacher  and  friend,  spoke  of  the  life  and  influence  of  our  fellow 
student,  outside  her  college  life.  Miss  White  and  Melba  Mar- 
tin each  read  a  poem.  Miss  Coolidge  and  Estelle  Shepard 
gave  talks  on  the  college  life  of  Isabel.  Kathryn  Robb  sang 
"Crossing  the  Bar."  The  meeting  was  closed  by  a  prayer 
of  Miss  Brownson's. 

Grace  Davies  gave  an  interesting  helpful  talk  on  "New 
Year's  Opportunities"  at  the  meeting  on  January  6th. 
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Dr.  Acheson  Meets  the  Student  Body 

On  Tuesday,  as  a  delightful  welcome  after  our  Christmas 
vacation,  our  new  president,  Dr.  Acheson,  was  introduced  to 
us.  Miss  Coolidge  introduced  Mr.  Oliver  McClintock,  the 
president  of  the  Board  of  Trustees,  who  in  turn  introduced 
Dr.  Acheson.  Dr.  Acheson  made  a  straightforward  speech 
asking  the  loyalty  and  support  of  the  student  body.  His  man- 
ner was  charming  and  the  students  responded  to  the  spirit  of 
his  address.  We  are  surely  all  ready  to  give  him  the  same 
loyalty  which  we  gave  Dr.  Lindsay.  The  Dilworth  Hall  song 
was  then  sung  and  the  service  was  closed  with  the  singing  of 
our  Alma  Mater. 

Faculty  Tea 
On  Tuesday,  January  5th,  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Acheson  were 
the  guests  of  honor  at  the  Faculty  tea.  Miss  Coolidge  and 
Miss  Bronson  were  the  hostesses,  Mrs.  Coolidge  presided  at 
the  tea  table,  and  Miss  Lovejoy,  Miss  Hooker,  Miss  Holcomb 
and  Miss  Llewellyn  served.  The  decorations  were  in  red  and 
green,  and  the  refreshments    were    salad,    sandwiches,    nuts, 
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coffee  and  confections.  The  affair  was  very  informal;  Mrs. 
C.  H.  Spenser  and  Mrs.  "W.  S.  Miller,  alumnae  members  of  the 
Board  of  Trustees,  were  also  present. 

Gift  From  Faculty  to  Miss  Coolidge 
Just  before  the  closing  of  school  for  the  Christmas  holi- 
days the  Faculty  presented  Miss  Coolidge  with  a  handsome 
clock  with  a  pair  of  candlesticks  to  match  as  a  token  of  their 
friendship  for  her  and  an  appreciation  of  her  services  during 
the  past  year. 

Lecture-Recital 

Mr.  Whitmer  and  Mr.  Mayhew  will  give  the  third  of  their 
lecture-recitals  on  ''The  Story  of  the  Opera,''  Wednesday,  Jan- 
uary 20th,  at  3  :30  o  'clock.  The  program  to  be  presented  is 
varied  in  character  and  promises  to  be  interesting  and  in- 
structive. 

Tea  For  Dr.  Acheson 
On  Friday  afternoon,  January  8th,  the  students  of  Dil- 
worth  Hall  and  the  College  entertained  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Acheson 
at  a  tea.      The  presidents  of  both  Student  Government  asso- 
ciations received  with  Dr.  Acheson. 

A  New  Granddaughter  in  Our  Midst 

On  Christmas  day  Madame  de  Valley  received  a  Christmas 
present  of  which  she  is  justly  proud.  It's  a  granddaughter, 
it's  name  is  Jeanne  and  it  has  the  prettiest  dimples  you  ever 
saw! 

Reception  for  Students  of  Preparatory  Schools 

On  Saturday,  January  16th,  the  Association  of  Collegiate 
Alumnae  gave  its  annual  reception  to  the  fourth  year  students 
of  the  Preparatory  Schools  of  Pittsburgh  and  the  vicinity. 

OUR   CHRISTMAS   WORK 

(A  Clipping) 

In  addition  to  the  Red  Cross  work  taken  up  by  the  faculty 
and  resident  students  of  the  Pennsylvania  College  for  Women 
the  school's  activities  of  the  Christmas  season  have  included 


THE      SOROSIS  29 

many  other  interests.  On  the  toy  ship  was  the  college's  gift 
of  new  garments  for  little  children,  for  which  $32  had  been 
expended. 

The  Dilworth  Hall  Young  Women's  Christian  Association, 
a  new  organization,  dressed  30  dolls  for  the  Toy  Mission  and 
through  its  tag  day  proceeds  contributed  $21  to  the  fund  for 
sending  delegates  to  the  students'  conference  at  Eaglesmere. 
The  college  and  Dilworth  Hall  students  dressed  100  dolls  for 
the  free  kindergarten,  sold  several  thousand  Red  Cross  seals, 
the  greater  part  being  sold  by  the  first  year  class  of  Dilworth 
Hall,  and  used  1,000  Consumers'  League  stamps  urging  early 
Christmas  shopping.  For  the  Red  Cross  work  there  was  a 
voluntary  contribution  of  $50  and  the  faculty  and  resident 
students  prepared  300  bandages  and  hemmed  and  marked  10 
dozen  towels,  while  a  contribution  of  $19  was  invested  in  100 
pounds  of  absorbent  cotton  for  Red  Cross  purposes. 

The  annual  bazar  of  the  college  Young  Women 's  Christian 
Association  netted  about  $100,  which  will  be  largely  devoted 
to  foreign  missionary  work.  Among  the  students  of  the  social 
service  classes  who  have  been  doing  Christmas  work  eight  are 
in  settlements,  six  in  public  schools,  two  in  the  Young  Women 's 
Christian  Association  and  five  in  home  libraries.  The  second 
year  girls  in  Dilworth  Hall  have  contributed  toys  for  60  of  the 
younger  children  in  the  Soho  district,  which  will  be  given 
away  through  the  Soho  Baths  Settlement  House. 

CHRISTMAS   DINNER 

Berry  Hall  and  Woodland  Hall  enjoyed  their  Christmas 
dinner  on  Thursday  evening,  December  17th,  in  the  Berry  Hall 
dining  room.  As  the  girls  were  adorning  themselves  with 
all  their  finery,  in  honor  of  the  occasion,  they  were  somewhat 
late  assembling.  The  grand  march  formed  at  6 :30  and  there 
followed  the  eager  investigation  of  the  various  table  decora- 
tions over  which  there  had  been  much  excitement  during  the 
afternoon.  Some  of  the  tables  had  elaborate  centerpieces, 
while  others  had  delightfully  simple  ones.  All  of  them  in- 
creased the  general  Christmas  cheer. 

After  we  had  partaken  of  a  bountiful  dinner  and  had  dis- 


30  THESOROSIS 

closed  to  curious  eyes  our  little  prize  packages,  we  joined  in 
singing  the  old  songs.  The  Sophomore  Class  contributed  its 
favorite  song  and  the  company  disbanded  with  a  hearty  ' '  Hur- 
rah for  Dilworth  Hall"  and  a  tribute  to  our  Alma  Mater. 


SENIOR   GOSSIP 

Miss  Betty  Cameron  was  one  of  the  vacation  hostesses. 
The  Seniors  who  were  in  town  took  tea  at  her  home  on  Sat- 
urday afternoon,  January  2nd.  Betty's  brother  proved  a 
brilliant  aid,  and  no  one  lacked  tea  or  cakes. 

A  number  of  the  Seniors  had  delightful  little  trips  outside 
of  Pittsburgh  during  the  holidays.  Miss  Janet  Campbell 
enjoyed  her  sojourn  in  Chicago  greatly,  where  for  a  week 
she  was  a  real  society  belle  at  teas,  dances  and  receptions. 

The  contest  for  the  parts  in  "Pomander  Walk"  occurred 
on  December  15th.  Of  course,  everyone  could  not  be  the  hero 
or  the  heroine,  and  all  were  pleased  with  the  decision  of  the 
judges.      The  parts  assigned  are  as  follows : 

Lieut.  Jack  Sayle Virginia  Iris  Morris 

Mile.  Marjolaine  Lachenais Mary  Hall  Estep 

Admiral  Sir  Peter  Antrolus Mary  Ruth  Jeffrey 

Brooke-Hoskyn Janet   Douglas    Campbell 

Mrs.  Pamella  Poskett Grace  Mary  Davies 

Madame  Lachesnais Betty  Cameron 

Miss  Barbara  Pennymint Lorna  Burleigh 

John  Sayle,  Tenth  Baron  Oxford Olga  Emily  Losa 

The  Seniors  are  very  glad  to  have  the  opportunity  of 
thanking  Mrs.  Drais  for  her  beautiful  Christmas  present.  Due 
to  her  kindness,  the  parlor  is  resplendent  in  a  new  green  rug. 
We  are  also  glad  to  welcome  back  home  our  old  friend,  "the 
table,"  sticking  on  all  sides  with  glue.  We  fervently  hope 
that  the  legs  will  hold  up  at  least  five  months  longer,  but  it 
must  be  confessed  "there  are  doubts." 

Miss  Lorna  Burleigh  had  one  of  her  usual  delightful 
parties  on  New  Year's  eve.  The  few  Seniors  in  town  at  the 
time  were  present  to  wish  each  other  a  happy  New  Year. 
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Senior  Resolution 

Although  the  conduct  of  this  class  is  without  blemish  and 
beyond  reproach,  yet  at  the  beginning  of  this,  our  graduating 
year,  we  find  it  commendable  to  make  a  few  resolutions  and 
departures  from  our  conduct  in  the  past;  therefore  be  it 

RESOLVED :  1.  That  no  member  of  the  class  shall  face- 
tiously jest  over  our  common  loss — a  Senior  Tea ; 

2.  That  no  Junior  enter  our  den  unceremoniously,  unin- 
vited and  only  on  business,  unless,  as  aforestated,  on  invitation 
extended  by  some  member  of  this  august  body; 

3.  As  heretofore,  we  laugh  at  all  the  jokes  of  the  Faculty, 
to  insure  our  passing  our  Senior  Exams. 

JUNIOR   JOTTINGS 

We're  all  back  again,  and  just  as  much  alive  as  ever. 
"We've  all  had  such  jolly  good  times  that  we'll  have  to  settle 
down  and — work  ?  Oh,  my  no  ! — get  rested.  Margaret  Lee 
not  only  dutifully  took  her  baby  sister  Virginia  to  see  Santa 
Claus,  but  found  time  to  visit  her  grandmother  for  a  few  days. 
Kathryn  Robb  suffered  from  a  bad  cold,  but  got  over  it  in 
time  to  go  east  for  a  week.  Alice  LaidlaAv  and  Melba  Martin 
made  a  delightful  visit  to  Kittanning.  Some  of  us  spent  a 
most  delightful  afternoon  together  at  the  Schenley  Theatre. 
Everybody  else  was  equally  busy  and  happy.  Nevertheless 
we  appeared  at  chapel  in  full  force  to  welcome  Dr.  Acheson. 

Miss  Holcomb  once  made  a  New  Year's  resolution— and 
kept  it  a  year ! !  Unadulterated  veracity  compels  the  admission 
that  we  would  like  to  know  what  the  resolution  was. 

The  Juniors  have  solemnly  resolved : 

1.  To  keep  their  den  in  an  immaculate   condition. 

2.  To  eat  no  more  chocolate  than  is  good  for  them. 

3.  To  firmly  and  gently  lead  the  straying  Sophomores 
back  to  the  straight  and  narrow  way. 

4.  To  talk  no  more  than  they  have  to  when  they  shouldn't. 

5.  Not  to  flunk  anymore  than  they  can  help. 

6.  That  each  and  everyone  shall  make  it  her  special  busi- 
ness to  jot  down  every  scrap  of  information  she  can  secure 
for  the  Sorosis  and  hand  it  in!!! 
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7.     To  have  their  Ethics'  papers  in  early! 
These  few  resolutions  are  simple  and  fundamental.      So 
every  Junior  expects  to  have  a  clean  slate  December  31,  1915. 

Mr.   Whitmer    (in  History   of  Music) — "Every woman  is 
only  a  few  years  old." 

SOPHOMORE   NOTES 

"Vacation  is  over  and  school  has  begun, 
We  're  sorry  for  we  have  been  having  such  fun. ' ' 
That  is  what  we  used  to  sing  in  the  grammar  schools  after 
we  came  back  from  a  vacation  and  I'm  sure  there  are  some 
of  us  who  might  still  sing  it  very  heartily.  You  will  not  won- 
der when  you  hear  of  the  good  times  we  all  had.  In  the  first 
place,  before  we  left  dear  old  P.  C.  W.,  the  "house  girls"  had 
their  wonderful  Christmas  dinner,  with  their  loving  gifts  to 
each  other.  But  the  Sophs,  who  had  no  invitations  to  this 
dinner — for  we  were  only  ' '  day  girls ' ' — were  not  going  to  lose 
our  Christmas  fun ;  so  on  the  last  day,  after  many  of  the  others 
had  gone  home,  we  gathered  in  our  den  and  had  a  delicious 
spread.  Miss  White  was  the  honor  guest,  and  after  the  good 
things  were  all  gone,  she  acted  as  Santa  Clans  and  handed 
down  from  the  home-made  Christmas  tree  a  present  for  every- 
body. Betty  received  a  chubby  little  boy,  Mary  a  lovely  box 
of  writing  paper  with  a  letter  all  addressed,  Alene's  gift  was 
a  mouse  trap,  Louise  found  the  ghosts  of  her  lost  kids ;  there 
was  a  white  cat  for  Miss  White,  in  fact,  everybody  was  re- 
membered in  a  touching  way.  At  last  we  separated  for  a 
Merry  Christmas,  but  it  wasn't  long  before  we  met  again. 
One  afternoon,  Dot  entertained  us  all  and  kept  us  busy  play- 
ing "Pig."  We  all  had  such  a  good  time  that  we  were  de- 
lighted to  have  a  chance  to  get  together  again  the  next  day 
at  Estelle's  home.  There  we  had  some  more  fun  for  Estelle 
made  us  keep  our  fingers  busy  as  well  as  our  tongues.  So  we 
spent  our  holidays  with  such  jolly  good  times  as  these.  Now 
we  are  back  to  work  and  before  many  weeks  we  will  be  so  en- 
grossed in  our  work  and  play  that  we  will  forget  we  ever  had 
a  vacation. 


THE     SOROS  IS  33 

We  were  glad  to  have  Mona  Crytzer  back  with  us  for  a 
short  visit.  Although  she  is  attending  Smith  now,  she  hasn't 
forgotten  her  old  friends  at  P.  C.  W. 

Resolutions  of  the  Sophs 

We,  one  and  all,  hereby  resolve  to  turn  over  a  new  leaf 
(not  that  we  need  to)  and  to  begin  the  New  Year  by  promising 
each  other  that  we  will  keep  the  following  resolutions: 

1.  Never  do  anything  that  a  Freshman  can  do  for  you. 

2.  Teach  the  Freshies  always  to  be  respectful  and 
obedient. 

3.  Don't  let  the  Juniors  impose  on  you,  even  if  they  think 
they  can.  They  are  naturally  overbearing  and  domineering — 
they  can't  help  it.      Be  forbearing  with  them. 

4.  Always  revere  and  honor  the  splendid  Seniors. 

5.  Keep  your  den  in  such  beautiful  order  that  everyone 
will  envy  you. 

6.  Stud.y  faithfully  and  diligently,  when  you  have  time, 
so  that  your  class  may  shine. 

7.  Always  be  loyal  and  true  to  our  new  president. 

8.  Never  forget  that  the  Sophomores  were  the  first  to 
have  a  class  song. 

9.  Above  all,  ever  and  always  remember  that  you  are  a 
Sophomore. 

High  Society  as  Seen  Among  the  Sophomores 

During  Christmas  vacation  the  select  crowd  known  to  the 
initiated  few  in  the  Sophomore  class,  commonly  bearing  the 
appellation,  "Dessert  Girls,"-  were  colossally  entertained  at 
the  parental  domiciles  of  Miss  Dorothy  Stoebener  and  Miss 
Estelle  Shepard.  At  Miss  Stoebener 's  fracas  the  guests  be- 
haved themselves  as  is  the  custom  in  the  highest  society.  As 
these  forms  of  entertaianment  are  well  known  and  universally 
practiced  we  will  not  enlighten  you  as  to  just  what  we  did. 
Miss  Estelle  Shepard 's  reception  and  tea,  however,  was  ex- 
tremely formal.  Miss  Shepard  wore  a  gown  of  shimmering 
radiumette  cloth,  which  was  particularly  becoming  to  Miss 
Shepard 's  style  of  Grecian  beauty.  Miss  Reinecke  wore  a 
bright   cerise   gown  which  attracted  much   attention.      At  a 
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fashionably  late  hour  our  heiress,  Miss  Pardee,  arrived  in  a 
taxi.  As  she  is  greatly  in  demand  at  social  functions,  she 
was  obliged  to  leave  early,  but  not  before  she  had  consumed 
her  full  share  of  the  refreshments,  which  were  as  follows: 
Doughnuts,  baked  for  the  occasion  in  the  celebrated  Shepard 
kitchen ;  tea,  with  highly  decorated  lemon,  and  lumps  of  sugar 
which  revealed  marvelous  fortunes  (or  misfortunes),  marsh- 
mallows  toasted  in  plain  sight  (the  only  clean,  sanitary  way) 
by  the  marshmallow  expert,  Miss  McClelland,  who  was  spe- 
cially invited  for  the  occasion.  After  our  heiress  had  departed 
in  her  taxi,  which  she  had  carelessly  left  standing  outside  re- 
gardless of  expense,  finding  no  excuse  to  remain  longer,  the 
rest  of  the  guests  departed  in  their  private  cars. 

FRESHMEN   NOTES 

After  a  strenuous  two-weeks'  "rest,"  the  bees,  one  by 
one,  are  returning  to  the  hive.  Many  fond  memories  of  all 
kinds  of  exciting  parties,  dates,  etc.,  are  inspirations  for  new 
interest  in  their  duties.  One  can  observe  a  newly  awakened 
zeal  in  every  insect — from  the  queen  down  to  the  laziest  of  the 
drones —     Here's  hoping  it  lasts — at  least  until  mid-year. 

"We  are  glad  to  have  with  us  again  Hilda  Yout,  who  has 
been  home  for  several  weeks  on  account  of  the  sickness  and 
death  of  her  father.  The  class  takes  this  opportunity  of  ex- 
tending its  deepest  sympathy. 

Also,  after  a  three-weeks'  illness  Eleanor  Goldsmith  has 
returned.     We  sincerely  hope  Eleanor  will  suffer  no  relapse ! 

Christmas  was  celebrated  in  the  Bee-hive  by  that  always 
most-welcome  utility — "eats."  The  whole  class  enjoyed  im- 
mensely the  gift  of  chocolates  from  our  temporary  guardian, 
Miss  Coolidge.  Also  a  lovely,  most  fantastic  box  of  H.  J. 
Heinz 's  Fifty-seven  Varieties  was  devoured.  This  parcel  was 
a  "little  remembrance"  to  our  class,  sent  by  a  member  of  the 
Heinz  Company  to  "one  of  the  girls"!  We  assure  "her" 
also  the  generous  donor,  that  every  pickle  and  every  straw- 
berry was  appreciated. 

Puzzle — Why  is  it  that  the  stair  post  is  always  decorated 
in  the  morning? 

Answer — Freshmen  are  not  yet  used  to  eight-thirties. 
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Martha  H.  (just  the  day  before  going  home  to  Lala)  — 
"Was  there  any  mail  today?" 

Lala — "No,  not  today;  but  believe  me,  I'll  have  a  male 
tomorrow  night." 

ATHLETIC   NEWS 

The  College  Club  basketball  team  defeated  the  P.  C.  W. 
team  in  an  exciting  game  in  our  own  gym  on  November  14th, 
the  score  being  29-16.  Good  work  was  done  on  both  sides  and 
the  game  was  watched  by  an  enthusiastic  audience. 

LECTURES 

Seumas  MacManus 

On  Friday,  January  15th,  we  were  very  fortunate  in  hav- 
ing Mr.  Seumas  MacManus,  the  Irish  poet,  at  college.  He 
gave  us  a  delightful  talk. 

"The  Irish  poet,  Seumas  MacManus,  is  a  brilliant  repre- 
sentative of  a  race,  that,  more  than  any  other  in  this  scientific 
age,  has  kept  alive  the  magic  power  of  poetic  insight  and  in- 
spiration. Poetry  and  mysticism,  wit,  humor  and  pathos,  are 
everywhere  present  in  his  work.  And  his  story  telling  holds 
audiences  spellbound;  little  children  listen  in  wide-eyed  won- 
der and  children  of  larger  growth  are  moved  to  tears  of 
laughter  at  the  will  of  this  prince  of  story  tellers." — The  Bos- 
ton Transcript. 

Dr.  Acheson  Lectures  on  Browning 
On  January  6th  our  new  president,  Dr.  Acheson,  gave  a 
very  delightful  lecture  on  "The  Philosophy  of  Robert  Brown- 
ing. ' ' 

Original  Studies  in  the  Life  of  Mary  Stuart 
On  January  13th  Miss  Bronson  gave  an  interesting  lec- 
ture on  "Original  Studies  in  the  Life  of  Mary  Stuart."  Miss 
Bronson  has  done  much  research  work  along  many  lines  and 
we  are  always  sure  that  she  will  bring  us  many  new  and  in- 
teresting lights  upon  any  subject  which  she  handles. 
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Piano  Recital  on  January  20th 
A  piano  recital  was  given  by  Miss  McKenzie  at  the  regular 
lecture  period  January  20th,  which  was  much  enjoyed  by  all. 

EXPRESSION   NOTES 
Miss  McGrew  gave  a  short  talk  on  myths  and  legends, 
followed  by  an  hour  of  story  telling,  before  the  Epoch  Club 
on  January  21st. 

Students'  Recitals 

The  Freshman  class  in  expression  gave  a  recital  on  Jan- 
uary 18th  in  the  drawing  room. 

On  January  22nd  the  Story  Telling  class  had  a  story  tell- 
ing hour  in  the  living  room  at  Woodland  Hall.  Children  were 
invited. 

The  Junior  class  in  expression  will  give  a  Shakespeare 
recital  on  February  4th. 

EXCHANGES 

The  "Cornell  Era"  has  a  delightfully  prosperous  appear- 
ance. More  literary  material,  however,  would  be  a  great  im- 
provement. Your  "Books  Received"  department  in  the  No- 
vember issue  is  a  good  one. 

The  "Washington- Jeff ersonian"  shows  a  marked  improve- 
ment in  literary  material.  Your  November  editorials  are  very 
good. 

'rThe  Pitt  Panther"  has  real  wit,  in  spite  of  the  evident 
opposition  of  your  critics. 

"Knick  Knacks"  is  a  small  paper,  but  it  is  arranged  in 
good  form. 

The  "Sorosis"  also  acknowledges  "The  Buchtelite,"  "The 
Franklin,"  "The  Muhlenberg  Weekly,"  "The  Westminster 
Holcad."  and  "The  Tartan." 

Misplaced 

The  lightning  bug  is  a  beautiful  bird. 

But  hasn't  any  mind; 
He  dashes  through  this  world  of  ours, 

His  headlight  on  behind. — Ex. 
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IN  THE  RITTENHOUSE 

W.  R.  Kuhn,  Manager 

Your  luncheon  or  tea  will  be  best  served 
if  placed  with  us.  The  best  equipped 
catering  house  west  of  New  York.    .    .    . 


LN   AND   BLACK 


English    Custom   Boot 

LOW   HEELS  INVISIBLE   EYELETS 


27   PENN 


Man   with    Quality  Shoes 

EAST   END  6222   FRANKS 


BY  GOODS,  MILLINERY 
ART-NEEDLE   WORK 


ly  the  Best  Goods  at  LOWEST  PRICES 


6015   PENN   AVENUE 

EAST    END 


rish 


Cakes,         Candies,         Ice  Cream, 
Fruits,  Sandwiches. 

LUNCHEONS 

pecial  Attention  Given  to  Orders  for   Parties, 
Spreads  and   easts 


Fifth  Arenus 


Bell  Phone-Grant  4362 


PATRONIZE 

Our 

ADVERTISERS 


107  North  Highland  Avenue 

Bell  Phone  2568-J  Hiland 

HOME-MADE     CANDIES 
ICE    CREAM    AND    ICES 


WE     DELIVER     EVERYWHERE 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 
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Dear  Mabel: — 

This  lovely  stationery  including  the  two 
letter  monogram  cost  me  only  45c  per  box  at 

Singer  Pen  &  Gift  Shop 

in  Jenkins'  Arcade 

Meet  me  there  at  7  P.  M.,  Friday,  before  groins:  to  the 
play  as  I  intend  to  purchase  a  Safety  Fountain  Pen 
for  carrying  in  my  bag.  SARAH. 


PATRONIZE  OUR 
ADVERTISERS 


T.   G.  CHENNEY 
Proprietor 


Bell  Telepho  - 
Hiland  GU 


Qenney  Hair  Shop 

Ladies'    Hair    Dressing,    Scalp    and    Fa 
Massage,  Children's  Hair  Cutting. 
Wigs  and  Toupees 

Manicuring,  Shampooing,  Singeing 

128  South  Highland  Ave. 

East  End  Pittsburgh,  P 


pietpont,i5ivtter  &Compan 

ENGRAVING,    PRINTING 
LITHOGRAPHING,   EMBOSSING 

Engraved  Calling  Cards 

Wedding  Invitations 

Announcemen 

Monograms  and  Crest  Stationery  prompt 
furnished  in  the  latest  styles  in  addition 
to  all  classes  of  Art  Printing  for 
social  and  commercial  purposes 
Phone  358  Hiland       117-119  SHADY  AV! 


When  yon  are  in  need  of  anything,  such  as  H0SIER1 
UNDERWEAR,  GLOVES,  or  any  small  article  for  sewinj 
call  up 

9_ 


If  you  are   down  in   the  village 
call  and  see  the  New  Goods 


and  we  will  deliver  at  once. 

Telephones  813-814  Hilam 


FOR     G 


SHOES 


6204  Penn   Avenue  East  End 

We  Solicit  Your  Kind  Patronage 

OPEN    EVENINGS 


EAST    END'S    ESLIABL! 


Hardware  and  Stove  House 


5912   Penn   Avenue 


East   Eni 


PATRONIZE    OUR   ADVERTISERS 
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lowers 


We  do  it  best.      Our  artistic  suggestions  and  our 
fresh  blooms  will  please  you 

ZIEGER   COMPANY,   Inc. 

fones  4800,  4801,  4804  Hiland 


Dealer  in  Fresh  and 
Smoked 


STALL   NO.    7 


DIAMOND    MARKET 


2255  PHONES  P.  &  A.  1125 


SHOES 


ore  of  this  popular  shoe  worn  than  aO 
other  Women's  shoes  combined. 

>•  20. 

JENKINS'    ARCADE 


"The  Acknowledged  Best" 

The  Very  Best  Candies  in  the  City  of 
Pittsburgh  or  any  place  else  are  the 


and  no  one  knows  this  better  than 
do  the  young  ladies  of  the  P.  C.  W. 

237-239    FIFTH    AVENUE 
6022   PENN   AVENUE 


Bell    Phone 
4125  Court 


P.  &  A.  Phone 

72  Main 


Harris  Bros. 

THE  POPULAR  PRICE  FLORISTS 

Choice  Roses,  American  Beauties 
Carnations  and  Violets 

Cor.  Market  and  Liberty  Streets 
PITTSBURGH,   PA. 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 
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is  a  period  of  sufficient  length  in  business  to  cai 
with  it  a  guarantee  of  effort  and  satisfaction.  I 
this  number  of  years  we  have  been  fitting  succe^ 
fully  thousands  of  people  with  glasses.  The  fact  tt 
we  have  been  successful  leads  us  to  believe  that  c 
method  is  right.  We  examine  the  eyes  thorougl 
free  of  charge.  We  design  the  glasses  specially  i 
each  ease  and  we  make  them  in  our  owu  perfect 
equipped  shop.      We  guarantee  results. 


Opticians 


Penn  Avenue 


Pittsburgh,  P 


♦    ♦ 


GfQ9    PENN    AVENUE 


You  won't  know  how  well  we  print 
programs,  menus,  invitations  and  the 
like  until  you  have  tested  us.  The 
next   one?      Thank   you. 

Phone  Hiland  1686  ::  ::        We  Print  the  Sorosis 

INTERURBAN  PRESS 

Sheridan  Avenue   and  Kirkwood  Street,    Pittsburgh,  Pa. 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


The  Store  that  has  the  New  things  first 


The  most  exclusive,  and  the  most  of  theifl 
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THE   HAPPIER  WOMAN 


Jane  was  sitting  on  the  porch  steps,  shelling  peas.  She 
wore  an  absurdly  small  apron,  and  a  lock  of  brown  hair  was 
loose  and  continually  getting  into  her  eyes.  Jane  was  pretty 
and  looked  younger  than  her  twenty-four  years.  Elizabeth 
Armstrong  had  said  of  her,  years  ago,  that  she  was  "an  ador- 
able child — one  whom  men  would  instinctively  want  to  please, ' ' 
and  Jane  had  not  changed  much  since  then. 

"I  haven't  seen  Elizabeth  for  almost  five  years,"  she  said. 
"We  used  to  be  the  greatest  chums  when  we  were  youngsters. 
She  was  a  real  tomboy ;  I  remember  once  she  fell  off  the  porch 
roof.  Since  she  went  into  business  in  New  York  and  her 
mother  died,  we've  lost  sight  of  each  other.  Oh,  dear,  I  wish 
it  were  five  o'clock!  They  say  she  has  become  a  very  success- 
ful business  woman." 

Her  cousin,  young  Dr.  Archer,  who  lived  with  his  mother 
just  across  the  way,  was  sitting  a  few  steps  below  her,  whit- 
tling a  stick  with  much  industry. 

"How  old  is  she?"  he  asked. 

"Oh,  a  little  older  than  I." 

"Is  she  pretty?" 

Jane  considered  judiciously.  "No — I  shouldn't  call  her 
pretty,  exactly;  but  she's  quite  nice  looking.  Oh,  Ray — " 
she  bent  toward  him  twinkling,  while  her  cousin  rescued  sev- 
eral peas  that  slid  down  from  her  lap. 

"Yes,  ma'am?"  queried  Ray,  cheerfully. 

"Mother  and  I  have  decided,"  Jane  continued,  impres- 
sively, "that  Elizabeth  is  exactly  the  girl  for  you.      It's  high 
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time  you  were  getting  married — just  think,  you'll  be  thirty 
next  month !  And  here  is  a  girl,  young,  clever,  of  good  family 
and  considerable  money,  right  where  you  can  make  the  most 
of  her.     Ray,  do  say  you'll  be  nice  to  her!" 

But  Ray  was  adamant. 

"Don't  like  clever  women,"  he  said,  discouragingly. 
"Many  thanks,  my  dear  cousin,  but  I  have  no  designs  on  the 
fair  Elizabeth.     Why  don't  you  call  her  Betty?" 

"Why — I  don't  know.  Somehow  you  never  think  of  her 
but  as  Elizabeth,"  said  Jane,  vaguely. 

"Another  thing,  young  woman!  With  a  girl  here,  'young, 
clever,  of  good  family  and  considerable  money,'  a  successful 
business  woman  into  the  bargain,  hadn't  you  better  keep  your 
eyes  on  John?     Seems  to  me,  it's  dangerous." 

"Why,  Raymond  Archer!"  cried  Jane,  indignantly.  "How 
can  you  ever  think  such  a  thing!  Of  course,  I  don't  worry 
about  John.  He's — well,  we're — "  she  faltered  and  blushed 
delightfully. 

"My  dear,"  said  a  new  voice  at  the  kitchen  door,  "hadn't 
you  better  run  up  and  dress?  She'll  be  here  in  an  hour.  Oh, 
Ray — are  you  here?" 

"Hello,  Aunt  Rachel,"  said  Ray,  scrambling  to  his  feet.  "I 
came  over  to  hear  more  about  this  interesting  guest  of  yours. ' ' 

Aunt  Rachel,  large,  motherly  and  executive,  came  out  on 
the  porch. 

"Elizabeth  is  a  dear  girl,"  she  said.  "I  knew  her  mother 
well.  I  hope  you  '11  like  her,  Ray.  Run  along,  honey,  you 
haven't  much  time  now." 

An  hour  or  more  later  Jane's  father  came  up  the  walk 
with  a  slender,  blue-clad  figure  beside  him.  As  they  reached 
the  steps  the  door  opened  and  Jane,  fresh  and  dainty  in  a  crisp, 
white  dress,  ran  out. 

"Elizabeth!" 

"Jane!" 

The  girls  flew  together  and  after  a  warm  embrace  separ- 
ated to  inspect  each  other  with  friendly  eyes. 

"You  haven't  changed  at  all,  Jane,"  said  Elizabeth  Arm- 
strong, affectionately. 

"You  have — but  I  can't  say  just  how,"  returned  Jane. 
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The  first  thing  one  noticed  about  Elizabeth  was  her  irre- 
proachable trimness ;  the  next  was  her  eyes — thick-lashed,  clear, 
a  cool  deep  gray.  There  was  something  compelling  about  their 
intent  gaze ;  when  they  softened  in  one  of  her  quick  smiles  she 
was  irresistible.  As  for  the  rest  of  her,  she  was  undoubtedly 
not  a  pretty  girl ;  her  mouth  was  a  trifle  large,  her  features 
not  quite  regular  enough.  But  she  was  well  built,  long  limbed 
and  graceful.  Her  skin  was  clear  and  fresh,  and  she  had  a 
great  quantity  of  straight,  soft  black  hair,  her  crowning  charm. 
Altogether  she  was  an  attractive,  capable-looking  young  woman 
of  perhaps  twenty-seven  or  eight. 

Jane's  mother  was  on  the  scene  now,  bustlingly  cordial 
and  welcoming.  Presently  Elizabeth  was  escorted  up  to  her 
room  to  remove  the  traces  of  travel,  and  then  all  assembled 
in  the  dining  room  for  the  dinner  to  which  the  guest  declared 
she  could  do  full  justice. 

There  was  much  laughing  and  conversation.  Elizabeth 
quickly  made  herself  at  home  and  before  the  meal  was  over  was 
very  much  one  of  the  family.  Mr.  Currey  laughed  at  her 
sallies  and  Mrs.  Currey  listened  benignly  to  the  gay  repartee, 
while  Jane  watched  her  friend  with  admiring  eyes. 

"Is  John  coming  over  tonight?"  Mr.  Currey  asked  her 
suddenly. 

Jane  felt  herself  coloring  under  Elizabeth's  quick  look, 
and  tried  to  answer  in  as  matter  of  fact  a  voice  as  possible. 

"Yes,  he  and  Ray,  my  cousin,  you  know — "  to  Elizabeth, 
"will  be  here,  I  think.  They  are  both  anxious  to  meet  the  new 
arrival. ' ' 

"And  who  is  John,  pray?"  inquired  the  "new  arrival," 
with  interest. 

"John  Bolt,  a  very  fine  young  man,"  answered  Mrs.  Cur- 
rey, "and  quite  a  friend  of  Jane's." 

"I  quite  understand,"  returned  Elizabeth,  gayly,  then  to 
the  other  girl's  relief  the  conversation  went  on  along  other 
lines. 

A  few  hours  later  Jane  and  John  Bolt  stood  at  the  door 
saying  good  night. 

"Don't  you  like  Elizabeth?"  Jane  asked  eagerly. 

' '  She 's  a  fine  girl ! ' '  John  was  unreservedly  enthusiastic. 
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"I  like  her  a  lot.  She's  got  brains,  but  she  has  sense  enough 
not  to  display  them  too  openly,  and  anyone  can  see  she's  a 
thoroughbread. ' ' 

The  girl  glowed  at  her  friend's  praise. 

"I'm  so  glad  you  like  her,"  she  said.  "But,  John,  I  was 
disappointed  in  Ray.  I  particularly  wanted  them  to  be  friends 
and  they  scarcely  spoke  to  each  other  the  whole  evening." 

"I  thought  he  liked  her,"  said  John,  consolingly.  "That's 
just  Archer's  way.  He's  studying  her  to  find  out  what  sort 
she  is,  but  I  think  he  has  been  impressed  already." 

It  was  quite  true  what  Jane  had  said  about  Ray's  attitude. 
He  had  been  unusually  silent  all  the  evening,  sunk  into  an 
arm  chair  and  listening  absently  to  the  talk.  Elizabeth  tried 
in  vain  to  draw  him  into  the  conversation. 

"Won't  you  share  your  thoughts  with  us,  Sir  Dreamer?" 
she  entreated  gayly  once,  but  Ray  smiled  and  shook  his  head. 
The  girl  looked  curiously  at  the  strong  keen  face  and  quiet 
eyes,  but  said  no  more. 

Ray  had  placed  the  girl  to  his  own  satisfaction  by  the  end 
of  the  evening.  He  liked  the  details  of  her  appearance;  her 
hands,  rather  large,  firm  and  capable,  but  well  shaped  and 
womanly ;  her  erect  carriage ;  the  poise  of  her  young  head ; 
her  low,  well  modulated  voice.  Yes,  he  liked  her  decidedly, 
he  thought,  but  that  was  as  far  as  it  was  going  to  go.  She 
was  clever — and  he  didn't  like  clever  women.  They  were  too 
uncertain,  thought  too  much ! 

That  night  when  the  men  had  gone  the  tAvo  girls  settled 
down  before  the  fire  in  Jane's  room  for  a  long  talk.  Elizabeth 
told  her  friend  of  her  experiences  in  the  world,  her  struggles, 
failures  and  successes :  plane  listened  absorbed,  as  she  talked 
of  men  and  places  and  affairs  in  her  casual  matter-of-fact  way. 
In  return  Jane  told  of  the  events  of  her  own  quiet  life,  pleas- 
ant but  so  very  quiet ;  how  she  helped  her  mother  make  jams 
and  preserves;  of  the  literary  club  which  had  recently  begun; 
her  two  weeks'  vacation  in  the  East  the  previous  winter;  her 
occasional  parties  and  dances.  It  sounded  so  trivial  and  ordi- 
nary to  her  as  she  talked,  contrasting  it  with  Elizabeth's  color- 
ful existence. 

"Elizabeth,  I  envy  you!"    she  burst  out  suddenly.    "You 
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lead  such  an  interesting  life  and  meet  such  wonderful  people, 
and  travel,  and  do  everything  I've  ever  wanted  to  do.  You 
make  me  dissatisfied  with  my  own  quiet  home  life.  I  feel 
as  if  I'd  wasted  all  these  years  here." 

"Jane!"  Elizabeth  sat  bolt  upright  with  sudden  feeling. 
"You  envy  me!  Why  Jane,  dear,  you  couldn't  know,  I  sup- 
pose but  I've  been  envying  you  ever  since  I've  come — you 
foolish  child!" 

"Oh,  Elizabeth,"  Jane  began  in  indignant  astonishment, 
but  the  girl  went  on  earnestly. 

"There  are  some  poor  unfortunate  women  who  are  forced 
to  go  out  into  the  world  and  make  a  living :  there  are  others, 
even  more  unfortunate  souls,  who  want  to  do  it,  never  realiz- 
ing what  they  are  giving  up.  In  my  case  it  was  a  combination 
of  both  necessity  and  desire  that  drove  me  out  and  only  lately 
I  am  beginning  to  realize  what  I  lost.  I  am  not  sorry — I 
would  have  stagnated  at  home.  But,  believe  me,  Jane,  the 
greatest  happiness  for  women  lies  in  the  home.  That  is  the 
unit  of  human  society  and  the  most  important  unit  of  all. 
The  woman  who  makes  a  success  of  her  home  is  doing  more 
for  civilization  than  the  one  who  triumphs  in  the  business 
world  of  men.  You  have  so  much  more  than  I,  you — with 
mother  and  home  and  friends  and — John,  and  you  don't  know 
it!"  She  ended  with  a  tremendous  laugh.  "I  had  no  inten- 
tion of  delivering  such  an  oration,  dear." 

Jane  came  over  and  put  her  arms  around  her.  "Eliza- 
beth," she  said  gently,  "aren't  you  happy?" 

"Happy?"  Elizabeth  echoed.  "Who  is  happy?  Oh,  yes, 
I  am  as  happy  as  most  people,  I  dare  say.  I  should  be  an 
ungrateful  wretch  otherwise  for  life  has  given  me  almost  every- 
thing I  asked  for.  No  one  has  everything  he  wants.  But 
dear  me,"  she  sat  up  energetically,  "I  am  getting  morbid,  I 
fear.  To  change  the  subject,  tell  me  all  about  John,  honey. 
I  am  quite  mad  about  him." 

A  week  of  busy,  happy  days  followed.  John  took  the 
girls  for  long  rides  over  the  autumn  hills  in  his  machine,  and 
Ray  often  joined  the  gay  little  company.  In  the  evenings 
there  were  walks  and  merry  gatherings  in  other  homes.  Eliza- 
beth took  Jane's  small  world  by  storm  with  wit  and  gayety, 
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her  unchanging  good  humor  and  her  inventive  genius  in  the 
way  of  amusements.  But  some  of  her  pleasantest  times  were 
when  she  and  Jane  were  quite  alone  together,  talking  over  the 
past  and  the  present.  She  never  found  her  days  long  or  dull — 
the  others  scarcely  realized  how  she  enjoyed  the  peaceful  home 
life. 

Jane,  however,  as  the  days  went  by.  found  that  she  was 
not  as  happy  as  she  had  expected  in  Elizabeth's  company.  It 
took  her  a  long  time  to  realize  that  John  was  the  reason,  and 
then  she  indignantly  put  the  thought  from  her  as  disloyal  to 
both  her  friends.  John  and  Elizabeth  had  become  good  friends 
from  the  very  beginning  and  the  intimacy  swiftly  grew.  They 
had  many  common  interests,  the  chief  one  being  butterflies,  a 
subject  concerning  which  Jane  knew  little  or  nothing.  One 
day  she  came  out  to  the  garden  and  found  Elizabeth  in  the 
hammock,  John  on  the  ground  beside  her,  eagerly  describing 
a  new  variety  he  had  found  and,  though  they  were  as  glad  to 
see  her  as  usual,  yet  the  talk  somehow  became  less  intimate 
and  more  impersonal  with  her  coming;  Jane  felt  dimly  that 
she  was  an  intruder  and  the  little  hurt  remained  for  some  time. 

To  do  her  justice,  Elizabeth  never  suspected  the  state  of 
her  friend's  feelings  and  John  was  scarcely  aware  as  yet  of 
the  great  pleasure  he  found  in  Elizabeth's  company.  She 
pleased  him  amazingly.  He  was  a  man  of  pronounced  views 
regarding  women ;  Elizabeth  had  learned  this  at  the  start  and 
quickly  adapted  herself  to  his  viewpoint;  when  she  disagreed 
with  him  she  wisely  kept  silent. 

It  was  a  sunny  October  afternoon.  Jane  had  a  slight 
headache  and  was  curled  up  among  the  cushions  in  the  swing, 
feeling  cross.  Elizabeth  embroidered  near  her.  Suddenly 
the  honk  of  a  machine  sounded  at  the  gate  and  Elizabeth  ex- 
claimed gladly,  "Oh,  Jane,  here  is  John!"  Jane  only  closed 
her  eyes  sulkily,  so  Elizabeth  went  to  meet  him  alone  and  told 
him  of  Jane's  headache. 

John  was  genuinely  solicitious.  He  had  come,  he  said, 
to  take  the  girls  out  for  a  spin,  but  he  supposed  Jane  wouldn't 
care  to  go  if  she  weren't  feeling  well;  however,  the  air  might 
do  her  good. 

Jane  said  listlessly  that  she'd  rather  not  go  but  wouldn't 
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he  take  Elizabeth?  They  both  protested,  but  finally  Jane  had 
her  way  and  the  two  reluctantly  departed.  Then  Jane  turned 
her  face  to  the  cushions  and  cried.      She  was  very  unhappy. 

Someone  came  upon  the  porch  steps,  and  Jane  sat  up, 
flushed  and  tearful.      It  was  Ray. 

"Why,  Jane,  old  girl,  what's  the  matter?"  he  asked 
quickly. 

"Nothing!"  Jane  dried  her  eyes  with  defiant  unconcern. 

"Oh,  very  well,"  returned  Ray,  seating  himself.  "By 
the  way,  where 's  Elizabeth?" 

"She's  out  riding  with  John." 

"Why  didn't  you  go  along?"  Ray's  eyes  were  keen. 

"I  had  a  headache,  and — I  don't  believe  they  wanted  me 
much ! ' '  Jane 's  eyes  filled  again  and  she  dried  them  angrily. 
"I'm  an  idiot,  Ray,"  she  said  crossly.  "But  really,  I'm  not 
well.  Please  don't  mention  my  being  so  silly  to  anyone,  will 
you?" 

"Of  course  not,"  returned  Ray,  reassuringly,  and  then 
he  exerted  himself  to  amuse  his  little  cousin  so  well  that  when 
the  others  came  from  their  ride  they  found  Jane  in  the  kitchen 
making  gingerbread,  with  Ray  a  gay  assistant.  But  he  was 
very  thoughtful  when  he  went  home. 

That  evening  when  he  returned  he  found  a  somewhat 
silent  group  in  the  living  room ;  Jane  was  pale  and  quiet ; 
Elizabeth  sat  at  the  piano  softly  touching  the  keys  and  Mrs. 
Currey  carried  on  most  of  the  conversation.  John  had  not 
appeared. 

After  a  half  hour's  desultory  chat,  Ray  rose  and  went 
over  to  the  piano. 

"The  moon  is  fine  tonight,"  he  remarked  casually. 

Elizabeth  smiled  and  waited,  her  fingers  still  on  the  ivory 
keys. 

"Come,  take  a  walk  with  me,"  he  suggested. 

"If  Jane  doesn't  mind." 

Jane  didn't  mind  at  all  she  said;  she  was  going  to  bed 
anyway,  so  the  two  started  out. 

The  walk  began  rather  silently.  Ray  was  wondering  just 
what  he  should  say,  and  Elizabeth  also  seemed  disinclined  to 
talk.     Yet  it  was  she  who  brought  up  the  subject. 
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"Does  Jane  often  have  these  headaches?"  she  asked. 

"Very  seldom,"  returned  Ray.  He  hesitated,  then  took 
the  plunge.     "I  think  she's  worried,"  he  said. 

"Worried!"  Elizabeth  turned  to  him  quickly. 

"I'm  afraid  I'm  going  to  be  impertinent,"  Ray  continued, 
trying  to  speak  casually,  and  looking  straight  ahead.  "It  is 
because  I  am  fond  of  little  Jane  that  I  say  anything.  I  think 
you  are  fond  of  her  too  and  I'm  sure  you  wouldn't  wish  to 
hurt  her.  It's  about  John.  Perhaps  you've  noticed  that 
he's  taken  a  great  fancy  to  you,  Miss  Armstrong?" 

"Well?"  Elizabeth  spoke  very  quietly. 

"Well,  that's  about  all,  but — I  think  Jane  has  noticed  it 
too  and  it 's  making  her  unhappy. ' '  Ray  drew  a  long  breath  ; 
it  had  been  hard  to  say  and  he  was  glad  it  was  over. 

They  were  walking  in  the  deep  shadow  of  overhanging 
trees  with  here  and  there  a  patch  of  light  where  the  moon's 
rays  had  slipped  through.  After  a  minute  of  silence  Eliza- 
beth stopped  and  faced  him.  Her  voice  was  expressionless 
but  he  knew  she  was  angry. 

"You  have  succeeded  admirably  in  being  impertinent," 
she  said.      "However,  I  suppose  I  should  say  'Thank  you!'" 

"Miss  Armstrong,"  he  said  impetuously.  "Believe  me, 
I  know  you — " 

But  she  kept  on  steadily.  "And  now  I  think  you  had  bet- 
ter take  me  home,  Dr.  Archer." 

Jane  had  gone  to  bed  when  they  returned  and  Ray  left 
at  once.  He  offered  his  hand  to  say  good  night,  not  at  all 
sure  that  she  would  take  it,  but  Elizabeth  gave  him  her  hand 
gravely  and  with  averted  eyes. 

For  hours  that  night  she  lay  awake  staring  wide-eyed 
into  the  darkness,  and  not  until  dawn  did  she  close  her  eyes 
and  sleep. 

Things  were  as  usual  next  morning.  Jane  had  slept 
away  her  ill  humor  and  was  the  same  cheerful,  affectionate 
little  body  as  usual.  If  Elizabeth  was  a  trifle  quieter,  no  one 
noticed  it. 

In  the  afternoon  John  came  with  the  machine  and  in- 
sisted on  taking  the  girls  out  to  the  hills.      The  trees  were 
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beautiful  in  their  autumn  coloring,  he  said,  and  he  wanted 
them  to  see  the  goldenrod. 

"Let's  take  Dr.  Archer,"  suggested  Elizabeth. 

"If  he  is  at  home,"  returned  John.  "There  he  is  now. 
Hi,  Ray!" 

Ray  hesitated  to  accept  the  invitation  but  Elizabeth's 
calm  greeting  reassured  him,  and  he  got  in  beside  her  with 
real  pleasure  in  the  outing.  Elizabeth  was  looking  particu- 
larly attractive,  hatless  and  wearing  a  heavy  white  sweater; 
she  was  apparently  her  gayest  self  though  she  addressed  no 
direct  remarks  to  Ray. 

When  they  had  left  the  city  behind  them,  the  party  left 
the  machine  and  scrambled  merrily  up  a  long  hill.  At  the  top 
they  found  some  logs  on  which  to  sit  and  enjoy  the  view; 
miles  of  country  lay  spread  below  them,  the  distance  veiled 
in  a  dim  purple  haze ;  the  sinking  sun  cast  a  pale  radiance 
over  everything. 

Presently  a  brisk  discussion  arose,  no  one  knew  exactly 
how.  It  was  not  long  before  "Woman's  Rights"  became  the 
storm  center.  Jane  knew  from  experience  that  this  was  a 
dangerous  topic  with  John.  Somehow,  one  couldn't  argue 
with  him.  She  tried  to  steer  the  talk  to  safer  channels  in 
vain. 

"It  was  so  queer,"  she  said,  telling  her  mother  about  it 
later.  "We  almost  quarreled  before  we  stopped.  I  don't 
know  what  happened  to  Elizabeth — I  never  heard  her  talk 
so  before.  She  seemed  to  really  enjoy  shocking  John  and 
said  all  sorts  of  dreadful  things  about  woman's  superiority 
over  man;  she  said  no  woman  should  give  up  her  business 
just  because  she  was  married,  and  that  women  as  a  rule  were 
more  brilliant  than  men,  and  that  she,  for  her  part,  didn't  be- 
lieve in  love  and  marriage,  and  oh !  lots  more.  John  was  really 
angry,  and  Ray  just  sat  and  watched  her  awhile.  Then  he 
began  to  laugh  and  even  made  things  worse  than  before  with 
his  remarks.  John  said  to  me  on  the  way  home  he  had  no 
idea  Elizabeth  was  that  sort  of  a  girl  and  he  was  glad  I  hadn't 
such  advanced  views.  And,  mother,  I  was  awfully  surprised 
at  Elizabeth.     I  never  knew  she  thought  such  things.     It  was 
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the  funniest  afternoon!"  Jane  ended  as  she  had  begun,  puz- 
zled yet  strangely  pleased  somehow. 

She  told  herself  that  she  was  a  wicked  girl  not  to  be  more 
grieved  at  the  evident  coolness  between  John  and  Elizabeth 
that  evening.  The  men  had  stayed  for  a  late  dinner  and  they 
had  all  adjourned  to  the  porch  afterwards.  The  two  girls 
occupied  the  swing ;  John  and  Ray  smoked  on  the  steps.  Eliza- 
beth made  no  effort  to  smooth  things  over  and  indeed  spoke 
very  little.  Jane,  on  the  other  hand,  chattered  away  with  all 
her  old-time  gaity.  Finally  she  became  discouraged  at  the 
chilly  atmosphere.  It  was  too  bad  of  Elizabeth  to  spoil  things 
so  she  reflected.  Yet  at  the  bottom  of  her  heart  she  wasn't 
sorry.     She  was  ashamed  of  herself  in  the  feeling. 

"Jane,"  called  her  mother  from  the  house. 

Jane  went  in  and  came  out  presently  with  some  letters 
in  her  hand. 

"Mother  wants  these  mailed,"  she  said.  "Do  you  want 
to  walk  down  to  the  corner,  people?" 

John  arose  hastily.  "You  and  I  can  take  them,"  he  said, 
throwing  away  his  cigar. 

Jane  hesitated. 

"Do  go,  Jane,"  said  Elizabeth  from  the  shadows.  "I'm 
tired  and  would  rather  stay  here." 

John  took  the  girl's  arm  to  help  her  down  the  steps  and 
the  two  left  behind  heard  her  laugh  happily  at  something  he 
had  said. 

There  were  several  minutes  of  silence  after  they  had  gone. 
Ray  stood  quietly  in  the  shadow  of  the  vines  watching  the 
girl  in  the  swing.  The  checkered  moonlight  fell  on  her  white 
gown  and  on  her  hands,  clasped  in  her  lap.  Her  head  was  a 
little  bent,  her  eyes  dreaming.  She  had  forgotten  his  exist- 
ence. 

"Elizabeth,  why  did  you  talk  such  'rot'  this  afternoon?" 
he  asked  abruptly. 

The  girl  emerged  from  her  thoughts  with  a  start. 

"Why  do  you  call  it  'rot'?  Don't  you  think  I  meant  it?" 
she  asked. 

"I  know  you  didn't,"  answered  the  man. 

Elizabeth  started  to  speak,  then  checked  herself. 
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Ray  strode  over  to  her  and  held  out  his  hand. 

"Elizabeth,  you're  a  brick!"  he  said  warmly. 

As  they  clasped  hands  a  sudden  shyness  descended  upon 
them. 

"Everything  seems  all  right  now,"  said  Elizabeth.  Then 
she  went  on  reflectively,  "I've  had  such  a  pleasant  visit  here. 
I  don't  like  to  think  of  leaving  you  all.  Yet,  I  suppose  I'll 
have  to  get  back  to  New  York  in  a  day  or  two.  My  work 
needs  me." 

' '  I  wish  you  wouldn  't  go, ' '  said  the  man,  gravely.  ' '  Can 't 
you  stay  on  for  awhile?" 

"No,  I'm  afraid  not;  1  am  needed,"  said  the  girl. 

"Please,  Elizabeth,  don't  go."   Ray's  voice  was  very  low. 

The  girl  gave  him  a  quick  glance  and  hesitated,  then 
shook  her  head  firmly. 

"I  must  get  back  to  my  work,"  she  answered. 

"Oh,  very  well,"  said  Ray,  carelessly.  "Then  I'll  come 
to  New  York.  I've  been  thinking  of  taking  the  trip  for  some 
time." 

"I'm  sure  you  will  enjoy  New  York,"  said  Elizabeth, 
sweetly.      "It  is  *a  wonderful  city. ' ' 

A  door  shut  somewhere  indoors  and  Aunt  Rachel's  un- 
mistakable footsteps  were  heard. 

"Oh,  bother,"  exclaimed  Ray,  in  disgust.  "Elizabeth, 
don't  you  want  to  take  a  walk,  too?  We  can  discuss — New 
York!" 

"I'd  love  to,"  said  Elizabeth. 

When  Aunt  Rachel  came  to  the  door  a  minute  later,  the 
moonlight  lay  in  silver  patches  on  the  floor  and  the  swing 
still  moved  lazily,  but  the  porch  was  quite  empty. 

L.  B,  '15. 


Where  He  Was  Supreme 

"My  son,"  said  the  father  who  was  somewhat  addicted 
to  moralizing,  "this  is  the  age  of  specialties  and  specialists.  Is 
there  anything  you  can  do  better  than  anyone  else  in  the 
world  ? ' ' 

"Yeth,  thir, "  lisped  the  small  boy,  "I  can  read  my  own 
writing." — Ex. 
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HANS    CHRISTIAN   ANDERSEN 


In  the  year  1805  a  .young  married  couple  in  Odense  were 
made  very  happy  by  the  arrival  of  a  small  boy,  who  was  later 
christened  Hans  Christian  Andersen.  This  tiny  baby  was 
destined  to  become  one  of  the  greatest  writers  of  stories  for 
children  and  one  of  the  best  friends  to  youngsters  who  are 
kept  indoors  "because  of  the  weather."  Anyone  who  has 
read  any  of  Andersen's  "Fairy  Tales"  is  anxious  to  hear  more 
of  the  wonderful  brain  which  could  originate  such  delightful 
fiction. 

Being  the  only  child  in  the  family,  Hans  was  naturally 
of  an  imaginary  disposition.  His  father,  who  evidently  re- 
membered his  own  youth,  aided  Hans  in  this  respect  by 
carving  wooden  dolls  for  him  and  these  playthings  were 
dressed  in  stray  bits  of  lace  and  finery  and  made  to  act  won- 
derful plays  with  a  large  wooden  box  for  stage.  Even  when 
he  grew  to  be  a  tall,  bashful  boy  Hans  still  loved  his  puppets, 
and  wrote  plays  for  them  to  act.  When  in  the  country  or  in 
the  woods  with  his  father,  who  hated  the  society  of  all  save 
his  wife  and  child,  Hans  often  used  to  lie  on  his  back,  on  the 
cool,  soft  grass,  and  build  castles — glorious  castles  in  the  air. 
After  being  reproved  by  many  of  his  schoolmates,  he  learned 
the  lesson  of  silence,  and  seldom,  if  ever,  thereafter  told  of 
his  plans  for  the  future. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Andersen  were  a  very  religious  couple, 
training  their  child  to  love  and  fear  God,  and  all  through 
Hans'  life  we  find  that  before  starting  any  poem  or  story  he 
prayed  for  strength  and  help  to  accomplish  his  desires.  If 
successful,  he  knelt  and  gave  thanks  to  the  God  who  had  aided 
him.  All  through  his  life  we  find  him  speaking  of  the  guard- 
ian angels  God  sends  to  care  for  little  children,  and  Hans 
himself  always  felt  their  presence  near  him.  "As  soon  as  I 
set  foot  on  Zealand,  I  stepped  behind  a  shed  which  stood  on 
the  shore,  and  falling  upon  my  knees,  besought  of  God  to 
help  and  guide  me  aright ;  I  felt  myself  comforted  by  so  doing 
and  I  firmly  trusted  in  God  and  my  good  fortune."  He  was 
only  fourteen  years  old  when  he  reached  Zealand,  and  so  we 
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easily  see  what  true,  pure  faith  he  had.  In  a  way,  Hans  wor- 
shipped God  through  Nature.  He  often  speaks  of  himself 
kneeling  beside  a  brook  or  some  beautiful  tree  or  plant  and 
glorifying  the  Lord  who  made  all  things. 

The  Andersens,  in  spite  of  their  true  religion,  were  very 
superstitious  people.  This  failing  remained  with  Hans  through- 
out his  entire  life,  and  even  when  he  was  a  middle-aged  man 
we  see  him  wishing  with  four  straws,  "Against  all  reason  I 
believed  in  it,  because  I  wanted  to  do  so." 

When  he  was  only  fourteen  years  old  Hans  went  to 
Copenhagen  to  learn  a  trade,  but  the  rude  jests  of  the  other 
apprentices  offended  his  sensitive  nature,  and  the  weeping 
boy  fled  to  Siboni,  the  director  of  the  Academy  of  Music.  This 
great  musician  recognized  in  him  immediately  a  singer  and 
during  half  a  year  he  gave  free  lessons  to  this  strange  lad  from 
Odense.  At  the  end  of  that  time  Hans'  voice  broke,  owing  to 
the  cold  he  had  been  forced  to  endure  throughout  the  winter. 
Siboni  sent  him  to  friends,  however,  who  taught  him  Latin, 
German  and  dancing.  While  in  Copenhagen  his  desire  to  be 
an  actor  was  gratified  when  he  was  permitted  "to  fill  out"  in 
some  of  the  theatres  there.  This  little  taste  of  theatre  life 
only  made  him  more  anxious  to  become  a  world-renowned 
actor,  but  he  was  not  received  with  great  enthusiasm,  and  so 
changed  his  intentions  and  began  to  write  plays  for  others  to 
act.  He  says  of  himself  at  this  time,  "I  did  not  keep  a  thought 
to  myself,  but  always  spoke  it  right  out. ' '  Poor  boy,  he  longed 
so  to  be  appreciated  by  friends  and  strangers  that  he  spoke 
his  innermost  soul  to  all  who  listened. 

When  he  was  twenty-three  years  old  his  work  gained  the 
appreciation  of  some  people,  and  a  number  of  his  poems  and 
stories  were  published  and  translated  into  the  German  tongue. 
He  was  so  delighted  to  think  that  at  last  his  works  were  be- 
coming noted  that  naturally  his  head  was  a  trifle  turned.  He 
read  his  poems  to  all  his  friends  and  at  all  gatherings  that  he 
attended.  He  found  that  strangers  criticized  him  and  im- 
mediately ceased  in  his  efforts  to  have  all  men  hear.  He  dis- 
covered that,  "An  author  may  read  aloud  other's  poetical 
works — but  not  his  own.  That  is  vanity."  He  was  so  dis- 
couraged by  the  disparaging  remarks  that  were  being  thrust 
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at  him  and  his  writings  that  he  decided  to  travel,  and,  after 
receiving  a  sum  of  money  from  the  king,  who  pitied  this 
sensitive  youth,  he  started  for  Jutland.  "On  setting  out  on 
my  journey,  my  prayer  to  God  was  that  I  might  die  far  away 
from  Denmark,  or  else  return  strengthened  for  activity,  and 
in  a  condition  to  produce  works  which  should  win  for  me  and 
my  loved  ones  joy  and  honor." 

While  in  Jutland  Hans  had  a  serious  love  affair  which 
affected  his  entire  life.  The  girl  of  Ms  choice  married  another 
man  and  Andersen,  broken-hearted  but  not  desiring  to  show 
his  feelings,  smiled  on  the  day  of  her  marriage  and  wished 
her  true  happiness.  He  was  unable,  because  of  this  affair, 
to  stay  longer  in  Jutland  and  turned  from  this  country  he 
had  grown  to  love. 

After  leaving  Jutland  he  traveled  south  through  Germany 
into  France.  He  spent  a  summer  in  Paris.  His  love  for 
theatre  life  was  here  portrayed,  for  he  lived  for  and  in  the 
opera  houses  of  this  great  city.  He  saved  the  money  that 
should  have  been  spent  buying  food  to  give  him  strength, 
watching  the  great  actors  and  actresses  of  the  times.  He 
adored  music  and  while  in  Paris  met  Jenny  Lind,  and  in  his 
usual  emotional  way  wept  when  listening  to  the  deep  tender- 
ness in  her  beautiful  voice.  He  says  of  music,  "People  feel 
that  God  is  in  art,  and  where  God  stands  before  us  face  to 
face   there    is   a   holy   church." 

Hans  was  a  hero  worshipper.  Throughout  his  entire  life 
we  find  him  attempting  to  be  like  someone  whom  he  felt  was 
far  above  his  sphere — Scott,  Dickens,  Hoffman  and  Heine 
among  authors — and  placed  upon  a  mountain-high  pedestal, 
Napoleon.  While  in  Paris  Hans  quietly  entered  the  bedroom 
which  had  been  Napoleon's  and  touched  the  very  bed  upon 
which  this  great  hero  had  lain.  He  stood  back  at  the  door 
and  reverently  gazed  on  all  the  contents  of  the  room,  then, 
with  head  bowed  and  tears  streaming  from  his  eyes,  he  left 
the  sleeping  apartment  of  his  adored  Napoleon.  Dickens 
was  his  favorite  writer  and  all  his  spare  time  was  spent  read- 
ing "Oliver  Twist,"  "Little  Dorritt"  and  the  other  works  con- 
taining characters  of  children. 

I  don't  believe  anv  man  ever  understood  children  as  well 
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as  did  Hans  Christian  Andersen.  He  loved  to  visit  in  a  con- 
genial family  where  there  were  small  children,  for  he  had 
a  certain  magnetism  which  drew  all  youngsters  to  him.  "In 
the  streets  and  from  windows  there  often  nodded  to  me  a 
friendly  child's  face.  I  met  one  day  a  well-dressed  lady  walk- 
ing with  her  children;  the  smallest  boy  broke  away,  ran  over 
to  me  and  seized  my  hand.  The  mother  called  to  him  and  said, 
'How  dare  you  accost  a  strange  gentleman!'  but  the  little 
fellow  replied,  'It  was  no  stranger,  it  was  Andersen;  all  the 
boys  know  him.'  " 

After  remaining  in  France  for  one  summer  he  went  into 
Italy  and  settled  down  in  Rome  for  a  lengthy  stay.  Here  he 
wrote  poems  which  he  sent  back  to  Copenhagen.  We  can 
imagine  the  heart  break  it  must  have  been  to  that  childlike 
nature  to  receive  only  derisive  answers  from  his  own  people. 
The  one  thing  that  Hans  longed  and  prayer  for  was  the  ap- 
preciation of  the  Danes.  He  was  far  from  being  conceited, 
but  it  did  seem  strange  to  him  that  the  French  and  Italians 
praised  him  while  his  own  townspeople  hooted  at  his  efforts, 
and  he  wanted  his  memory  as  a  poet  to  live.  After  this  dis- 
appointment he  went  up  into  the  mountains  to  visit  some 
friends  and  to  get  a  much-needed  rest.  At  this  time  we  see 
that  his  newly  acquired  love — travel — was  far  superior  to  his 
former  one — wild  country  life.  "I  could  thoroughly  enjoy 
this  idyllic  life  by  the  wood  lake,  but  I  began  to  feel  a  twitch- 
ing in  my  wings  that  I  must  get  on."  Upon  his  return  to  the 
cities  of  Italy  we  find  that  he  often  visited  in  the  various  art 
galleries.  "Nature  and  art  were  most  prominent  in  my  mind 
while  in  Italy.  I  visited  the  galleries  daily  and  a  new  world 
was  opened  to  me." 

After  leaving  Italy  Andersen  went  to  Stockholm,  where 
the  people  were  anxious  to  have  a  large  reception  in  honor  of 
the  great  poet  and  writer.  "They  wished  in  Stockholm  to 
show  me  public  honors.  I  knew  I  should  be  envied  for  it  at 
home,  and  be  the  object  of  malicious  remarks,  and  I  was  dis- 
heartened." At  this  period  he  was  depressed  for  he  feared 
that  he  could  never  gain  the  recognition  in  Denmark  that  he 
longed  for. 

Finally,  after  forty-eight  years,  he  heard  that  the  people 
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of  Denmark  were  speaking  kindly  of  their  countryman,  Hans 
Christian  Andersen.  When  he  was  sixty-two  years  old  he 
received  a  letter  begging  him  to  become  honorary  burgher  of 
Odense.  He  was  asked  to  attend  the  great  feast  day  they 
were  having  in  his  honor.  He  replied:  "It  is  forty-eight 
years  since  I,  a  poor  boy,  left  my  native  place,  and  now,  rich 
in  memories,  I  am  received  as  a  dear  child  is  received  in  his 
father's  house.  You  will  understand  my  feelings.  I  am 
lifted  up,  not  in  vanity,  but  in  thankfulness  to  God  for  the 
heavy  hours  of  trial  and  the  many  days  of  blessing  He  has 
granted  me."  At  last  he  had  won  and  returned  to  his  own. 
The  town  hall  was  beautifully  decorated  in  his  honor  and  his 
verses  which  had  been  set  to  music  were  sung  to  him  by  his 
dearly-loved  Danes.  His  emotions  were  deeply  touched  and 
he  left,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  the  crowd  that  cheered  him  so 
enthusiastically. 

Hans  Christian  Andersen's  life  inspires  in  us  a  desire  to 
do  good  to  our  fellowmen  and  to  be  unselfish  in  all  things. 
Andersen's  last  days  were  truly  happy.  He  says  of  his  life: 
"My  life  is  a  lovely  story,  happy  and  full  of  incident.  If, 
when  I  was  a  boy,  and  went  forth  into  the  world  poor  and 
friendless,  a  good  fairy  had  met  me  and  said,  'Choose  now 
thy  own  course  through  life,  and  the  object  for  which  thou 
wilt  strive,  and  then  according  to  the  development  of  thy  mind, 
and  as  reason  requires,  I  will  guide  and  defend  thee  to  its  at- 
tainment,' my  fate  could  not,  even  then,  have  been  directed 
more  happily,  more  prudently  or  better.  The  history  of  my 
life  will  say  to  the  world  what  it  says  to  me — there  is  a  loving 
God,  who  directs  all  things  for  the  best." 

Dorcas  Beer,  '17. 


Instructor — "Is  rain  purer  when  it  falls  in  the  city  or 
in  the  country?" 

Freshman — "It's  purer  when  it  falls  in  the  country 
meadows. ' ' 

Instructor — "How  do  you  explain  that?" 

Freshman — "Because  it's  pasteurized." — Ex. 
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A    LULLABY 


The  stars  are  small  candles  that  burn  in  the  sky, 
They  light  up  the  way  as  the  dream  fairies  fly. 
Oh,  now  you  can  hear  them  as  softly  they  sigh, 
"Hush-a-bye." 

Slim,  misty  gray  maidens  with  long  floating  hair, 
Their  voices  are  low  and  their  faces  are  fair ; 
Lie  still  and  their  treasures  with  you  they  will  share, 
"Hush-a-bye." 

They  come  from  the  land  where  all  fairy  things  grow, 
Where  trees  droop  with  blossoms  and  clear  rivers  flow, 
A  wonderful  land  that  you  also  shall  know. 
"Hush-a-bye." 

The  dream  fairies  wrap  you  in  veils  of  delight, 
Then  softly  they  bear  you  away  from  my  sight, 
And  I  am  left  lonesome  through  all  the  long  night. 
"Hush-a-bye." 

Away  to  your  dreamland,  my  little  one,  fly, 
For  presently  dawn  will  come  gilding  the  sky; 
And  then  you  return,  and  how  happy  am  I ! 
"Hush-a-bye." 
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EDITORIALS 

Most  persons  in  this  world  at  present  want  disarmament. 
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if  not  complete,  then  as  nearly  so  as  safety  permits.      They 

feel  that  altogether  too  much  money 
A  Matter  For  Thought      has  been,  and  is  being,  spent  in  the 

purchase  of  military  and  naval  en- 
gines of  warfare,  for  which  there  is  no  necessity.  At  this 
time,  when  no  one  can  feel  certain  that  our  country  will  not 
be  drawn  into  the  great  war,  there  is  especial  need  to  be  sane 
and  thoughtful  in  the  matter  of  national  expenditure  for  war- 
ships and  other  means  of  defense.  It  will  be  very  easy  to 
run  to  extremes,  and  an  intelligent  study  of  both  sides  of  the 
question  should  be  made  by  everyone.  Columbia  University 
has  taken  action  in  a  formal  protest  by  the  student  body 
against  increased  armament  and  the  spread  of  militarism  in 
the  United  States;  other  colleges  are  being  urged  to  take 
similar  action  in  the  matter.  We  can  at  least  have  definite 
ideas  on  the  subject. 


It  is  interesting  to  note  that  the  prediction  made  in  the 
Sorosis  just  a  year  ago  concerning  the  tabooed  new  dances, 
•  has  been  verified  more  speedily  than  any- 
The  New  Dances  one  expected.  No  one  present  at  the 
recent  mid-year's  reception  could  have 
found  fault  with  the  graceful  dances  observed  there.  This 
speaks  well  both  for  the  girls  and  the  dances. 


In  a  little  town  of  Kentucky  an  interesting  innovation 
has  recently  been  made — a  Take-It-Back  Day — celebrated  by 

everybody  in  the  town,  on  which  everyone 
Take  It  Back     was    supposed    to    return    whatever    articles 

he  had  borrowed.  The  day  proved  a  great 
success  and  it  was  remarkable  how  many  sluggish  memories 
stirred  and  how  much  borrowed  property  found  its  way  back 
to  the  rightful  owners.  It  was  a  day  of  fellowship  and  good 
will,  for  which  everyone  felt  better.  We  have  been  wondering 
whether  a  Take-it-back  Day  in  college  would  be  a  success. 
There  is  a  great  deal  of  borrowing  and  lending  continually 
going  on,  and  after  all,  college  girls  are  just  as  forgetful  as  the 
rest  of  the  world. 
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ALUMNAE    NOTES 


It  seems  that  Decade  I  has  been  permanently  disbanded. 
Those  graduates  (1890-1900)  who  would  be  enrolled  among 
its  members  are  so  scattered  over  the  land  that  it  is  impossible 
for  them  to  meet  together  regularly. 

Decade  II.,  although  its  membership  is  small,  has  plenty 
of  spirit.  The  girls  meet  once  a  month  and  have  a  good  time. 
Each  girl  has  her  own  experiences  to  relate,  and  there  is  no 
lack  of  topics  for  conversation.  Usually  the  club  dresses  dolls 
for  their  November  and  December  meetings,  but  this  year  the 
girls  had  so  many  other  interests  and  duties  that  their  old 
custom  couldn't  be  followed. 

Decade  III.,  although  but  four  years  old,  is  in  a  thriving 
condition.  It  was  a  social  club  until  within  the  last  meeting 
or  two  when  the  girls  decided  to  do  something  in  earnest.  So 
Decade  III.  has  been  changed  into  a  literary  society.  The 
study  of  fiction,  both  modern  and  standard,  and  of  the  drama, 
is  to  be  taken  up.  Also  the  girls  are  planning  to  do  some 
social  service  work.  This  Decade  is  of  special  interest  to  the 
present  college  students,  as  it  will  be  theirs  in  the  future. 


MORE   NEWS! 


We  want  more  Alumnae  news !  We  have  been  trying  in 
vain  to  collect  information  and  have  almost  come  to  the  con- 
clusion that  P.  C.  W.  has  a  singularly  inactive  body  of  Alumnae. 
We  want  to  make  this  department  a  common  center  of  interest 
for  present  and  past  students.  We  want  to  know  what  our 
Alumnae  are  doing.  Get  busy.  Alumnae,  the  Sorosis  needs 
YOUR  help ! 
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Change  in  Faculty 

Miss  Campbell,  who  has  been  with  the  college  for  ten 
years  as  a  teacher  of  English  and  as  librarian,  has  left  us 
to  accept  a  position  in  the  Pittsburgh  High  School.  Miss 
Lindsay  will  take  the  Dilworth  Hall  classes,  Miss  Harriet 
Dutcher  will  take  Miss  Lindsay's  work  and  take  charge  of  the 
library,  and  Mr.  Putnam  will  take  the  Freshman  Rhetoric  class. 

How  We  Are  Growing ! 

The  classes  are  becoming  so  large  and  the  courses  so  varied 
that  class  rooms  are  in  demand.  The  Senior  parlor  will  be 
called  into  service  and  we  hope  to  get  some  inspiration  from 
the  enlightening  surroundings. 


Date  for  Going  Home  Day  Changed 

The  date  for  Going  Home  Day  has  been  changed  from  the 
Iwenty-sixth  of  February  to  the  nineteenth  in  order  that  the 
girls  may  stay  over  Monday  and  spend  Washington's  birth- 
day at  home. 
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The  Annual  Mid- Year  Dance 

The  annual  dance  given  by  the  Faculty  to  the  Student 
Body  was  held  on  February  5th.  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Acheson,  Miss 
Coolidge  and  Miss  Ely  were  on  the  reception  committee. 

Faculty  Tea 

On  Tuesday,  February  2nd,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Whitmer  and 
Miss  Mae  McKenzie  were  hostesses  at  the  Faculty  tea. 

New  Courses  Offered  This  Semester 
Astronomy,  Dramatic  Appreciation    and    two    courses    in 
Education  will  be  offered  this  semester.      Miss  Holcomb  will 
teach  Philosophy,  and  Faust  and  Shakespeare  will  be  offered. 

CLASSICAL  ASSOCIATION 

The  Classical  Association  met  at  the  College  on  Saturday, 
February  13th,  at  9  :30  a.  m. 

PROGRAMME 

Address President  J.  C.  Acheson 

"Europe,  Ancient  and  Modern,  in  the  Throes  of  War".  . .  . 

Prof.  R.  B.  English,  W.  &  J.  College 

"Non-Essentials  in  the  Teaching  of  First  Year  Latin".  . .  . 

Mr.  F.  S.  Matteson,  Peabody  High  School 

Day  of  Prayer  for  Colleges 
February  11th  will    be    observed    as    the    annual  Day  of 
Prayer  for  Colleges.      Dr.  Acheson  will  deliver  the  address. 

PROGRAMME 
Organ  Prelude. 

Anthem "Lift  Up  Your  Heads,  0  Ye  Gates" 

Hymn  No.  578 "Son  of  Man,  to  Thee  I  Cry" 

Scripture  Reading. 

Prayer. 

Response. 

Anthem "As  Pants  the  Heart ' ' 

Sermon. 

Hymn "O  Jesus,  I  Have  Promised" 

Benediction. 
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The  Valentine  Dinner 

The  annual  Valentine  dinner  was  held  on  February  12th. 
The  customary  features  were  carried  out  and  the  dinner  was 
as  charming  as  usual  and  greatly  enjoyed  by  all. 

Simplified  Spelling  Is  Adopted  by  Pitt 

The  University  of  Pittsburgh  has  adopted  simplified  spell- 
ing for  its  official  publications.  Hereafter  all  the  university 
bulletins  and  even  the  notices  posted  on  the  announcement 
boards  in  the  corridors  will  present  that  complexly  simple 
appearance  so  admired  by  the  patrons  of  Pittsburgh's  other 
great  school,  the  Carnegie  Institute  of  Technology. 


FROM    THE    SENIOR  DEN 


Miss  Kerst  (to  Seniors) — These  rehearsals  will  be  very 
important,  and  I  want  everyone  to  be  absent. 

Miss  H. — "Would  you  be  temperate  if  you  spent  your 
Christmas  vacation  in  attending  teas  in  the  afternoon  and 
playing  tennis  in.  the  morning? 

Virginia  (in  class  meeting) — I  have  three  dummies  at 
home. 

Miss  H. — I  played  that  game  when  I  was  small. 
L.  B. — Yes,  I've  heard  it  was  a  prehistoric  game. 

Janet  (at  lunch  time,  to  Mrs.  Drais) — Here's  another 
quarter  going  for  food — extravagance. 

Mrs.  Drais — Yes,  spending  your  substance  in  riotous 
living,    (joke!!) 

Miss  H.  (in  Biology) — Can  you  work  if  I  talk  to  you, 
Virginia  ? 

V.  M.  (politely) — Oh,  yes;  I  never  pay  a  bit  of  attention 
to  you,  Miss  Holcomb. 

The  biologists  report  a  ripping  time  Friday  morning, 
January  29th,  8:30  to  10:30.  Much  repartee  preceded  a 
luncheon  consisting  of  fricassed  lobster  and  clam  a  la  casserole. 
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The  class  in  nineteenth  century  history,  to  the  mystifica- 
tion of  the  rest  of  the  college,  have  heen  raving  about  their 
history  exams.  They  say  if  Miss  White  is  hostess  they 
wouldn't  mind  an  exam,  once  a  week.  It  is  whispered  that 
wonderful  eats  were  served. 

Miss  Lorna  Burleigh  entertained  an  informal  dancing 
class  at  her  home  on  Saturday  evening,  January  30th. 


JUNIOR    REMNANTS 


The  Junior  Class  recently  observed  its  semi-annual  Janu- 
ary fete.  This  fete  is  a  species  of  carnival.  The  Juniors  who 
have  gone  masked  the  rest  of  the  year  unmask  at  this  great 
affair.  Some  of  the  results  are  startling.  It's  a  custom  too 
for  the  class  to  appear  solemn  and  resigned  during  an  entire 
week ;  each  one 's  voice  is  low  and  subdued ;  and  the  halls  of 
the  college  are  quiet  and  deserted.  Not  a  few  romantic  deeds 
were  performed.  Many  Juniors  were  obliged  to  summon  up 
ghosts  of  the  past  from  overwrought  brains  for  the  purpose 
of  regaling  the  faculty.  Several  times  splendid  feasts  were 
prepared  in  the  Juniors'  honor,  but  many  were  obliged  .to 
leave  a  half  hour  or  more  early  on  account  of  sudden  and 
unaccounted  for  illnesses.  To  be  candid,  the  Juniors  didn't 
enjoy  the  celebration,  but  many  plans  have  already  been  con- 
sidered for  making  the  June  fete  a  delightful  happy  week  of 
sweet  satisfactions.  It  must  be  said  in  its  favor,  that  the  class 
realizes  the  distasteful  features  of  the  late  fete  week  were 
entirely  due  to  its  own  shortcomings. 

Miss  Crouse(  in  a  burst  of  confidence) — I've  been  rooting 
all  over  the  building. 

It  was  proven  on  a  certain  examination  that  not  a  few 
persons  would  just  as  lief  write  the  "Ten  Commandments" 
as  not. 


THE   SOPHOMORES 


What  did  the  Sophomores  do  in  the  month  of  January? 
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They  studied  and  crammed  for  those  awful  exams  night  and 
day.  Then  they  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief  when  they  were  over 
and  resolved  to  study  so  hard  and  to  keep  their  notebooks 
so  well  the  next  semester  that  when  another  set  of  exams 
should  appear  they  would  be  able  to  meet  them  without 
cramming  a  single  night. 

The  Sophomore  history  class  has  adopted  a  new  method 
of  studying.  About  once  a  week  one  member  of  the  class 
has  a  chance  to  ^o  some  extra  studying  and  to  prepare  a  spe- 
cial subject  for  presentation  before  the  class.  Then  she  lec- 
tures to  the  other  girls  (and  sometimes  to  visitors)  for  forty- 
five  minutes  on  the  results  of  her  research  work.  The  talks 
that  have  been  given  have  been  very  interesting.  Marion 
Rea  told  about  the  "Treatment  of  Mary  in  English  Prisons." 
Helen  Pardee  sketched  the  "Relations  of  Mary  Stuart  and 
Elizabeth."  Elizabeth  McClelland  entertained  us  with  the 
"Marriage  Negotiations  of  Queen  Elizabeth."  We  are  look- 
ing forward  to  others  as  interesting  as  these  or  even  more  so. 

But  the  principal  event  of  the  month  for  the  Sophomores 
must  not  be  forgotten,  and  that  was  the  lovely  alphabet  party 
that  Miss  "White  gave  us.  We  went  through  the  alphabet 
using  appropriate  adjectives  for  8:30  classes,  and  then  we  went 
through  it  again  but  this  time  we  used  adjectives  for  the 
Sophomore  class.  You  can  imagine  what  a  difference  there 
was  between  the  two  sets !  Then  we  puzzled  our  brains  mak- 
ing a  P.  C.  W.  primer  and  the  result  was  so  good  that  we  are 
thinking  of  having  it  printed  for  the  benefit  of  those  who  were 
not  there.  After  some  delicious  refreshments,  which  carried 
out  our  colors,  red  and  white,  we  gathered  around  the  piano 
and  all  joined  in  singing  class  songs  and  P.  C.  W.  songs,  a 
very  fitting  ending  for  such  a  happy  afternoon. 

Alene  Van  Eman  (translating  French) — Then  I  highered 
my  voice. 

Leah  Claster  (also  translating) — After  suppering,  we  left. 

Madame  de  Valley — What  do  you  call  a  bag  for  water, 
made  out  of  pig  skin  or  goat  skin? 

Lillian  Fisher — A  hot  water  bottle. 
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FRESHMAN   FRIVOLTIES 


After  much  deliberation  the  above  title  was  decided  upon. 
It  is  notable  on  account  of  its  lack  of  appropriateness  to  the 
subject  matter!  For  the  past  three  weeks  the  frivolous  Fresh- 
men have  been  as  serious  minded  individuals  as  can  be  found — 
grave  faces,  grave  voices,  grave  manners.  The  chief  occupa- 
tion of  each  member  of  the  class  was  HARD  WORK — forget- 
ful of  spreads,  parties  or  anything  of  that  kind.  Of  course, 
one  can  guess  the  reason — our  first  experience  in  "mid-years!" 
From  all  reports,  each  one  had  a  different  idea  of  what  "they" 
were  and  from  a  constant  comparison  of  ideas  on  the  subject 
such  a  conglomeration  resulted  that  no  one  knew  what  she 
thought  nor  what  anyone  else  thought.  But  now  they  are 
over — we've  had  a  taste;  have  seen  for  ourselves  just  what 
"they"  are  and  are  prepared  for  the  next  attack.  With 
the  strenuous  weeks  of  suspense  over,  we  hope  to  record  next 
month  a  brighter  list  of  events. 

One  of  the  few  exciting  events  in  the  Bee  Hive  is  the 
establishment  of  a  "perfectly  sanitary  up-to-the-minute"  dairy. 
The  only  thing  for  sale  is  empty  milk  bottles,  but  we  hope  that 
our  fellow  students  will  take  advantage  of  this  opportunity. 

(Note — If  the  above  appear  utterly  unintelligible,  visit 
the  Bee  Hive  for  an  explanation.) 

With  deep  regret  we  present  the  following : 
On  account  of  a  lack  of  appreciation  by  both  audiences, 
the  noontide  serenades  tendered  the  Seniors  and  Sophomores 
by  the  two  illustrious  classes — Freshmen  and  Juniors — will  for 
the  present  be  discontinued.  We  are  sorry  to  remove  from 
the  realm  of  college  life  such  an  advance  toward  an  apprecia- 
tion of  the  higher  arts  as  these  musicales  have  been,  and  only 
hope  that  in  the  near  future  the  tastes  of  the  unappreciative 
audiences  may  be  cultivated  to  such  a  degree  that  the  singers 
taking  part  will  be  repaid  for  their  efforts  and  may  be  per- 
suaded to  renew  the  musicales. 
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OUR  ORGANIZATIONS 


Glee  Club 

The  girls  of  the  Glee  Club  are  working  faithfully  in  prep- 
aration for  the  concerts.  The  musical  clubs  expect  to  give  a 
programme  at  Kingsley  House  on  Wednesday  evening,  Febru- 
ary 17th.  The  joint  concert  this  year  will  be  with  the  musical 
clubs  of  the  University  of  Pittsburgh,  on  Friday  evening, 
March  12th. 

Omega 

The  last  meeting  of  the  Omega  Society  was  held  on  Janu- 
ary 18th.  Jane  Errett  and  Rebekah  Grouse  were  hostesses. 
Two  very  interesting  and  instructive  papers  on  Tolstoi  were 
read  by  Lorna  Burleigh  and  Louise  Reinecke.  The  next  Omega 
meeting  will  be  held  on  the  twenty-first  of  this  month,  at  which 
time  the  life  and  works  of  Ibsen  will  be  considered. 

Deutsche  Verein 

Leora  Lewis  and  Louise  Reinecke  were  hostesses  at  the  last 
meeting  of  the  Deutsche  Verein,  held  January  19th.  Four 
new  members  were  initiated:  Kathryn  Robb,  Gertrude  Frame, 
Lea  Claster  and  Helen  Golder. 

Whitmer  Musical  Club 

The  following  program  was  rendered  on  Monday,  Febru- 
ary 8,  1915,  by  the  "Whitmer  Musical  Club : 

"American  Programme" 
"To  a  Wandering  Iceberg" McDowell 

Miss  Steele. 

''The  Green  River" Carpenter 

"A  Fool's  Soliloquy" Campbell  Tiptan 

"Song  from  a  Gardener's  Lodge" T.  Carl  Whitmer 

Mr.  Mayhew. 
' '  Improvisation  "  McDowell 

Miss  Myers. 
"Deserted"    McDowell 
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"Thy  Beaming  Eyes" McDowell 

Miss  Norman. 

Talk  on  American  Composers Miss  Trimble 

The  Mandolin  Club 

We  are  proud  of  the  progress  the  Mandolin  Club  is  mak- 
ing. "We  now  have  sixteen  members,  seven  of  whom  play  the 
guitar,  five  who  play  second  and  four  who  play  first ;  also  a 
pianist  and  a  leader.  The  club  has  already  appeared  in  public 
and  "did  themselves  proud."  They  played  at  the  Y.  W.  C.  A. 
in  East  Liberty  on  the  first  of  February,  and  have  an  engage- 
ment with  the  Glee  Club  of  Kingsley  House  on  the  seventeenth 
of  February.  We  expect  several  more  new  members  and  ex- 
pect to  make  the  club  a  "howling  success." 

The  Mandolin  Club  gave  a  very  popular  dance  on  Wednes- 
day, February  3rd,  when  everybody  assiduously  practiced  new 
dances. 


LECTURES 


Miss  McKenzie's  Recital 

On  Wednesday,  February  17th,  Miss  McKenzie  will  give 
a  recital. 

Commission  Government  for  Cities 

On  Wednesday,  February  3rd,  Mr.  John  Z.  White  gave  an 
interesting  lecture  on  "Commission  Government  for  Cities." 

Lecture-Recital — "The  Story  of  the  Opera" 

Mr.  T.  Carl  Whitmer  and  Mr.  Charles  Mayhew  gave  a 
delightful  lecture-recital  on  "The  Story  of  the  Opera,"  on 
Wednesday  afternoon,  January  20th. 

Lectures  Omitted 

Owing  to  the  examinations  the  weekly  lectures  were 
omitted  for  the  twenty-first  and  twenty-eight  of  January. 
Which  would  we  rather  have — examinations  or  lectures? 
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Y.  W.  C.  A.  NOTES 


The  Y.  W.  C.  A.  has  been  having  very  interesting  meet- 
ings. We  had  the  pleasure  of  hearing  Dr.  Fisher  speak  on 
"The  Privilege  of  Prayer,"  January  13th.  At  the  next  meet- 
ing Esther  McCracken  had  charge  of  the  Missionary  meeting. 
The  first  few  days  after  mid-years,  we  were  all  delighted  to 
have  Miss  Richardson  visit  us.  On  Tuesday  afternoon,  the 
Y.  W.  C.  A. 's  of  college  and  Dilworth  Hall  gave  a  tea  to  have 
the  girls  meet  Miss  Richardson.  After  the  tea  the  cabinets 
of  the  associations  stayed  for  dinner. 

On  February  3rd  Miss  Richardson  gave  us  a  bright,  help- 
ful talk  in  the  association  meeting. 


EXPRESSION  RECITALS 


Freshman  Recital 

On  January  18th  the  Freshman  class  gave  their  recital. 
The  selections  were  most  interesting  and  the  audience,  which 
was  unusually  large,  appreciated  the  remarkable  talent  which 
was  displayed. 

Sophomore  Recital 

On  January  22nd,  the  Sophomores  expressed  themselves 
and  others  in  a  delightful  recital.  This  was  followed  by  a 
story-telling  hour  at  Woodland  Hall.  Quite  a  number  of  chil- 
dren were  present  and  evidently  enjoyed  the  stories. 

More  Story  Telling! 

On  February  first,  at  3 :45  p.  m.,  another  story-telling  hour 
was  held.     What  experts  we  will  soon  be  in  this  line ! 

The  Junior  Express 

On  Thursday,  February  4th,  the  Juniors  gave  a  scene  from 
"Midsummer  Night's  Dream."  The  animals  were  most  life- 
like. 


32  THE      SOROSIS 

EXCHANGES 


"The  Collegian"  needs  more  literary  material  to  balance 
its  wealth  of  school  news. 

"The  Owl"  looks  promising.  When  your  "Advisory 
Board"  gets  busy  we  expect  great  things  of  you. 

We  consider  "The  Pharetra"  our  best  exchange  in  every 
respect.     Enthusiasm  seems  to  speak  from  every  page. 

The  Sorosis  acknowledges  "The  Cornell  Era,"  "The  Buch- 
telite,"  "The  Westminster  Holcad,"  and  "The  Franklin." 

"The  Echo"  has  some  good  literary  material.  "The  Find- 
ing of  Excalibur"  in  your  December  number  is  especially 
clever. 

"Knick  Knacks"  has  a  prosperous  and  energetic  appear- 
ance. The  cuts  which  you  use  for  ornamentation  are  at- 
tractive. 

"The  Washington- Jeffersonian"  for  December  is  a  won- 
derfully good  literary  number.  Your  articles  are  truly  "worth 
while."  We  like  the  little  quotations  which  you  use  to  "fill 
in."     They  serve  a  double  purpose,  do  they  not? 


Contrary 

Flinn — There  goes  a  man  the  weather  seldom  agrees  with. 

Glinn — Who  is  he? 

Flinn — The  government  weather  inspector ! — Ex. 

Flinn — The  government  weather  prognosticator ! — Ex. 


English    Custom   Boot 

TAN   AND   BLACK  LOW   HEELS  INVISIBLE   EYELE' 

STOEBENER 

Man   with    Quality  Shoes 

6227   PENN  EAST   END  6222   FRANKSTOW 
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CORRECT  CATERING 

Kuhn  catering  implies  that  perfect  good  taste  and  nice  attention  to  detail  so 
ecessary  to  the  complete  success  of  the  social  function. 

Call  upon  us  at  any  time  for  suggestions  and  estimates. 

Have  you  visited  our  Tea  Room?     We  serve  dainty  luncheons,  a  la  carte, 
t  prices  that  will  meet  with  your  approval. 

Kuhn  Catering  Company 


V.  R.  Kuhn,  Manager 


Rittenhouse,  Highland  Avenue 


Patronize  the  Advertisers 


The  McFarland  Co. 

>RY  GOODS,  MILLINERY 
ART-NEEDLE   WORK 


nly  the  Best  Goods  at  LOWEST  PRICES 


6015   PENN   AVENUE 

EAST    END 


r  1911^1   ;»  Lunch  Room 

Cakes,         Candies,         Ice  Cream, 
Fruits,  Sandwiches. 

LUNCHEONS 

Special  Attention  Given  to  Orders  for  Parties, 
Spreads  and  east  s 


33  Fifth  Avenue 


Bell  Phone-Grant  4362 


PATRONIZE 

Our 

ADVERTISERS 


The  Liberty  Confectionery 

107  North  Highland  Avenue 

Bell  Phone  2568-J  Hiland 

HOME-MADE     CANDIES 
ICE    CREAM    AND    ICES 


WE     DELIVEE     EVERYWHERE 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 
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T.  G.  CHENNEY 

Proprietor 


Bell  Telepho 
Hiland  615 


enney 


Ladies'    Hair    Dressing,    Scalp    and    Fa 
Massage,  Children's  Hair  Cutting. 
Wigs  and  Toupees 

Manicuring,  Shampooing,  Singeing 

126  South  Highland  Ave. 

East  End  Pittsburgh,  I 

pierpont,£iviter  &<£ompar 

ENGRAVING,    PRINTING 
LITHOGRAPHING,   EMBOSSING 

Engraved  Calling  Cards 

Wedding  Invitations 

Announcemei 

Monograms  and  Crest  Stationery  promp- 

furnished  in  the  latest  styles  in  addition 

to  all  classes  of  Art  Printing  for 

social  and  commercial  purposes 

Phone  358  Hiland       117-119  SHADY  AV 


When  yon  are  in  need  of  anything,  such  as  HOSIER 
UNDERWEAR,  GLOVES,  or  any  small  article  for  sewii 
call  up 


If  you   are   down   in   the  village 
call  and  see  the  New  Goods 


ansmann  s 

and  we  will  deliver  at  once. 

Telephones  813-814  Hila: 


FOR     G 


D    SHOES 


LOU  BE1GEL 

6204   Penn   Avenue  East  End 

We  Solicit  Your  Kind  Patronage 

OPEN     EVENINGS 


EAST     END'S     RELIABL 


5912   Penn   Avenue 


East   E: 


PATRONIZE    OUR   ADVERTISERS 
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blowers 


We  do  it  best.      Our  artistic  suggestions  and  our 
fresh  blooms  will  please  you 

ZIEGER  COMPANY,   Inc. 

tones  4800,  4801,  4804  Hiland 


David  H.  Tesh 

Dealer  in  Fresh  and 
Smoked 

Meats 

STALL   NO.   7 
DIAMOND    MARKET 

111  2255  PHONES  P.  &  A.  1125 

§0RQSIU 

SHOES 

More  of  this  popular  shoe  worn  than  all 
other  Women's  shoes  combined. 

JENKINS'    ARCADE 


"The  Acknowledged  Best" 

The  Very  Best  Candies  in  the  City  of 
Pittsburgh  or  any  place  else  are  the 

Reymer  Candies 

and  no  one  knows  this  better  than 
do  the  young  ladies  of  the  P.  C.  W. 

237-239   FIFTH    AVENUE 
6022   PENN   AVENUE 


Bell    Phone 
4125  Court 


P.  &  A.  Phone 
72  Main 


Harris   Bros. 

THE  POPULAR  PRICE  FLORISTS 

Choice  Roses,  American  Beauties 
Carnations  and  Violets 

Cor.  Market  and  Liberty  Streets 
PITTSBURGH,    PA 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 
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38    YEARS 

is  a  period  of  sufficient  length  in  business  to  cai 
with  it  a  guarantee  of  effort  and  satisfaction.  I 
this  number  of  years  we  have  been  fitting  succe 
fully  thousands  of  people  with  glasses.  The  fact  tl 
we  have  been  successful  leads  us  to  believe  that  ( 
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THE   CANAANITE 
By  Leah  Claster,  '17. 

The  feast  of  the  first  night  of  Passover  is  not  complete 
without  a  woman  presiding  at  the  table,  but  were  Max  Braun 
and  his  son  Sol  to  celebrate  this  feast  at  their  home,  they 
would  be  alone,  for  there  were  no  women  there.  Braun  had 
been  thinking  of  this,  and  sadly,  for  this  time  last  year  there 
had  been  a  mother  present  at  the  feast ;  therefore,  he  was  very 
much  pleased  to. have  a  clap  on  the  shoulder  and  to  hear  the 
friendly  tone  of  the  president  of  the  synagogue  saying: 

"Max,  I  want  it  that  you  and  Sol  should  come  home  with 
me.  My  Rosie  says  before  I  leave,  'Papa,  if  you  see  anybody 
who  might  be  alone  tonight,  bring  them  home,  for  we  have, 
thank  God,  plenty.'  You  should  want  to  come  too,  Sol — 
huh?" 

This  last  he  said  with  a  playful  pinch  of  the  young  man's 
cheek ;  and  whether  from  the  pinch,  or  from  the  reference 
made  concerning  the  young  lady,  Sol  flushed  and  hurriedly 
asserted  his  willingness  to  go.  Indeed  it  was  always  a  pleas- 
ure to  visit  the  home  in  tbe  Bronx,  where  Rosie  Krown  had 
just  recently  moved  with  her  father.  He  did  not  go  there, 
however,  as  frequently  as  he  had  to  the  little  home  above  her 
father's  jewelry  store  in  the  lower  part  of  New  York  City; 
for  it  had  been  so  handy  then  to  drop  into  the  store  while  on 
errands  for  the  wholesale  coal  business,  in  which  industry  he 
was  a  partner  with  his  father.  It  had  been  very  convenient 
to  stop  and  chat  with  pretty  Rosa,  who  cared  for  the  store 
while  her  father  was  out,  and  then  when  Mr.  Krown  returned, 
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to  be  hospitably  urged  to  remain  for  supper  and  spend  the 
evening. 

Still,  Sol  liked  to  come  to  the  Bronx,  too,  and  he  was  proud 
and  happy  that  Rosa  had  such  an  elegant  home.  Deep  in  his 
heart  he  looked  forward  to  the  time  when  he  should  provide 
just  such  a  home  for  her,  for  he  and  his  father  had  a  settled 
business,  and  prospects  were  good.  He  had  not  expressed 
any  of  his  hopes  to  Rosa,  yet,  and  she  and  he  were  still  nothing 
but  friends,  as  they  had  always  been,  for  their  fathers  had 
been  companions  in  the  old  country  and  ever  since  landing  in 
America,  some  twenty  years  ago. 

Upon  arriving  at  the  Krown  home  they  were  greeted  cor- 
dially by  Rosa,  who,  after  removing  her  father's  outer  wraps, 
invited  them  to  the  table,  where  they  broke  together  in  peace 
and  joy,  the  Mutzas,  which  symbolizes  the  Passover.  Good 
things  were  plentiful  at  the  table;  the  host  himself  jovial  and 
cordial,  talking  of  past  days  with  the  older  man,  passing  sly 
hints  of  the  future  of  the  two  young  people,  and  all  times  loud 
in  praise  of  his  girl  and  her  success  as  a  housekeeper.  Rosa 
smiled  her  thanks  to  her  father  and  continued  talking  imper- 
sonally with  all  three  men,  apparently  not  noticing  the  ob- 
vious attempts  of  the  young  man  to  attract  her  attention.' 

"If  it  wasn't  that  my  Rosa  said  no,  I  would  go  back  in 
business  again,"  put  in  Krown  with  a  fond  look  directed  to- 
ward his  daughter. 

"Why,  Morris?"  said  the  elder  Braun.  "You  have  lots 
of  money ;  you  worked  hard  all  your  life  and  besides  you  have 
your  money  out  at  a  good  interest,  which  brings  you  seven 
per  cent.  AVhat  more  do  you  want?  Rosie  has  not  made 
herself  such  a  big  lady  that  you  must  have  more  of  an  income, 
and  besides  all  her  life  she  is  not  going  to  live  with  you."  He 
gave  a  meaning  wink,  and  Krown  proceeded: 

"No,  thank  God,  Rosie  has  all  she  wants  and  my  invest- 
ments are  good ;  but  sometimes  I  get  lonely  when  Rosie  is  not 
right  here,  and  when  she  does  get  married,  I'll  be  altogether 
lonely." 

"But  you  could  visit  her  then,  Mr.  Krown,"  put  in  the 
young  Braun  and  blushed  furiously.   Then  hurriedly,  to  change 
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the  subject,  he  asked,  ''Who  do  you  have  to  take  care  of  your 
investment,  still  that  young  fellow  Kick?" 

"Yes,  and  I'll  tell  you,  Sol,  he's  a  fine  boy.  He  comes 
up  often  to  see  me  about  this  business,  and  it's  not  all  young 
men,  in  this  time,  who  pay  such  attention  to  business  as  he 
does  to  mine.  All  a  young  fellow  like  him  needs  is  a  wife 
who  should  make  for  him  a  home  so  he  shouldn't  have  to  run 
around  in  boarding  houses,  for  he's  a  fine  fellow.  I  said  to 
him,  'Rick,  why  don't  you  get  married?'  And  he  laughs  and 
says,  "Mr.  Krown,  I'm  young  and  good  looking  yet,  and  besides 
Rosa  won't  have  me.'  He's  a  great  joker,  but  he's  a  fine  boy 
and  will  make  some  Christian  girl  a  fine  husband  some  day. 
Most  young  fellows,  now,  though,  they  are  too  wild.  They 
run  around  too  much  and  get  into  lots  of  trouble.  I  saw 
poor  Goorin  at  Schuhl  tonight  and,  poor  fellow,  he  looks  like 
he's  had  troubles.  I  knew  that  boy  of  his  ran  around  and 
had  too  much  his  own  way.  He  is  their  only  boy,  and  nothing 
was  too  good  for  him,  and  now  he  should  go  and  bring  sorrow 
on  his  old  mother's  and  father's  head  by  marrying  a  Christian. 
The  mother  hasn't  left  her  bed  since  it  happened,  and  poor 
old  Goorin  has  aged  twenty  years.  It  is  terrible,  terrible,  and 
he  could  have  made  them  so  happy,  by  marrying  a  nice  Jewish 
girl.  No,  he  must  ruin  his  life  and  theirs  by  marrying  a 
Christian." 

At  this  last  speech  of  her  father,  Rosa's  face  had  become 
painfully  red  and  troubled.  It  was  well  for  her  that  just 
then  a  guest  was  ushered  in,  for  in  the  excitement  of  his  ar- 
rival, her  embarrassment  passed  unnoticed. 

"Good  evening,  Mr.  Krown.  Good  evening,  Rosa.  How 
do  you  do,  Mr.  Braun,  and  Sol,  I  haven't  seen  you  in  a  long 
time.  I  know  this  is  a  rather  late  hour  to  call,  Mr.  Krown, 
but  I  was  just  passing  by  and  I  had  forgotten  that  this  was 
your  holiday.  I  hope  I  don't  intrude."  The  newcomer's 
voice  was  pleasant  and  hearty,  and  his  cheery  manner  put  all 
at  ease  at  once. 

"Not  at  all,"  said  Krown.  "Sit  down  at  the  table,  Rick. 
Rosa,  pour  Mr.  Rick  a  glass  of  wine,  and  have  some  cake, 
Rick." 

The  conversation  now  took  an  impersonal  and  a  merry 
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turn,  with  the  exception  that  Rosa  spoke  scarcely  at  all,  an- 
swering her  father  only  in  monosyllables  and  turning  her 
troubled  glance  now  toward  her  father  and  now  toward  the 
recent  comer.  Her  actions  were  noticed  by  no  one  but  the 
younger  Mr.  Braun,  whom  they  troubled  not  a  little  for  a 
while.  He  was  well  aware  of  his  disadvantage  in  a  compari- 
son with  the  young  Christian.  The  latter  was  the  taller  by 
several  inches,  and  was  of  much  broader  and  better  build. 
They  were  both  dark,  but  Rick's  features  were  much  the  more 
regular  and  in  all  he  was  much  the  handsomer.  Then,  too, 
his  ease  of  manner  and  his  jollity  astounded  young  Braun 
and  put  him  in  awe.  After  a  while,  however,  Braun  dis- 
persed his  fears  and  called  himself  a  fool.  For,  would  Rosa 
dare  or  even  care  to  think  of  a  Christian,  and,  besides,  weren't 
they  just  as  good  as  engaged  themselves? 

About  ten-thirty  the  three  guests  left  and  Rosa  was  left 
alone  with  her  father. 

"Father,"  said  the  girl,  "it  is  considered  terrible  for  a 
Jew  to  marry  a  Christian,  isn't  it?" 

"Yes,  dear,  indeed  it  is;  but  why  should  you  ask  such 
a  question?" 

"Oh,  I  don't  know,  just  for  information,  I  guess.  But 
don't  you  think  it  is  better  to  marry  a  Christian  you  do  love 
than  a  Jew  you  don't?"  She  looked  up,  half  fearful,  adding, 
"I  mean,  if  one  should  find  oneself  in  such  a  case." 

"It  is  too  bad  when  such  a  thing  happens,  dear,  but  if 
it  is  so,  a  Jew  should  not  marry  a  Christian,  under  any  cir- 
cumstances. Next  to  changing  one's  religion,  it  is  the  worst 
thing  that  a  person  could  do."  Krown's  voice  was  calm  and 
the  girl's  fears  were  quieted,  although  the  battle  in  her  soul 
went  on  tempestuously. 

Xrown  added,  jokingly,  "Your  cheeks  are  red,  Rosie. 
Are  you  thinking  of  Sol?     He's  a  nice  boy,  ain't  he?" 

At  this,  much  to  his  surprise,  the  girl  burst  into  tears  and 
sobbed  on  his  shoulder,  "Oh,  father,  I  don't  like  him  at  all — 
I  can't  bear  him." 

Krown  's  f ace  was  full  of  surprise,  but  he  patted  his  daugh- 
ter on  the  back  and  said,  "There,  there,  dear,  papa  was  only 
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teasing.  He  didn  't  mean  it.  You  must  not  be  feeling  well ; 
come  let  me  help  you  upstairs." 

The  girl  passed  a  troubled  and  sleepless  night,  and  the 
battle,  in  which  personal  wish  and  duty  were  combatants, 
still  went  on  within  her.  Her  heart,  as  she  kissed  her  father 
good-bye,  as  he  left  to  be  gone  until  evening,  was  sad  and 
troubled.  As  soon  as  she  departed,  she  took  up  the  tele- 
phone and  called  a  number. 

"Hello,  Dick,  this  is  Rosa;  I  want  you  to  come  over  this 
afternoon.  I  must  see  you.  Be  sure  and  come — no,  father 
is  away." 

The  girl's  thoughts  were  troubled  as  she  left  the  telephone. 
She  owed  so  much  to  her  father,  who  loved  and  cared  for  her 
so  dearly,  but  oh,  how  overpowering  was  the  love  she  held 
for  the  handsome  young  Christian,  who  during  his  business 
visits  to  the  home,  had  won  his  way  so  steadily  into  the  inner- 
most depths  of  her  heart !  It  was  hard — so  hard,  but  she  must 
be  brave.  It  was  easier  to  be  brave  when  she  was  alone,  or 
with  her  father,  but  with  Dick  near,  all  barriers  were  cast 
aside  and  she  could  think  of  nothing  but  her  great  love  for 
him  and  her  desire  to  be  with  him  always.  But  now  she  felt 
her  determination  to  do  her  duty  was  secure  and  she  was 
waiting  only  to  inform  Dick  of  her  decision. 

Directly  after  lunch,  waiting  for  no  ceremony,  Richard 
Rick  hurried  to  the  Krown  home,  where  he  was  met  by  Rosa. 

"Rosa,  dear,  you  have  come  to  your  senses  at  last;  you 
are  going  to  do  the  right  thing?" 

"Yes,  Dick;  I  am  going  to  do  the  right  thing — obey  my 
father's  wishes.    It  breaks  my  heart,  Dick  dear,  but  it's  right." 

"But,  Rosa—!" 

"I  know,  Dick,  it's  killing  me  too,  but  it's  right.  I  have 
been  father's  all  and  he  has  centered  everything  in  me.  Such 
a  thing  as  this  would  break  his  heart.  I  knew  how  he  felt 
about  such  things  before,  but  never  heard  him  express  his 
opinion  as  he  did  last  night.  It  was  so  strong  and  he  was  so 
earnest.     Dick,  don't  look  like  that;  you  break  my  heart!" 

"Now  listen,  Rosa;  just  let  me  appeal  to  your  reason.  On 
the  one  side  the  feelings  of  one  person  are  concerned,  on  the 
other  the  very  deepest  feelings  of  two.     You  know,  Rosa,  that 
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I'm  terribly  fond  of  your  father,  and  would  do  anything  in 
iny  power  to  give  him  pleasure  and  keep  him  from  pain;  but 
this  is  a  big  issue  in  our  lives,  and  it  means  more  to  me  than 
I  can  say.      You  don't  know  how  much,  Rosa!" 

"You  don't  know  what  it  means  to  me,  either,  Dick,  but 
father—" 

"Rosa,  I  know  your  father  well  enough  to  know  that  his 
love  for  you  is  so  great  that  he  could  not  do  without  you. 
This  great  love  is  bound  to  overstep  everything,  no  matter 
how  great,  and,  besides,  Rosa — your  father  likes  me." 

"Oh,  Dick,  you  can't  understand  what  it  means  and  how 
serious  it  is.  Why,  it's  the  greatest  question  that  could  ever 
arise  in  a  Jew's  heart.  A  Jew  can  and  does  love  a  Christian 
as  a  friend,  as  well  as  and  often  better  than  he  does  another 
Jew,  but  when  it  comes  to  marriage,  the  thick  wall  of  con- 
vention and  habit  (personally,  I  think  it  nothing  more)  of 
centuries  stands  a  heavy  barrier  against  it.  But,  then,  how 
can  you  understand?      Only  a  Jew  can." 

"Well,  I'm  not  a  Jew,  but  I'm  in  love  with  the  dearest 
little  Jewish  girl  in  the  world.  I  as  a  Christian  can't  see  that 
it  would  be  worse  to  marry  a  Jew  whom  you  don't  love  than 
a  Christian  you  do.  Your  father,  I  think,  would  be  greatly 
disappointed  if  you  were  not  to  marry  at  all ;  so  it  would  be 
a  disappointment  either  way.  Come,  dear,  what  do  you  say? 
We  might  as  well  go  right  now,  today,  as  to  wait." 

"Oh,  Dick,  I—" 

"Now,  Rosa,  listen.  What  would  you  do  if  you  knew 
we  were  to  never  see  each  other  again ! ' ' 

"Oh,  Dick,  don't  say  such  terrible  things." 

"Well,  it's  just  this  way — if  your  final  decision  is  not 
to  marry  me,  I  should  have  to  quit  coming  here  for  good.  I 
could  not  stand  the  pain  of  seeing  you,  if  I  knew  I  should 
never  be  able  to  have  you." 

"Would  it  have  to  be  that  way?" 

"You  know  yourself  it  would,  Rosa!" 

"Oh,  then  take  me.  I  couldn't  stand  it,  I  couldn't  stand 
it!  Father,  father  forgive  me — I  can't  help  it!  Even  at  the 
risk  of  your  everlasting  displeasure  I  can't  help  it." 

At  six  o'clock  that  evening  Morris  Krown  rushed  happily 
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into  his  home  and  merrily  called  to  his  daughter.  Receiving 
no  reply,  he  went  into  the  living  room  and  sat  down  to  wait. 
Presently  the  telephone  rang  and  he  picked  up  the  receiver. 

"Is  this  you,  father?"  come  over  the  wires  in  strained 
tones. 

"Yes,  dear.     Where  are  you?     I'm  waiting  for  you." 

"Oh,  father  dear,  I'm  calling  you  to  tell  you  I  have  just 
married  Dick  and — " 

The  receiver  clicked  with  tenseness,  which  can  only  come 
from  the  utmost  passion  of  excitement,  and  the  girl  at  the 
other  end  fell  sobbing  into  her  young  husband's  arms.  She 
realized  that  all  future  attempts  for  reconciliation  with  the 
father,  whose  life  she  had  been,  would  be  entirely  futile.  There 
were  no  hopes. 

At  the  other  end  of  the  wires,  an  old  broken-down  man 
flung  himself  into  a  chair  and  buried  his  head  in  his  hands, 
uttering  not  a  sound.  Just  thinking  and  thinking  sad,  bitter 
thoughts  of  a  cold,  dreary  future,  which  could  in  no  way  be 
changed !  After  a  long  while  he  raised  his  head  and  looked 
about  the  room  in  which  he  and  she  (her  name  must  now  not 
even  pass  through  his  mind)  had  been  so  happy  together.  All 
happiness  had  departed  now,  and  forever.  A  dreadful  noise 
broke  the  stillness  of  the  room — it  was  a  dry  sob,  and  the  man, 
as  if  ashamed,  again  buried  his  head,  while  the  unmerciful 
darkness  of  night  and  sorrow  stole  over  him. 

ROBERT   LOUIS   STEVENSON 

Robert  Louis  Stevenson  was  born  in  Edinburgh  in  1850, 
the  son  of  a  lighthouse  builder.  For  generations  the  Steven- 
sons  had  been  engaged  in  this  same  occupation  and  Robert 
Louis'  father  looked  forward  to  the  time  when  his  son  should 
follow  in  the  footsteps  of  his  forefathers.  But  little  Robert 
Louis  willed  otherwise.  He  was  a  frail  child  and  grow  frailer 
as  the  years  went  on.  He  had  a  nurse  all  the  time  and  the 
read  to  him  stories  of  adventure  which  she  was  sure  weren't 
romances.  These  fired  his  Celtic  imagination  and  fostered  in 
him  the  desire  to  be  an  author.  He  never  went  to  school 
regularly,  but  was  finally  prepared  for  the  Edinburgh  Uni- 
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versify.  Here,  in  accord  with  his  father's  wishes,  he  studied 
engineering,  but  gave  it  up  and  entered  the  law  school.  He 
was  admitted  to  the  bar,  but  never  practiced.  The  business 
of  the  law  was  irksome  to  him.  His  literary  tendencies  would 
crop  out.  These  were  increased  by  his  friendship  with  men 
like  Sidney  Colvin,  Andrew  Lang  and  Edmund  Gosse.  Stev- 
enson was  married  in  America,  in  1880,  but  came  back  to  stay 
for  a  time  in  the  different  health  resorts  on  the  continent. 
After  this  he  spent  sometime  at  Saranac  Lake,  in  the  Adiron- 
dacks,  and  finally  went  for  a  cruise  in  the  South  Seas.  When 
this  cruise  was  over  he  lived  in  Samoa,  for  the  tropics  agreed 
with  him,  and  here,  in  1894,  he  died. 

From  his  lighthouse-building  ancestors  Stevenson  inherit- 
ed his  love  for  the  sea  and  adventure,  which  love  he  indulged 
whenever  possible.  When  he  couldn't  actually  go  roving  over 
the  deep,  he  went  in  spirit.  In  "Treasure  Island"  and  many 
others  of  his  books,  he  sails  the  seas  quite  happy  in  the  com- 
pany of  his  buccaneers  and  smugglers.  Stevenson  came  to 
America  for  his  bride  in  the  steerage  ot*  a  none  too  spacious 
liner,  partly  for  pecuniary  reasons  and  partly  because  the  ad- 
venture of  it  thrilled  him.  The  next  time  he  crossed  the  ocean 
it  was  in  a  sorry  old  boat  that  took  seventeen  days  to  make 
the  trip.  The  unseaworthiness  of  the  craft  added  spice  to 
the  adventure.  Stevenson  was  best  satisfied  when  the  ship 
rolled  and  creaked  in  the  teeth  of  a  stiff  gale.  He  spent  a 
good  deal  of  his  time  on  the  bridge  and  was  the  best  sailor  on 
the  ship.  Once  he  wrote  to  a  friend,  ''Wealth  is  useful  for 
only  two  things — a  yacht  and  a  string  quartette."  At  length, 
after  he  had  been  in  America  in  the  Adirondacks,  he  hired  a 
yacht  and  went  cruising  in  the  South  Seas.  Stevenson's 
health  demanded  it,  but  the  romance  of  it  appealed  to  him 
greatly.  He  took  his  family  and  all  his  money  and  started 
out.  They  sailed  in  uncharted  seas,  were  stranded  on  un- 
known shoals  and  were  all  but  lost  in  strange  waters. 

Although  Stevenson  loved  adventure  and  travel,  he  had 
time  for  works  From  his  boyhood  on  he  was  an  intense  worker. 
He  always  wanted  to  be  an  author,  but  he  couldn't  sit  down 
and  write  just  as  he  wished  to.  It  took  training  to  do  that. 
As  he  says,  he  set  himself  to  ape  the  great  masters.      Many 
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and  many  a  long  hour  he  toiled,  trying  to  copy  the  style  of 
Scott  or  Dickens.  He  wrote  to  Mr.  lies,  "I  imagine  no  one 
ever  had  such  pains  to  learn  a  trade  as  I  had."  His  indomit- 
able spirit  kept  him  working  and  through  perseverance  and 
energy  he  reached  his  goal.  But  his  labors  did  not  stop  here. 
In  truth,  they  had  barely  begun.  Stevenson  wrote  and  re- 
wrote and  then  wrote  again  everything  he  had  to  say.  He 
condensed  his  writing  and  tried  not  to  repeat  the  same  ex- 
pression too  many  times.  He  wrote  hardly  a  letter  to  Sidney 
Colvin  or  any  of  his  editor  friends,  in  which  he  did  not  men- 
tion the  fact  of  his  having  copied  or  rewritten  a  part  of  the 
book  then  on  hand.  Pie  labored  hard  but  the  results  repaid 
him. 

In  spite  of  his  work,  Stevenson  had  time  to  interest  him- 
self in  things  going  on  about  him  and  to  enjoy  some  of  the 
pleasures  of  life.  In  addition  to  his  social  activities,  politics 
took  up  a  good  part  of  his  time.  There  had  been  trouble  in 
Samoa  between  two  chiefs,  and,  also  between  the  white  man's 
government  and  the  natives.  Stevenson  would  often  leave  his 
writing  and  ride  miles  in  the  pouring  rain  to  see  one  of  these 
chiefs  and  attempt  to  bring  about  a  reconciliation.  He  had 
the  good  of  the  island  and  its  natives  at  heart.  In  the  inter- 
ests of  these  folks  Stevenson  held  counsel  with  the  white  men 
and  he  came  to  have  a  great  deal  of  influence  in  the  island 
he  had  chosen  as  a  home. 

Stevenson  had  one  of  the  greatest  gifts  in  the  world — the 
gift  of  making  friends.  His  smile  was  largely  responsible  for 
this.  He  was  humorous  but  his  humor  was  not  the  kind  you 
laugh  out  loud  at.  It  was  the  quiet,  smiling  kind.  This  and 
his  smile  were  two  of  his  chief  assets  in  making  friends.  Stev- 
enson was  one  of  those  rare  individuals  with  a  charming  per- 
sonality. People  who  met  him  once  were  his  friends  for  life. 
At  the  time  of  his  death  a  certain  Mr.  Lysacht  says  of  him, 
"So  great  was  the  power  of  winning  love  that  though  I  knew 
him  for  less  than  a  week  I  could  have  born  the  loss  of  many  a 
more  intimate  friend  with  less  sorrow  than  I  can  the  loss  of 
Stevenson."  Stevenson's  "winning  love"  was  for  all  man- 
kind, great  and  small,  black  or  white.  Children  he  especially 
loved.      "Treasure  Island"  was  written  solely  for  boys,  and 
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his  "Child's  Garden  of  Verses''  for  every  child  that  speaks 
the  English  language.  AArhen  he  was  the  very  busiest  in  Samoa 
he  took  time  to  write  some  stories  for  a  friend  who  told  them 
to  poor  children.  Stevenson  had  a  deep  understanding  of 
human  nature  and  could  put  himself  in  another's  place  with 
vivid  reality.  Because  of  this  he  made  friends  with  the  natives 
of  the  South  Seas.  He  was  a  blood  brother  of  Orin  Orini.  He 
lived  with  this  chief  for  a  while,  indeed  for  months,  and  could 
accept  his  hospitality  because  he  really  loved  him.  In  Samoa 
Stevenson  received  a  very  touching  expression  of  the  love  the 
natives  bore  him.  During  the  time  of  political  struggle  he 
sided  with  the  chiefs  and  tried  to  see  that  they  received  fair 
play.  When  they  were  in  prison  he  visited  them,  and,  it 
was  through  his  influence  that  they  were  released.  The  grate- 
ful chiefs  could  do  nothing  fine  enough  for  their  beloved 
"Tusitala."  At  last  they  decided  to  build  him  a  road  from 
his  house  to  the  public  way.  They  did  do  it  for  him.  Chiefs ! 
Princes  of  Samoa !  With  their  own  hands  they  carried  every 
stone  and  laid  them  all  in  place,  and  when  it  was  done  they 
called  it  "The  Road  of  the  Loving  Heart." 

The  characteristic  of  Stevenson  that  stands  out  even  more 
than  his  ability  to  make  friends  is  his  patient  cheerfulness. 
All  his  life  he  had  been  an  invalid.  The  best  part  of  his  short 
pilgrimage  here  below,  he  spent  in  the  sick  room,  yet  he  never 
complained.  No  pain  was  ever  too  great  to  bear,  no  malady 
ever  too  long.  He  faced  death  in  the  Riveria  but  his  spirit 
did  not  waver.  When  he  was  a  voluntary  exile  in  Samoa  he 
never  despaired  of  hope,  but  clung  tenaciously  to  life,  as  a 
drowning  man  does  to  a  raft.  Stevenson  was  a  true  Scotch- 
man with  love  of  country  planted  deeply  in  his  nature.  When 
it  rained  in  Samoa  it  brought  him  a  breath  of  the  Highlands 
and  if  he  sometimes  yearned  to  go  back  his  indomitable  spirit 
of  cheerfulness  would  rise  up  and  whisper,  "If  you  stay  here 
a  little  longer  you  may  be  able  to  go  back  and  stay.  Steven- 
son was  a  true  sportsman  and  this  helped  him  bear  his  lot  so 
cheerfully.  He  liked  the  fighting  chance  he  had  on  life.  Once 
he  said,  "My  case  is  a  sport.  I  may  die  tomorrow  or  I  may 
live  until  I'm  sixty."  He  was  "game"  to  the  end  and  loved 
to  see  how  long  he  could  keep  the  upper  hand.      Underlying 
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this  brightness  arid  optimism  of  Stevenson  was  his  philosophy, 
his  religion,  we  might  say,  of  making  others  happy.  He  con- 
sidered this  a  sacred  duty.  When  he  prayed  it  was  not  only 
for  rest  and  food  he  asked,  but  also  for  bright  skies  and  hap- 
piness. By  keeping  cheerful  he  made  those  who  loved  him 
happy,  and  substituted  sunshine  for  gloom  in  his  home.  Stev- 
enson lived  his  religion  as  well  as  any  of  Carlyle's  heroes, 
cheerily.  His  epitaph,  written  by  himself,  expresses  about 
him  what  we  have  been  trying  to  show. 

"Under  a  wide   and  starry  sky, 
Dig  the  grave  and  let  me  lie, 
Gladly  did  I  live  and  gladly  die 
And  lay  me  down  with  a  will." 

Dorothy  Minor,  '18. 

HER  MOTHER  OVER  AGAIN 
By  R.  L.  C,  '16. 

"Good  mornin'!  Mary  Jane,"  said  Mrs.  Nickerby.  "Jest 
come  in  and  seat  yourself.  Seems  to  me,  you're  lookin'  pretty 
spry  for  bein'  sick.  Your  father  said  as  how  you  was  laid 
up  for  a  day  or  two." 

"Yes,  I  jest  had  a  bit  of  rheumatiz.  It  was  from  gettin' 
caught  in  the  rain  last  Sunday  evenin'  comin'  home  from 
church.  But  it 's  better  now.  Pop  said  as  how  you  had  bought 
three  bushels  of  peaches  off  of  Abe  Turner.  I  thought  you'd 
be  wantin'  to  can  them  today." 

"Yes,  they  won't  keep  till  tomorrow.  They're  nice 
peaches,  ain't  they?  Jest  draw  that  chair  over  here  beside 
me.  I  was  jest  wishin'  you  could  come  over  for  a  spell — 
here's  a  pan  you  can  pare  into;  it  seems  so  lonely  like  with 
Anna  Catharine  gone." 

"Anna  Catharine  gone!  Oh,  yes,  of  course!  I  had  clean 
forgotten  that  this  was  the  first  day  of  school.  Did  Mr. 
Nickerby  take  her?" 

"Yes,  I  hadn't  time  with  these  peaches  and  then  I  thought 
it  was  Mr.  Nickerby 's  place.  Pop  took  me.  I've  never  for- 
gotten my  first  day  of  school.      I  was  so  scared  and  little — 


14  THESOEOSIS 

jest  like  Anna  Catharine — but  Pop  he  was  so  big  and  strong 
that  it  didn't  seem  so  bad.  He  held  me  by  the  hand — jest  as 
Mr.  Nickerby  took  Anna  Catharine's  this  mornin' — and  he 
stayed  with  me  till  I  wasn't  afraid  any  more.  But  I  cried  a 
little  when  he  left.  I  hope  Anna  Catharine  doesn't — her 
father  always  says  as  how  she's  her  mother  over  again." 

"Yes,  I  always  noticed  that,  Mrs.  Nickerby.  She  walks 
jest  like  you.  But  I  wouldn't  worry.  I  guess  you  ain't  sorry 
now  that  you  went  to  school." 

"No,  I  ain't  sorry — but  I  jest  know  how  ma  felt  that 
mornin'.  She  felt  worse  than  me.  I  can. see  her  yet  wavin' 
her  hand  from  the  gate.  I  guess  that's  why  she  didn't  send 
me  till  I  was  seven.  I've  been  kind  of  dreadin'  this  day  ever 
since  Anna  Catharine  was  born — lookin  forward  in  a  way  and 
dreadin'  at  the  same  time.  It's  queer,  the  way  I  feel  about 
Anna  Catharine — jest  something  like  when  I  put  her  in  short 
dresses." 

"I'd  think  it'd  be  a  relief,  Mrs.  Nickerby,"  said  Mary  Jane. 
"It  would  save  ironin'.  Mrs.  Montgomery  said  as  how  she 
was  always  glad  when  she  could  put  hers  in  short  dresses — 
they  didn't  seem  so  much  like  babies  and  more  as  though 
they  could  soon  be  gettin'  about  and  helpin'  'emselves." 

"That's  jest  it,  Mary  Jane.  Poor  Mrs.  Montgomery!  I 
guess  it's  because  she  has  so  many  and  has  to  work  so  hard. 
I  didn't  want  Anna  Catharine  to  stop  bein'  a  baby  and  to 
help  herself — I'm  afraid  you  don't  understand,  Mary  Jane, 
bein'  as  you  ain't  used  to  children.  You  want  babies  to  keep 
babies,  little,  fat,  plump  things  that  need  you  every  moment ; 
you  want  'em  to  cry  for  you,  so  that  you've  got  to  pick  'em 
up  and  hold  their  little,  weak  backs.  You  see,  when  you  put 
'em  in  short  dresses,  you  feel  they're  gettin'  older.  It  ain't 
jest  that  they're  gettin'  older— it's  that  they  seem  different, 
jest  as  though  they  was  gettin'  away  from  you." 

"No,  I  guess  they  never  are  the  same,  Mrs.  Nickerby.  It's 
the  companions.  Most  children  learn  bad  words  and  to  swear 
the  first  week  or  two.  Sarah  had  to  whip  little  Frankie  the 
second  day  for  comin'  home  and  sayin',  'Gee-whiz.'  And 
Frankie  always  was  a  good  child.  "Will  you  hand  me  over 
some  more  peaches,  Mrs.  Nickerby?" 
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''Mary  Jane,  I  don't  want  you  to  tire  yourself.  Are  you 
sure  you  haven't  anything  at  home?" 

"No,  pop  left  for  town  at  5  o'clock  and  I  finished  every- 
thing up  by  eight.  I  was  wonderin'  as  whether  Anna  Catha- 
rine wore  her  new,  pink  gingham  that  you  made  last  week. 
Mrs.  Montgomery  said  as  how  she  would  like  if  she  could 
borrow  the  pattern  off  of  you.  She  wants  to  make  Totie  a 
dress  like  it.     Anna  Catharine  looks  so  good  it  pink." 

"Yes,  I  think  so  myself.  She  wore  her  new  dress  and 
her  little  Panama  hat  with  the  pink  streamers." 

"And  a  rose,  Mrs.  Nickerby?" 

"Certainly,  Mary  Jane.  Why,  Anna  Catharine  wouldn't 
have  gone  without  one !  I  pinned  it  on  her  little  shoulder. 
You  remember  when  she  was  a  baby  two  years  old  how  she 
wouldn't  go  to  sleep  unless  she  had  a  bouquet  pinned  on  her 
night-gown?  'Muther,  muther,  An  Cathin  unts  her  botay.  An 
Cathin  unts  a  'ose,  muther,'  she  used  to  say.  And  then  she'd 
fall  asleep  as  peaceful  as  an  angel." 

"Ain't  it  queer,  Mrs.  Nickelby,"  said  Mary  Jane,  "how 
some  children  do  act?  Why,  they  say  as  how  Johnnie  Clay — 
Anne  Clay's  boy,  who  isn't  quite  right  in  his  head — likes  dogs 
so  well  that  he  takes  stray  pups  to  bed  with  him.  And  his 
mother  jest  has  to  let  him  do  it." 

"Mary  Jane,  I  hope  you  ain't  meanin'  anything  by  that?" 
said  Mrs.  Nickerby. 

"Meanin'  what,  Mrs.  Nickerby?" 

"That  Anna  Catharine  is  like  Johnnie  Clay." 

"Lands-a-mercy,  no,  Mrs.  Nickerby!  They  ain't  nothin' 
alike.  Do  you  think  I'd  say  a  word  agen  Anna  Catharine? 
She  was  the  prettiest,  plumpest  baby  I  ever  seen.  An'  I  ain't 
forgotten  how  I  used  to  take  her  out  in  her  little  kerridge  and 
play  with  her.  Her  eyes  were  as  big  as  saucers,  and  her  mouth 
jest  as  red — why  it  was  me  that  taught  her  to  suck  her  thumb." 

"You're  right,  it  was  you,  Mary  Jane.  As  you  say,  Anna 
Catharine  was  a  pretty  baby.  Some  said  as  how  she  took 
after  her  father,  and  some  said  after  me.  She  weighed  nine 
and  a  half  pounds." 

"It's  quite  a  bit  in  comparison  to  Johnnie  Clay.  We  used 
to  have  a  hired  girl  who  lived  at  Clay's  when  Johnnie  was 
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born.  She  said  as  how  he  didn't  weigh  two  pounds,  and  they 
thought  he  was  dead  and  the  nurse  put  him  under  the  kitchen 
stove — it  was  cold  in  the  house  and  she  most  likely  thought, 
if  there  was  a  chance  that  he  was  alive,  some  warmth  wouldn't 
hurt  him.  The  hired  girl  said  as  how  she  heard  a  weak,  little 
whine  from  under  the  stove,  and  not  knowin'  the  baby  was 
there,  and  thinkin'  it  a  cat,  she  took  the  broom  to  chase  it. 
I  guess  she  was  sort  of  surprised  when  she  found  Johnnie.  He 
had  come  to  life  again." 

"I  heard  that  story  too,  Mary  Jane.  I  guess  it  must  be 
true.  Ain't  it  about  recess  time?  The  day  I  started  to  school 
I  came  home  at  recess  thinkin'  school  was  out.  I  ain't  likely 
ever  to  forget  it." 

"Did  you  go  back  again,  Mrs.  Nickerby?" 

"No,  I  didn't.  I  was  scared  clean  out  of  my  wits  when 
ma  asked  me  why  I  had  come  home  so  early,  and  said  as  how 
school  wasn't  supposed  to  be  out  yet,  it  bein'  only  recess.  I 
had  been  so  kind  of  happy  and  proud  over  gettin'  over  it  safe- 
ly, I  guess.  I  was  so  afraid  the  teacher  would  whip  me,  and 
the  girls  would  laugh  and  tease." 

"Your  ma  ought  to  have  sent  you  right  back,  Mrs.  Nicker- 
by.    Did  she  scold  you  much?" 

"Did  she  scold  me  much,  Mary  Jane!  I  guess  you  didn't 
know  ma — she  died  the  first  year  I  was  married.  Ma  jest 
took  me  in  her  arms  tight  and  held  me  jest  as  though  she  was 
glad  I  had  come  home.  And  she  went  back  with  me  in  the 
afternoon.  What  are  you  sighin'  about,  Mary  Jane?  I  hope 
you  ain't  feelin'  your  rheumatis  again." 

"Oh,  no,  Mrs.  Nickerby!  I  was  jest  thinkin' — thinkin' 
how  different  things  must  be  when  you've  got  a  mother.  Mine 
died  when  I  was  four  years  old,  and  I  can't  remember  how 
I  got  started  to  school — guess  the  hired  girl  took  me." 

' '  That 's  too  bad,  Mary  Jane !  It  does  make  a  big  dif- 
ference— specially  when  you  have  children  of  your  own.  You 
do  for  them  the  things  your  own  mother  did  for  you.  But 
as  to  that,  I  guess  you'd  do  them  anyhow — you  would  sort  of 
naturally  pave  your  own  way." 

"Yes,  that's  what  Mrs.  Montgomery  told  her  oldest  girl 
when  she  got  married !      She  'd  have  to  look  out  for  herself 
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now,  and  find  out  how  she  liked  cookin',  an'  sweepin',  an 
scrubbin'  all  the  time;  if  she  went  and  married  a  man  who 
made  thirty  a  month,  it  was  her  lookout." 

"I  don't  think  I'd  ever  tell  Anna  Catharine  such  a  thing. 
I  guess  you  didn't  get  my  meaning.  There's  the  recess  bell 
now!  Mary  Jane,  you  are  a  fast  parer.  At  this  rate  it 
wouldn't  take  long — but  don't  you  stay  if  you've  got  anything 
else  to  do." 

"I  reckon  I  will  have  to  run  over  before  so  very  long,  and 
put  some  potatoes  on.  Pop  is  comin'  home  for  dinner.  He 
always  likes  potatoes  for  dinner.  But  I  can  easy  pare  another 
pan  full.     It's  only  a  little  after  quarter  till  eleven." 

"Then  Anna  Catharine  will  be  home  in  an  hour  and  a 
quarter,"  said  Mrs.  Nickerby.  "I  wonder  if  she  got  a  good 
seat.  I  told  her  father  to  try  and  get  her  a  seat  not  too  near 
the  radiator  and  not  too  near  the  door.  Anna  Catharine  takes 
cold  easy  and  I  don't  want  her  too  near  the  door.  The  cold 
air  might  come  in  through  the  cracks.  I  hope  too  she's  near 
someone  nice — there  is  such  a  difference  in  children." 

"You're  right,  Mrs.  Nickerby.  Some  are  clean  and  some 
ain't.  That  jest  reminds  me  as  how  Mrs.  Montgomery  said 
as  how  Totie  was  to  start  today.  Maybe  she'll  be  near  Totie. 
Frankie  used  to  set  behind  one  of  Totie 's  brothers,  and  they 
was  always  gettin'  lickin's.  Frankie  blamed  it  on  the  Mont- 
gomery boy,  and  I  guess  the  Montgomery  boy  blamed  it  on 
Frankie.  You  have  a  fine  view  here,  Mrs.  Nickerby,  you  can 
see  so  far  down  the  pike.      Our  house  is  set  back  too  far." 

"Yes,  you  can  see  as  far  as  Blake's  store.  "When  Anna 
Catharine  goes  on  errands  I  can  keep  my  eyes  on  her  from 
the  time  she  starts  till  she  gets  back — except  when  she's  in 
the  store.  I  used  to  watch  when  she  was  smaller.  I  wish  the 
school  wasn't  clean  at  the  other  end  of  the  street,  but  her 
father  says  the  walk  will  do  her  good.  It's  only  the  winter 
I'm  worried  about,  when  it  snows  and  gets  down  to  zero." 

"Yes,  she'll  be  liable  to  freeze  her  feet  walkin'  so  far. 
I  froze  mine  when  I  was  little  and  they  didn't  stop  troublin' 
me  for  years.  Not  as  I  want  to  scare  you,  Mrs.  Nickerby. 
Maybe  Anna  Catharine's  won't  freeze." 

"They  won't,  Mary  Jane,  if  I  can  help  it.      I'll  put  a 
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couple  of  pair  of  leggings  on  her.  Ma  used  to  make  me  wear 
'em,  and  mine  never  froze." 

"Well,  perhaps  then  Anna  Catharine's  won't  either.  She's 
her  mother  over  again.  I've  finished  the  last  peach  in  the 
pan,  Mrs.  Nickerby,  and  I'll  have  to  be  hustlin'  or  pop  ain't 
goin'  to  have  any  dinner.  Good-bye,  Mrs.  Nickerby,  I  hope 
you  get  'em  up  all  right." 

"Good-bye,  Mary  Jane.  I'm  ever  so  much  obliged  to  you. 
It's  made  it  less  lonely  with  Anna  Catharine  gone." 

"Mrs.  Nickerby,  who's  that  passin'  Blake's  store?  Lands- 
a-mercy!    ain't  it ?" 

"Anna  Catharine!  Why,  yes,  it  is,  Mary  Jane.  The 
little  dear.  And  look,  she's  runnin'  as  though  anxious  to  get 
back  home  ! ' ' 

"Mrs.  Nickerby!  Ain't  it  only  eleven  o'clock?  The 
recess  bell  rang  only  a  few  moments  ago." 

"Why,  I  believe  you're  right,  Mary  Jane.  Good  gracious 
me,  she's  coram'  home  thinkin'  school  is  out,  jest  like  me!" 

"Will  you  send  her  back?"  Mrs.  Nickerby?" 

"Will  I  send  her  back,  Mary  Jane?  Why,  it  would  break 
her  heart !  But  what  shall  I  do  ?  She  '11  feel  so  bad  and  be 
so  scared." 

"Couldn't  you  jest  tell  her  that  you  ain't  angry  at  her 
and  ain't  goin'  to  whip  her?" 

' '  Ain  't  goin '  to  whip  her !  You  don 't  understand,  Mary 
Jane.  I  guess  I  know  what  I'll  be  doin' — holdin'  her  tight 
and  sayin'  how  glad  I  am  to  see  her.  I  know  now  how  ma 
felt — she  was  glad.  Why,  I  almost  feel  as  though  Anna 
Catharine  might  be  me,  and  I  might  be  ma.  It's  queer, 
ain't  it?" 

"Ain't  it,  though!  But  I  must  hurry  or  pop  won't  have 
his  dinner.      Good-bve,  Mrs.  Nickerbv. " 


Mother — Johnny,  you  said  you'd  been  to  Sunday  School. 
Johnny  (with  a  far-away  look) — Yes,  mamma. 
Mother — How  does  it  happen  that  your  hands  smell  of  fish? 
Johnny — I  carried  home  the  Sunday  School  magazine  and 
the  outside  page  is  all  about  Jonah  and  the  whale. — Ex. 
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PROLOGUE  TO  THE  FACULTY  PLAY 

A  college  is  a  curious  place ! 

At  first  a  dream  so  dear, 
Of  times  all  joy  and  gladness, 

No  trials  need  we  fear ; 
And  so  we  struggle  through  the  years, 

And  dream  our  dreams  so  fair; 
It's  a  long,  long  climb  to  college  pleasures, 

But  our  heart 's  right  there ! 

And  then  we  come  to  find  the  dream 

Is  better  than  we  knew; 
The  joys,  delights  are  many, 

The  trials  are  but  few. 
And  even  the  Faculty  likes  fun, 

('Tis  strange,  we  do  declare). 
It  takes  a  long,  long  time  to  know  your  teachers, 

But  your  heart 's  right  there ! 

In  January,  they're  cruel  all 

And  set  you  awful  tasks ; 
But  then  comes  February, 

St.  Valentine  unmasks. 
And  all  your  woe's  forgotten, 

There's  neither  sigh  nor  tear, 
It's  a  long,  long  month  that  you've  been  waiting, 

But  your  heart's  right  here! 

Your  River  Styx  of  drearful  tests, 

.  You're  once  more  safely  over, 
And  all  your  knowledge  is  forgot, 
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Well  hidden  under  cover. 
You're  glad  to  jest  and  frolic 

"With  ancient  spirits  rare; 
It's  a  great  great  joke  to  be  in  Hades, 

When  the  Faculty  is  there ! 

A  Houseboat  on  the  River  Styx, 

Becomes  this  eve  our  stage ; 
The  boatman,  Charon,  o'er  has  rowed 

The  great  of  every  age. 
Their  famous  shades  will  now  come  forth, 

Into  the  upper  air ; 
(It's  a  broad,  broad  path  that  leads  to  Hades 

And  the  Faculty  is  there !) 

Diogenes  in  his  old  tub, 

Follows  his  own  sweet  will; 
Xantippe,  too,  whose  active  tongue, 

We  know,  cannot  be  still. 
And  Munchausen,  whose  awful  lies 

Make  Dr.  Johnson  swear, 
It's  a  queer,  queer  place  indeed  is  Hades, 

When  the  Faculty  is  there ! 

But  if  old  Adam  sets  the  pace 

For  all  the  rest  to  run; 
If  doctors,  poets,  kings  and  queens 

Have  come  to  give  you  fun. 
You'll  see  their  jokes  and  believe  their  lies, 

And  clap  them  all  tonight ; 
It's  hard  to  fool  you,  as  we  know, 

But  your  heart 's  all  right ! 
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And  you,  who've  P.  C.  W.  left 

And  know  the  test  of  life, 
Are  full  of  joy  like  all  the  rest, 

Forgotten  care  and  strife. 
Then  thanks  to  old  St.  Valentine, 

A  toast  to  teachers  rare, 
It's  a  long,  long  climb  to  P.  C.  W. 

But  our  heart's  right  there! 

— c.  h.  a 


ODE  XX. 

By  Margaret  Lee,  '16. 

As  a  timid  fawn  in  Springtime, 

When  the  earth  no  longer  sleeps, 
Seeks  so  shyly  for  her  mother, 

In  the  pathless  forest  deeps; 
As  she  trembles  at  each  rustle, 

As  she  quakes  at  every  breeze, 
Bright  green  lizards  'mid  the  brambles, 

Soft  winds  whispering  through  the  leaves. 
Oh,   'tis  thus  you  shun  me,  Chloe, 

Though  I'm  not  a  lion  wild; 
Now  it's  time  to  leave  your  mother, 

Cease  to  be  a  bashful  child. 

— Translated  from  Horace. 
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EDITORIALS 

There    has    been    considerable    criticism    and    discussion 
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since  the  student  body  passed  a  resolution  against  increased 
armament.  We  believe  that  most,  if  not  all, 
The  Woman's  of  the  critics  would  have  been  silenced  had 
Peace  Party  they  attended  the  Pitt-Tech  meeting  and  heard 
the  speeches  delivered  there.  It  is  a  vital 
question,  now  and  for  all  time,  which  the  United  States  is  fac- 
ing. She  is  called  to  take  a  lead  among  the  nations  of  the 
earth  and  cry  halt  to  the  mad  policy  of  the  militarists.  As 
college  women  we  can  do  a  great  deal  to  help  influence  public 
opinion.  Those  of  us  who  heard  Miss  Addams  speak,  realized 
deeply  what  a  woman  of  brains  can  mean  to  any  cause.  We 
cannot  do  what  Miss  Addams  is  doing,  but  we  can  help  her 
by  helping  her  work.  Miss  Addams  is  chairman  of  a  National 
Woman's  Peace  Party  with  branches  all  over  the  country.  It 
is  a  great  and  powerful  organization  already  and  is  gaining 
daily.  Its  purpose  is  "to  enlist  all  American  women  in  arous- 
ing the  nations  to  respect  the  sacredness  of  human  life  and  to 
abolish  war."  It  has  adopted  the  following 'significant  resolu- 
tion: "Resolved,  that  we  denounce  with  all  the  earnestness  of 
which  we  are  capable,  the  concerted  attempt  now  being  made 
to  force  this  country  into  still  further  preparedness  for  war. 
We  desire  ....  to  unmask  this  menace  to  our  civilization." 
We  should  be  glad  to  know  that  a  number  of  other  people 
besides  ourselves  think  as  we  do  about  increased  armament. 

Truely,  it  is  April  weather  we  have  been  enjoying  lately. 
March  came  in  as  gently  as  a  lamb,   with  clear  skies,   soft 

winds  and  mellow  sunshine.  But  in  a  day  or 
The  Weather    two  we  had  storms,  snow,  grey  skies  and  icy 

blasts.  Then  the  sun  again.  It  is  all  very 
tantalizing  and  as  amusing  as  the  wiles  of  a  saucy  child.  But 
one  of  these  days  we  shall  wake  up  to  discover  the  violets  are 
once  more  our  guests  on  the  campus,  and  the  snows  of  today 
will  be  gone  for  a  long  long  time.  And  so  even  though  the 
skies  are  overcast  we  can  keep  on  smiling  and  wait. 
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ALUMNAE  NOTES 

On  March  2,  Rachel  McQuiston,  '11,  was  married  to  Henry 
Roemer  Kaspar,  dean  of  the  school  of  music,  National  Park 
Seminary.  Mrs.  Kaspar  was  also  a  teacher  in  the  seminary. 
After  a  honeymoon  in  the  south,  the  couple  will  reside  in  the 
Ashton  Apartments,  "Washington. 

Beulah  Pierce,  '12,  paid  the  college  a  brief  visit  recently. 
Claire  Colestock,  '13,  was  here  a  short  time  also. 

Decade  III.  held  its  monthly  meeting  at  the  college  on 
March  6th. 

On  February  13th,  the  Alumnae  Association  held  a  special 
meeting  to  consider  a  proposition  from  the  trustees,  that  it 
help  in  the  inauguration  proceedings.  The  association  decided 
to  undertake  the  management  of  the  banquet,  which  is  to  be 
held  at  the  Schenley  Hotel. 

Florence  Keys,  '13,  who  taught  in  Ellsworth  for  a  while, 
is  now  teaching  in  Monessen  High  School. 

Jeanne  Gray,  '13,  has  been  chosen  counsellor  for  the  Sar- 
gent Camp  this  year.     This  is  an  honor  much  sought  after. 

Jennie  McCance,  '90,  died  Monday,  February  22nd,  at 
the  home  of  her  brother,  in  Lang  avenue.  The  college  wishes 
to  extend  its  sincere  sympathy  to  her  friends  and  relations. 

On  Monday,  February  15th,  Eleanor  Fitzgibbon,  '03,  made 
the  opening  speech  at  the  afternoon  performance  in  the  new 
Davis  Theatre.  She  has  also  recently  been  re-elected  secre- 
tary of  the  Pittsburgh  Section  of  the  Drama  League. 
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.    Inauguration  Exercises 

Plans  for  the  inauguration  of  our  president,  Dr.  Acheson, 
were  announced  by  the  committee  to  the  Board  of  Trustees  as 
follows : 

The  Committee  on  Inaugural  Exercises  submits  the  fol- 
lowing recommendations : 

That  the  days  of  May  14th  and  15th,  1915,  be  set  apart 
for  the  inauguration  ceremonies  of  the  president,  John  C. 
Acheson. 

That  the  afternoon  of  Friday,  May  14th,  be  devoted  to 
the  inauguration  exercises  proper;  principal  address,  Presi- 
dent John  C.  Acheson. 

That  at  6  :30  o  'clock  Friday,  May  14th,  a  banquet  for  the 
Trustees,  Faculty,  Alumnae,  invited  guests  and  friends  of  the 
College  be  held  at  the  Hotel  Schenley,  with  a  short  program 
of  speaking  at  the  close. 

That  the  banquet  be  followed  by  a  large  reception  at  the 
Hotel  Schenley,  the  arrangements  for  which  will  also  be  in 
charge  of  the  Alumnae  Association;  the  attraction  for  the  re- 
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ception  to  be  a  musical  program  given  by  the  famous  bari- 
tone, Mr.  David  Bispham. 

That  on  Saturday  morning,  May  15th,  an  Educational 
Conference  be  held  with  President-elect  Henry  McCracken,  of 
Vassar  College,  as  the  chief  speaker.,  and  short  addresses. 

That  the  Educational  Conference  be  followed  by  an  in- 
formal luncheon  at  Woodland  Hall  for  a  limited  number  of 
invited  guests  attending  the  exercises  from  outside  the  city. 

That  on  Saturday  afternoon  the  Annual  May  Day  Exer- 
cises be  presented  in  the  amphitheatre  by  the  students  of  the 
College  and  Dilworth  Hall.  This  pageant,  as  already  arranged, 
is  symbolic  of  Pittsburgh  in  its  natural,  industrial  and  educa- 
tional features ;  this  pageant  to  form  the  close  of  the  Inaugural 
Exercises. 

MR.  OLIVER  McCLINTOCK, 

MR.  WM.  H.  REA, 

MRS.  C.  H.  SPENCER, 

MISS  CORA  HELEN  COOLIDGE, 

MISS  MARY  W.  BROWNSON, 

Committee. 

Student  Protest  Against  Militarism 

At  a  mass  meeting  of  our  students,  on  February  12th,  it 
was  decided  to  follow  the  example  of  Columbia,  Pitt,  Tech,  and 
a  number  of  other  colleges  and  universities,  in  a  formal  protest 
against  militarism  and  increased  armament  of  this  country. 
The  motion,  "Resolved,  That  we  go  on  record  as  being  opposed 
to  militarism  in  general  and  increased  armament  in  particu- 
lar," was  passed  after  some  debate. 

At  a  meeting  held  by  the  Tech  and  Pitt  students  the  fol- 
lowing Friday,  Dr.  Acheson  represented  P.  C.  W.  and  gave  the 
opening  address.  A  number  of  other  prominent  men  spoke 
and  at  the  conclusion  of  the  meeting  the  above  motion  was 
unanimously  passed  by  all  those  present. 

May  Queen 

The  burning  question  as  to  who  is  to  be  our  May  Queen 
this  year  has  been  decided.      Melba  Martin,   '16,  was  elected. 
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Marion  Post,  of  Dilworth  Hall,  will  represent  "Pittsburgh" 
in  the  Pageant. 

The  May  Queen's  Court 

The  May  Queen,  Melba  Martin,  has  chosen  Mildred  Nichols 
to  be  her  maid  of  honor  on  May  Day.  Janet  Campbell  has 
been  elected  by  the  Seniors,  and  Alice  Laidlaw  by  the  Juniors, 
to  act  as  attendants.  Everybody  feels  that  there  will  be  an 
especially  attractive  court,  as  well  as  queen,  this  year. 

DOINGS   OF  OUR  FACULTY 

Miss  Coolidge  and  Miss  Holcomb  Attend  Buffalo  Convention 

On  Thursday,  March  4th,  Miss  Coolidge  and  Miss  Holcomb 
left  for  Buffalo  to  attend  the  annual  convention  of  the  National 
Religious  Educational  Society,  remaining  for  several  days. 

A  Visitor  From  Wilson 

Miss  Green's  sister,  the  head  of  the  Chemistry  department 
at  Wilson  College,  was  a  guest  here  for  several  days  this  month. 

Faculty  Tea 

The  hostesses  at  the  Faculty  tea  on  Tuesday,  February 
16th,  were  Miss  Lovejoy,  Miss  Abbott  and  Miss  Llewelyn. 

Our  Faculty  and  Alumnae  as  Officers  of  Drama  League 

At  the  annual  meeting  of  the  Drama  League,  at  the  Hotel 
Schenley  on  March  2nd,  our  College  was  represented  in  the 
following  officers:  Miss  Eleanor  Fitzgibbon,  '03,  secretary; 
Miss  Coolidge  and  Mr.  Whitmer  on  the  board  of  directors,  and 
Mr.  Putnam,  first  vice  president.  Mr.  Putnam  presided  dur- 
ing a  part  of  the  meeting. 

Faculty  Play 

The  resident  students  of  the  College  and  Dilworth  Hall 
had  the  privilege  of  being  present  at  a  thrilling  drama,  "The 
Houseboat  on  the  Styx,"  on  February  13th.     It  was  given  by 


28  THE      SOROSIS 

the  Associated  Shades,  in  other  words,  the  Faculty.  Truly, 
' '  a  funny  place  is  Hades,  when  the  Faculty  are  there ! ' ' 
Everybody  was  overcome  by  the  versatility  and  finished 
acting  of  our  revered  teachers.  Miss  Coolidge  read  a  parody 
on  ' '  Tipperary, "  which  she  had  composed  for  the  prologue, 
and  Dr.  Acheson  spoke  the  epilogue.  It  was  a  highly  success- 
ful evening. 

Query :  Do  we  have  a  new  Faculty  member — a  Mr.  Camp- 
bell?    Everybody  wondered. 

Vocational  Bureau  Planned 

On  Saturday,  February  20th,  a  luncheon  was  given  at  the 
Pittsburgh  Athletic  Association  in  the  interest  of  a  vocational 
bureau  for  the  trained  women  of  Pittsburgh.  It  was  given 
under  the  auspices  of  the  College  Club  and  Miss  Florence 
Jackson,  of  Boston,  was  the  speaker.  Miss  Coolidge  enter- 
tained at  dinner,  at  Woodland  Hall,  the  ladies  of  the  special 
committee  to  bring  Miss  Jackson  to  the  city,  under  the  aus- 
pices of  the  College  Club.  This  was  Miss  Jackson's  first  visit 
to  Pittsburgh  and  she  found  much  of  interest  along  her  own 
lines  of  work.  She  made  some  special  visits  to  see  the  welfare 
work  of  McCreery  &  Co.,  the  Children's  Libradies,  the  Voca- 
tional Advisory  Bureau  and  the  College  Club.  At  the  luncheon 
at  P.  A.  A.  on  Saturday  one  hundred  members  of  the  College 
Club  were  present  and  the  guests  were  much  interested  in  the 
presentation  of  the  Bureau  of  Occupation  all  over  the  country. 

Sophomore  Party 

On  Friday  evening,  February  26th,  the  noble  Sophomore 
Class  introduced  their  fellow  schoolmates  to  the  mystical  land 
of  Ireland.  The  very  presence  of  the  Irish  fairies  was  felt 
and  owing  to  the  absence  of  St.  Patrick,  (because  of  a  previous 
engagement),  one  reptile  was  found  during  the  evening.  The 
Blarney  Stone  was  much  in  evidence  and  the  dispositions  of 
the  Freshman  and  Junior,  who  unwillingly  kissed  this  ancient 
stone,  were  seen  to  improve  remarkably,  immediately  after  the 
ceremony.  They  became  quite  affable,  so  to  speak,  and  en- 
livened the  occasion  by  exhibitions  of  subtle  humor.      Several 
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of  the  dances  were  rather  exclusive,  participated  in  by  the 
''favored''  few,  but  those  who  were  left  out  made  frequent 
visits  to  the  ever-present  punch  bowl  where  they  drank  their 
fill  and  whiled  away  the  time  with  stories  in  the  true  Irish 
fashion.  The  crowning  event  of  the  evening  was  the  won- 
derful rendering  of  the  remarkably  beautiful  Sophomore  class 
song,  followed  by  a  spirited  yell  for  the  class  of  '17,  with  three 
vigorous  "Achesons!"  as  a  fitting  conclusion. 

Going  Home  Week 

The  week  ending  February  19th  was  "Going-home" 
"Week."  As  Monday,  the  twenty-second,  was  a  holiday,  the 
regular  routine  was  not  taken  up  until  Tuesday  morning.  The 
eight-thirty  classes  appeared  to  be  rather  vacant  showing 
that  a  vacation  was  much  needed.  Such  events  are  as  pleasant 
as  they  are  infrequent. 

To  Hear  Jane  Addams 

A  large  number  of  the  students  and  faculty  of  the  Col- 
ledge  went  to  Carnegie  Music  Hall  on  the  afternoon  of  March 
4th,  to  hear  Miss  Jane  Addams  speak  on  "Changing  Ideals  of 
Peace."  Miss  Addams  was  the  guest  of  the  Margaret  Morri- 
son School,  whose  dean,  Miss  Breed,  is  one  of  our  well-known 
alumnae.  The  iecture  was  much  enjoyed  by  those  present 
and  its  effects  cannot  but  be  felt  in  influencing  public  opinion 
against  the  crime  of  militarism. 

The  Pitt-P.  C.  W.  Concert 

The  combined  musical  clubs  of  the  University  of  Pitts- 
burgh and  our  own  College  gave  their  long-awaited  concert 
the  evening  of  March  12th.  A  large  audience  was  present  and 
in  every  way  the  affair  was  fully  as  successful  as  had  been 
hoped.  The  Pitt  Glee  Club  gave  some  good  selections,  being 
especially  entertaining  in  their  encores,  which  evoked  much 
laughter  and  applause.  Mr.  Russell  Kirk,  as  soloist,  had  some 
interesting  songs,  very  well  done.  Mrs.  Mayhew  had  several 
solos  also  and,  as  usual,  was  greatly  enjoyed.  Our  own  Glee 
Club  showed  careful  training  and  a  really  artistic  rendering 
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of  their  music.  The  Mandolin  Club  was  charming,  both  in 
appearance  and  effect.  A  topical  song  to  the  air  of  one  of  the 
songs  from  the  "Maxixe  Girl/'  given  by  Pitt  this  winter,  made 
the  visitors  feel  very  much  at  home.  The  words  were  as 
follows : 

They  say  the  soldier  boy  is  brave, 

Who  fights  his  country's  foe; 
Though  he  works  quite  hard  there  are  braver  lads 

And  some  of  them  we  know. 
When  to  a  female  college  called, 

With  many  maidens  near, 
They  venture  there  most  willingly 

And  show  no  trace  of  fear. 

Chorus : 

Hurrah  for  the  lads  in  the  Pitt  Glee  Club, 

Those  heroes  so  true ; 
Indeed  they  can  sing,  and  do  anything 

To  boost  the  gold  and  blue. 
We  welcome  them  sincerely 

Tonight,  with  delight, 
We  think  they  are  some  singers,  don't  you? 

When  we  think  of  the  boys, 
We'll  recall  midst  our  joys — 

The  lads  in  the  Pitt  Clubs  too. 

An  informal  reception  and  dance  followed  the  concert, 
everyone  "got  acquainted"  and  a  very  pleasant  evening  closed 
all  too  soon. 

NEWS   FROM   THE   SENIORS 

Miss  W.  (giving  out  references) — There  are  very  few 
Turkish  histories  which  have  been  translated. 

(A  heart-felt  sigh  from  the  back  of  the  row) — Thank 
goodness ! ! ! 

V.  M.  (in  Educ.) — I  have  a  friend  who  has  one  of  the 
happiest  childs  1  ever  saw. 
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WANTED — Ads  for  the  "Pennsylvanian."  If  any  friend 
of  the  Seniors  can  inveigle  by  threats,  persuasion  or  bribes,  an 
ad  from  father,  uncle  or  cousin,  her  fame  will  become  immortal. 

Betty  (reciting  French  history) — And  then  the  govern- 
ment of  Versailles,  to  punish  the  people  of  Pittsburgh,  began 
a  siege.  (It  is  remarkable  how  some  members  of  the  class 
secure  interesting  bits  of  information  overlooked  by  the  rest). 

Mildred  Nichols  (in  Astronomy) — Miss  Bennett,  did  you 
see  the  moon  Sunday  night?  (Subdued  giggles  from  the  class 
and  a  broad  smile  from  Miss  B.). 

The  following  was  taken  from  the  "Buffalo  Enquirer" — 
"Mother"  Jones  says  that  Colorado,  where  woman  suffrage 
has  prevailed  for  many  years,  is  the  worst-governed  state  in 
the  Union.  It  was  the  Pennsylvania  College  for  "Women,  they 
say,  Avhich  made  the  Rev.  William  A.  Sunday  a  doctor  of 
divinity. 

(Editor's  Note — Can  any  clever  reader  make  sense  out  of 
the  above  paragraph?  We  should  like  to  have  this  reference 
to  P.  C.  W.  explained.) 

We  want  to  know  who  closed  the  window  of  the  Senior 
parlor  on  the  night  of  the  mid-year  dance? 

Jane  Johnston  and  Fairy  Gibbons  spent  a  recent  week- 
end at  the  home  of  Helen  Haines,  in  Butler.  "Never  had  a 
better  time  in  my  life,"  Jane  told  us.  We  have  not  inter- 
rogated Fairy,  but  we  have  our  opinions — youths,  dark-haired, 
auburn-haired,  fair-haired,  and  all  six-footers  enlivened  the 
scene.     How's  James  Edwin,  Jane? 

Grace,  we  hear,  is  keen  on  flying  auto  rides  unknown  to 
her  friends.  A  "Morris  chair"  at  home  would  be  more  to  the 
point. 

JUNIOR  JOKES 

Madame  de  Vallay — Tell  me  a  little  story. 

R.  C. — There  was  an  accident.     A  horse  fell  in  the  water, 

Madame — Water  ? 
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R.  C. — Well,  in  the  river.      It  was  killed. 

Madame — Drowned ! 

R.  C— No. 

Madame— Why? 

R.  C. — There  wasn't  any  water. 

There  are  two  unknown  dead  quietly  reposing  in  the 
morgue.  Both  are  petite  and  gray.  If  their  friends  or  rela- 
tives do  not  soon  claim  them,  they  will  be  consigned  to  the 
waste-basket,  preferably  that  in  Paradise. 

R.  C.  (to  G.  L.  F.) — What  do  we  have  in  Drama  today? 

G.  L.  F. — Recapitulation. 

R.  C.  (after  deep  thought) — Who  wrote  it? 

A  pupil  in  French  6  has  thrown  new  light  on  French  his- 
tory. She  affirms  that  Madame  de  Maintenon  was  the  Mor- 
ganic  wife  of  Louis  XIV ! 

Heard  at  Junior  recital — Where's  Miss  Kerst? 
Informer — Gone  to  get  a  butcher  knife. 

An  industrious,  much-to-be-commended  Freshman — I  have 
copied  the  Bible ! 

ABOUT   THE   SOPHOMORES 

"Wee,  timorous,  cowerin'  beastie, 
What  a  panic 's  in  thy  breastie. ' ' 
Burns  tells  us  that,  and  it  may  have  been  so  once,  but  this 
time  the  poor  little  mouse  felt  no  such  panic  and  it  was  the 
timorous  Sophomores  who  were  panic-stricken.  No  wonder, 
when  they  beheld  the  poor  little  beast  dangling  by  the  tail 
from  Kate's  fingers.  Brave  Kate!  We  may  admire  your 
courage,  but  we  certainly  don't  envy  it.  We  all  breathed  a 
sigh  of  relief  when  Estelle  gingerly  lifted  it  from  Alene's 
drawers  and  deposited  it  in  its  fitting  resting  place,  the  waste 
basket. 

Our  history  class  has  been  further  enlightened  by  the  ex- 
cellent lectures  presented  by  Esther  McCracken  and  Leila  Hill. 
Aren't  you  glad  it's  over,  girls? 
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A  birthday  party  at  one  o  'clock  with  a  most  delicious  and 
bountiful  spread,  including  a  cake  and  candles,  was  a  brilliant 
inspiration.  We  are  glad  you  had  a  birthday,  Betty.  Won't 
somebody  else  have  one  soon? 

Miss  Butterfield — A  good  teacher  loveth  a  cheerful  guesser. 

Miss  Bennett  (in  Astronomy) — In  this  hour,  I  hope  to 
cover  all  the  ground,  I  mean  the  sky." 

Miss  Bennett — What  is  the  study  of  the  weather  and  then 
clouds  ? 

Katherine  Keck — Physiology. 

The  sympathy  of  the  College  is  extended  to  Ruth  Law  in 
the  loss  of  her  father. 


HONEST  CONFESSIONS  OF  THE  FRESHMEN 

Some  Freshmen  and  some  wise  Sophomores  rid  their  souls 
of  dire  confessions  lately.  Tt  all  happened  the  other  day  in 
Expression  class.  The  aforesaid  Freshmen  and  Sophies  were 
being  instructed  in  extemporaneous  speaking.  Most  of  the 
members  spoke  on  what  they  experienced  last  summer.  And 
what  results!  The  speeches  gave  fine  pictures  of  "The  Good 
Old  Summer  Time" — but  as  to  the  confessions: 

No.  1 — We  rode  down  to  a  farm  one  afternoon,  where 
there  was  a  man  who  was  very  fond  of  us  !"  (The  editor  with- 
holds the  name  by  special  permission.) 

No.  2  (speaking  of  watching  the  exploits  of  two  young 
men  farmers) — We  were  anxious  to  see  their  new  ideas,  espe- 
cially the  dog. 

And  here  we  might  add  that  one  of  our  wise  Juniors  is 
acting  "suspicious."  She  inquired  from  Fraulein  the  other  day 
how  to  write :  "  [  may  be  forgotten !"     Who  is  he,  Beckie? 

One  of  the  chief  topics  of  conversation  among  the  Fresh- 
men lately  has  been  the  decision,  or  attempt  at  decision,  on 
what  to  plan  to  do  after  we  are  through  college.  Some  have 
lightly  dismissed  the  question,  leaving  time  to  decide.  Reck- 
less mortals !      Others  are  especially  attracted  by  secretarial 
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work,  but  most  of  them  end  by  "and  then  I'll  be  secretary 
lor  some  young  millionaire  who  will  find  me  so  necessary  to 
his  happiness  that — — ■ ! "  To  those  we  offer  best  wishes  for 
their  future  success !  Several  have  decided  definitely  on  the 
tame  profession  of  teaching  and  have  merely  to  choose  their 
special  work  to  make  their  plan  complete.  It  is  a  momentous 
question  for  the  Freshmen. 

Fraeulein  (to  Virginia  Jeffers,  who  had  just  written  on  the 
board  "die  Teufel''") — Der  Teufel,  red  Teufel,  my  read;  how 
could  it  be  anything  else? 


HOUSE   NOTES 

We  are  glad  to  welcome  into  Woodland  Hall  this  semester 
Doris  Levy  and  Lorna  Burleigh.  Owing  to  bad  health  Doris 
may  not  be  able  to  stay  the  rest  of  the  year,  and  has  gone 
home  for  an  indefinite  stay  at  present. 

Florence  Morrison  and  Florence  Yourikins  spent  the  last 
going  home  week  with  Lorena  VanKirk,  in  West  Newton. 

Pauline  McCaw,  who  was  suffering  from  an  attack  of 
tonsilitis,  is  now  better.  Frances  Boale  recently  was  an  in- 
valid for  eseveral  days.  Her  sister,  Mrs.  Armstrong,  one  of 
our  alumnae,  came  to  take  care  of  her  during  that  time. 

LECTURES   AND   SUCH 

Miss  MacKenzie  Gives  a  Recital 

On  Wednesday,  February  17th,  Miss  MacKenzie   gave  a 

delightful  recital  at  the  regular  lecture  period.      She  prefaced 

her  selections  by  giving  brief  sketches  of  the  composers  and 

the  circumstances  under  which  the  selections  were  composed. 

Miss  Jackson  and  Miss  Coolidge 
On  Wednesday,  February  24th,  Miss  Coolidge  gave  a  most 
interesting  preliminary  talk  on  vocational  training  by  way  of 
preparation  for  Miss  Jackson's  visit  to  the  college.     Miss  Jack- 
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son  is  connected  with,  the  Vocational  Bnreal  in  Boston.  Miss 
Jackson  herself  gave  us  an  interesting  and  enlightening  lec- 
ture on  her  work  the  next  day.  It  is  encouraging  to  see  how 
many  fields  are  opening  up  to  women  and  how  well  women 
adopt  themselves  to  these  positions.  A  number  of  the  students 
were  given  an  opportunity  to  consult  Miss  Jackson  about  their 
plans,  after  the  lecture. 

Vespers 

Mr.  Martin  Speaks  at  Vespers 
On  Sunday,  February  28th,  Mr.  Martin  spoke  on  the  sub- 
ject of  '"Temperance."     Miss  Butterfield  sang  a  solo  and  Miss 
MacKenzie  gave  a  selection  on  the  piano. 

Miss  Bennett  Conducts  Vespers 
On  March  7th,  Miss  Bennett  took  charge  of  Vespers.     A 
quartet  furnished  the  music. 

OUR  ORGANIZATIONS 

This  has  been  rather  a  quiet  month  as  regards  club  meet- 
ings. The  Deutsche  Verein  has  had  no  meeting.  The  Dramatic 
Club  had  a  business  meeting  merely,  in  which  the  disposal  of 
surplus  funds  was  discussed. 

The  Glee  and  Mandolin  Clubs 
The  musical  clubs  of  the  college  had  a  trip  to  Kingsley 
House,  Wednesday  evening,  February  24th,  where  they  gave  a 
short  program. 

Omega  Meeting 
The  subject  for  Omega  on  Monday,  February  15th,  was 
Isben's  "Hedda  Gabler."     A  very  interesting  paper  was  read 
by  Miss  Melba  Martin. 

The  Musical  Club 
The  Music  Club  held  its  March  meeting  on  March  1st.   The 
musical  program  was  given  by  the  Misses  Golder,  Ferguson 
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and  Trimble.      A  talk  on  "Eighteenth.  Century  Music"  was 
given  by  Miss  Mildred  Weston. 

Deutsche  Verein 
The  Deutsche  Verein  held  its  last  meeting  on  Tuesday, 
March  9th.     Grace  Davies  and  Mary  Estep  were  hostesses  and 
a  number  of  guests  were  present.     The  occasion  was  extremely 
informal  but  everyone  present  enjoyed  it  greatly. 

Y.   W.   C.   A.   NOTES 

The  Y.  "W.  C.  A.  was  very  fortunate  in  having  Miss  Rich- 
ardson with  us  the  first  three  weeks  of  February.  At  the 
regular  meeting,  February  3rd,  Miss  Richardson  held  a  short 
memorial  service  for  Miss  Grace  Dodge.  A  short  prayer  meet- 
ing conducted  by  Olga  Lasa,  was  held  February  12th  (Day 
of  Prayer  for  Colleges).  The  Sophomore  class  had  charge  of 
the  meeting  February  17th.  The  next  week  Miss  Harriet  Hag- 
gard, a  Student  Volunteer  Secretary,  was  with  us.  Janet 
Campbell,  on  March  3rd,  gave  a  very  practical  talk  on  "Christ 
Stilling  Life's  Storms."  March  11th,  Miss  Coolidge  had  charge 
of  the  meeting.     Her  meetings  are  always  very  interesting. 

Both  the  Home  and  Foreign  Mission  Study  classes  have 
been  started.  All  who  do  not  come  are  missing  very  interest- 
ing meetings. 

EXPRESSION   NOTES 

Miss  Kerst  Abroad 

At  Butler,  on  March  10th,  Miss  Kerst  managed  a  program 
of  Living  Pictures  for  the  Woman's  Club  of  that  place. 

On  February  27th,  Miss  Kerst  appeared  on  a  program  by 
the  Neighborhood  Association  of  the  Swissvale  School. 

A  Coining  Event 
The  fourth  year  class  of  Dilworth  Hall  will  present  Beau- 
mont and  Fletcher's  play,  "The  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pestle," 


THE      SOROSIS  37 

on  March  19th  and  20th.  This  is  an  early  English  production 
in  which  all  the  customs  of  the  theatre  of  that  time  are  car- 
ried out. 

''The  Ludicrous  Ladies" 

On  March  5th,  the  Dramatic  Club  presented  to  the  college 
and  its  friends,  Moliere's  comedy,  "The  Ludicrous  Ladies  of 
Society."      The  "Persons  of  the  Play"  were: 

La  Grange )    _,   .     ,    ,  „   .,  f   ...Gertrude  Frame 

_      _.     .  y    Rejected  Suitors    {  _r      .      _      . 

Du  Croisy J  (  •  •  •  -Martha  Dunbar 

Gorgibus,-  a  worthy  citizen 

Madelow,  daughter  of  Gorgibus.  j  "Would-be    1  -Jeanne  Mahey 

Cathos,  niece  of  Gorgibus j  fine  ladies    j  E.  McClelland 

Marotte,  maid  to  the  young  ladies Margaret  Lee 

Alamanzor Ethel  Bair 

Marquis  of  Mascarelle,  valet  to  La  Grange . . .  Estelle  Shephard 

Viscount  Jodelet,  valet  to  Du  Croisy Mildred  Nichols 

„.    .  (   Alice  Laidlaw 

Chairmen .- 1  _ .       T 

) Olga  Losa 

, ,  .  ,  ,  (  Ruth  Gokey 

Neighbors ■{  _  _      ,      „        ,  „ 

5  ( Martha  Crandall 

(    Louise  Reinicke 

Musicians -| Dorothy  Stoebener 

( Dorothy  Errett 

Scene — Paris.  ,  Time — 1659. 

Mr.  Karl  G.  Heinrich,  assisted  by  Mrs.  Mary  Stehley  Close 
appeared  upon  the  program,  presenting  interpretive  dancing. 

A  piano  solo — "Macdowell's  "Hungarian" — was  played 
by  Miss  Pauline  McCaw. 

It  was  a  bad  night  but  an  enthusiastic  and  good-sized 
audience  appeared.  The  caste  did  some  excellent  work.  Jane 
Errett,  as  the  irate  father  was  most  realistic,  and  the  "ludi- 
crous ladies"  were  charming.  Estelle  Shepard  played  a  diffi- 
cult part  well.  The  rest  of  the  actors  were  good,  the  caste 
being  very  well  balanced. 
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MUSIC   NOTES 

Mr.  Whitmer  will  present  his  recital  of  American  music 
in  Fort  Smith,  Arkansas,  March  29th.  This  is  his  second  re- 
cital there. 

He  will  give  two  more  recitals  before  the  Twentieth  Cen- 
tury Club,  on  April  6th  and  13th,  on  "Harpsichord  Music" 
and  "Ultra-Modern  Music." 

The  fifth  annual  series  of  four  recitals  will  begin  on  April 
15th.  The  fourth  will,  as  usual,  be  the  Original  Composition 
Recital,  in  which  songs,  piano  solos,  trios  and  violin  works 
will  be  presented,  all  composed  by  the  students  of  the  School 
of  Music. 

BASKETBALL 

The  college  was  defeated  in  a  game  with  Dilworth  Hall, 
the  score  being  27-22. 

The  Sophomores  defeated  the  Freshmen  in  a  splendid  game 
by  a  score  of  23-11. 

The  Freshmen-Junior  game  was  a  good  one,  Margaret 
Smith  and  Eleanor  Goldsmith  making  most  of  the  Freshmen 
points.      They  won  25-13. 

EXCHANGES 

"The  Owl"  needs  literary  material  very  badly. 

"Knick  Knacks"  and  "The  Peabody"  show  plenty  of 
force  and  enthusiasm. 

"The  Cornell  Era"  is  indeed  clever  in  every  respect.  "We 
particularly  like  the  appearance  of  your  February  number. 

The  "President's  Number"  of  "The  Washington- Jeff  er- 
sonian"  is  by  far  the  best  issue  we  have  seen.  Your  editorials 
are  splendid. 

"The  Sorosis"  acknowledges  "The  Pitt  Weekly,"  "The 
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Westminster  Holcad,"  "The  Muhlenberg  Weekly,"  "The 
Buchtelite, "  and  "The  Franklin,"  which,  as  newspapers,  are 
all  good. 

The  "Allegheny  Literary  Monthly"  would  surely  delight 
the  heart  of  the  person  who  says  that  literary  effort  for  college 
papers  is  declining.  However,  we  think  that  the  childhood 
poems  could  very  easily  have  been  omitted. 

OF   COURSE 

"No  man  is  as  well  known  as  he  thinks  he  is,"  says  Caruso. 
"I  was  motoring  on  Long  Island  recently.  My  car  broke  down 
and  I  entered  a  farm  house  to  get  warm.  The  farmer  and  I 
chatted,  and  when  he  asked  me  my  name  I  told  him  that  it 
was  Caruso.     At  that  name  he  threw  up  his  hands. 

"'Caruso!'  he  explained.  'Robinson  Caruso,  the  great 
traveler !  Little  did  I  expect  ever  to  see  a  man  like  you  in 
this  here  humble  kitchen,  sir ! '  ' ' — Ex. 

NOTICE! 

Believing  that  some  of  the  Sorosis  readers  would  be  inter- 
ested to  look  over  our  Exchanges,  received  from  various  other 
colleges,  the  Exchange  Editor  will  hereafter  keep  these  period- 
icals in  the  Reading  Room,  where  anybody  can  read  them.  It 
is  hoped  that  this  will  increase  the  student  interest  in  the 
Sorosis,  by  observing  what  other  schools  are  doing  along  the 
same  line. 

"Yes,  it  took  me  about  six  months'  hard  work  learning  to 
work  this  aeroplane." 

"And  what  have  you  for  your  pains?" 
"Arnica." — Ex. 

Poiret  is  fighting  at  the  front, 

Paquin  is  sorting  rations; 
This  war  plays  just  what  Sherman  said, 

Especially  with  fashions. — Ex. 
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Vindicated 

In  a  public  school  recently  the  children  were  called  upon 
to  write  an  essay,  and  at  the  appointed  time  Willie  submitted 
an  effusion  on  the  ark,  in  which  he  made  the  statement  that 
Mr.  Noah  fished  one  day  for  about  five  minutes.  "When  the 
teacher  looked  over  the  essay  she  was  not  a  little  puzzled.  She 
couldn't  understand  why  anybody  fond  of  piscatorial  sport 
should  give  up  in  so  short  a  time. 

"Willie,"  she  remarked,  "you  say  here  that  they  fished 
for  only  five  minutes.     Why  was  that?" 

"Because,"  was  the  prompt  answer,  "they  didn't  have 
but  two  worms." — Ex. 

The  captain's  son  stood  on  the  bridge  of  a  schooner  be- 
side his  father  on  a  windy  night.  It  suddenly  became  neces- 
sary for  the  captain  to  go  below,  and  he  said  to  the  boy,  whom 
he  had  been  instructing: 

"Here,  take  the  wheel.  I'll  be  back  soon.  Steer  by 
that  star  and  then  you  will  be  all  right." 

The  boy  began  to  steer,  and  soon  had  the  schooner  out 
of  her  course.  The  star  appeared  at  the  stern  instead  of  the 
head,  and,  with  a  feeling  of  pride,  he  shouted  to  the  captain: 

"Come  and  find  me  another  star.  I've  passed  that 
one!"— Ex. 

Judge — "Are  you  guilty,  or  not  guilty?" 
Prisoner — "Not  guilty,  your  honor.      My  counsel's  words 
haye  entirely  convinced  me  of  my  innocence." — Ex. 
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THE    BLUE-BIRD 

By  Emily  S.  Kates,  '18 

The  morn  is  dull  and  bleak  and  grim, 
A  gray  cloud  hangs  o'er  everything; 
The  sun  is  still  asleep  in  bed, 
With  a  thick,  gray  blanket  round  its  head. 

Now  wafted  on  the  air  I  hear 

A  song,"  so  wondrous  sweet  and  clear, 

A  humming,  breezy,  tweezy  thing, 

That  brings  to  you  the  thoughts  of  Spring. 

The  bluebird  sings  of  lands  afar, 
Where  all  the  trees  and  flowers  are ; 
Of  lands  now  blest  with  summer's  bliss, 
With  all  the  happy  things  we  miss. 

At  first  a  few,  low,  twittering  notes, 
And  then  upon  the  air,  there  floats 
A  warbling,  cheery,  bright  and  gay, 
That  scatters  the  gloom  of  the  dark  day. 


The  aria  ends — its  echo  lingers ; 
The  earth  is  touched  by  magic  fingers, 
The  sun  shines  forth  in  rapturous  glee, 
And  Spring  wakes  at  that  melody. 
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A  MATTER  OF   PUBLIC   OPINION 

By  Melba  R.  Martin,  '16 

Enter  Mr.  0 'Grady,  limping  and  mopping  his  brow. 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — Well,  are  ye  tired  after  yer  long  march, 
Michael?     Sit-down  and  rest. 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (sighing) — I  do  be  a  trifle  weary.  We 
marched  fer  miles. 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — Oh,  but  Michael,  think  how  foin  it  wus, 
marchin'  at  the  top  o'  yer  line!     I'm  proud  o'  ye,  Michael. 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (forgetting  his  weariness  and  marching 
proudly  up  and  down  the  kitchen) — Ye  can  be,  ye  can. 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — Yer  not  marchin'  any  more,  Michael.  Sit 
down  and  be  quiet.  But  ye  do  look  grand,  man,  in  that  new 
coat  and  them  brass  buttons.  Yer  the  handsomest  man  on  the 
strate.  (Mrs.  0 'Grady  stops  her  dish-washing  to  regard  her 
illustrious  husband.) 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (swelling  with  pride) — Ye  ought  to  be  proud 
to  be  called  me  wife,  me  dear. 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — I  am  that,  Michael.  Yer  the  grandest 
mon  in  the  neighborhood,  now  yev  been  permoted.  Ye  must 
a  looked  mighty  at  the  head  o'  that  line,  with  all  the  neigh- 
bors yellin'  and  shoutin'  and  takin'  off  their  hats  to  ye.  I'm 
proud  to  be  Mrs.  0 'Grady.  (Michael  stops  his  marching  and 
drops  wearily  into  a  chair.)  Git  up  there,  Michael  0 'Grady, 
ye '11  git  that  coat  all  wrinkled,  git  up.  (Michael  rises  obedi- 
ently, removes  the  coat  and  throws  it  on  a  chair  and  then  sits 
on  it.) 

Mr.  0 'Grady— I  did  feel  proud,  I  did  feel — 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — Fer  the  love  of  heaven,  Michael,  git  up! 
Yer  settin'  on  yer  new  coat.  A  pretty  sight  it  will  be  when 
yer  through  sleepin' on  it.  Git  up !  Give  me  that  coat.  (She 
carefully  dries  her  hands  and  carefully  hangs  the  coat  on  the 
back  of  a  chair.)  Now,  Michael,  tell  me  some  more  about  the 
march.     Wuz  the  neighbors  all  glad  to  see  ye? 

Mr.  O'Grady  (again  swelling  up  with  pride) — Ah!  how 
they  shouted  and  cheered.      I  didn't  believe  I  was  Michael 
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0 'Grady  at  all,  at  all,  till  oi  hears  them  shoutin'  me  name. 

Mrs.  0 'Grady  (gazing  wonderingly  at  her  famous  hus- 
band)— And  wuz  Dennis  O'Neil  there,  too,  Michael? 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (growing  more  and  more  pleased  with  him- 
self)— Sure  he  was  there.     He  marched  right  behind  me  and — 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — I'll  show  her,  I'll  show  her!  That  wife 
o'  his  wuz  so  proud  and  mighty  whan  they  made  her  president 
o'  the  Improvement  Society,  instead  o'  me.  But  she  won't  be 
proud  any  more,  she  won't.  Oi'm  Michael  0 'Grady's  wife 
and  she'll  have  to  bow  to  me. 

Mr.  0 'Grady — Yer  right,  me  dear,  yer  right!  She  won't 
be  mighty  with  ye  any  more,  not  with  yer  man  Michael  leadin' 
the  line  and  Dennis  only  after  him. 

Mrs.  0 'Grady  (interestedly) — Wuz  she  mad  whan  the 
neighbors  yelled  and  shouted  and  lifted  their  hats  to  ye, 
Michael?     But  ye  men  niver  see  sich  things. 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (limping  to  a  chair  by  the  stove  and  sitting 
down) — Nay,  how  could  oi,  whan  everybody  wuz  shoutin'! 
And  she,  she  couldn't  help  hersilf.  Ye  don't  understand  them 
things;  wimmin  niver  do.  (Michael  slowly  withdraws  one  pat- 
ent leather  boot  and  with  a  sigh  of  relief  puts  it  down  beside 
his  chair.  Mrs.  0 'Grady  returns  to  her  work  with  an  angry 
flourish.)  Nay,  ye  don't  understand.  It  is  what  a  man  that 
talked  to  us  today  called  Public  Opinion.  It's  loik  this. 
(Michael  removes  and  puts  down  the  other  shoe  with  great  re- 
lief and  proceeds  to  elucidate  to  his  ignorant  wife,  who  works 
angrily.)  It's  loik  this  Public  Opinion.  He  tells  us  that  us 
policemen  (here  Michael  sits  up  with  great  dignity)  can't 
make  them  laws  go  without  the  people's  pushen'  behind.  It's 
loik  a  autermobile.  It  cin  have  a  wheel  but  it  won't  go  with- 
out somebody  is  behind  that  wheel  so — 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — If  yer  so  smart,  Michael  0 'Grady,  why 
don't  ye  answer  what  oi  ask  ye?  Yer  always  talkin'  about 
wimmin  bein'  ignorant.  (She  pronounces  the  word  with  the 
stress  on  the  second  syllable.)  Oi  wuz  talkin'  about  Dennis 
0 'Neil's  woif,  I— 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (lighting  the  pipe  which  he  has  just  taken 
from  the  mantel.)      That's  jest  what  oi'm  comin'  to,  me  dear. 
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Calm  yersilf.  Now,  this  Public  Opinion  be  behind  everything 
and  whan  iverybody  wuz  shoutin'  fer  Michael  0 'Grady,  she 
couldn't,  all  be  hersilf,  yell  fer  Dennis  O'Niel.  Ye  see, 
Public  Opinion  wuz  agin  her.      D'ye  see1? 

Mrs.  0 'Grady  (drawing  herself  up  with  dignity)  Of 
course,  oi  see!  D'ye  think  oi  don't  know  nothin'?  They  tell 
us  all  about  sich  things  at  the  Improvement  Society.  (Michael 
sighs  and  looks  disgusted.  Mrs.  0 'Grady's  pride  in  her  hus- 
band comes  back  with  a  rush  as  she  thinks  of  his  glory  and 
she  stops  again  in  her  work.)  But  oi  am  proud  o'  ye,  Michael, 
me  mon.  (She  turns  and  looks  at  him  and  scrowls  deeply  as 
she  sees  him  with  his  head  down.)     Michael  0 'Grady! 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (almost  asleep) — Huh?  (Slowly  he  wakes  up.) 

Mrs.  0 'Grady  (pointing  wrathfully  toward  the  shoes) — 
Michael  0 'Grady,  will  ye  plaze  to  take  yer  fate  down  and  put 
on  thim  shoes.  It  ain't  polite  to  set  with  yer  shoes  off.  They 
teach  us  manners  at  the  Improvement  Society  and — 

Mr.  0 'Grady — Ah,  yer  Improvement  Society  makes  me 
toired.  Yer  always  gittin'  new  f angled  notions  there.  Now, 
what  be  there  to  prevent  a  mon  frum  bein'  comfortable  in  his 
own  house!     (He  rolls  back  comfortably  in  his  chair.) 

Mrs.  0 'Grady  (almost  dropping  some  of  the  dishes  she 
is  washing) — Oh  yer  beyond  improvement,  oi  know,  but  whan 
ye'v  got  that  blue  coat  and  thim  brass  buttons  and  march  at 
the  head  o'  yer  line,  ye  ought  to  have  a  bit  o'  silf-respect  fer 
yersilf.  It  ain't  fer  the  loik  o'  ye  to  be  talkin'  to  me  about 
bein'  comfortable.  Yer  old  enough,  Michael  0 'Grady,  to  be 
larnin'  some  manners.  Wi  thim  three  beautiful  daughters! 
Ye '11  be  disgracin'  the  family  and  thim.  (Mrs.  0 'Grady  picks 
up  a  towel  and  flourishes  it  about.)  Angeline,  come  wipe  those 
dishes  fer  me,  so's  oi  can  talk  to  yer  dad.  Angeline,  d'ye 
hear? 

Angeline  (lookin'  up  from  her  novel  and  frowning)  — 
What  do  you  want? 

Mrs.  0 'Grady  (again  flourishing  the  towel) — I  want  ye  to 
wipe  these  dishes  fer  me. 

Angeline  (going  back  to  her  book) — I'm  reading,  ma. 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (waking  up  for  a  moment) — Help  yer  ma, 
Angeline. 
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Mrs.  0 'Grady — Kape  quiet,  Michael;  Angeline  ain't  used 
to  dish  washin'.     She's  got  a  aseptic  mind.  Why,  her  poetry — 

Angeline — Aesthetic,  mother,  aesthetic. 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — That's  what  oi  said,  aseptic.  Yer  always 
correctin'  me.     Come  wipe  those  dishes. 

Angeline  (throwing  down  her  book) — Oh,  I  can't  read 
here !  The  atmosphere  is  so  plebian.  You  and  father  with 
your  petty  differences.  (She  walks  up  and  down  in  pretended 
abstraction.)  They  are  so  absurd.  (She  turns  quickly  to  her 
mother.)     But  to  thee,  my  love,  I  fly,  although  I'd  rather  die. 

Mrs.  0 'Grady  (giving  her  poetic  daughter  a  towel) — It's 
grand,  Angeline,  yer  poetry.    The  Improvement  Society — 

Mr.  0 'Grady— Uh! 

Mrs.  0 'Grady  (glancing  at  her  husband  who  has  almost 
reached  the  snoring  stage) — Didn't  oi  tell  ye  to  put  yer  shoes 
on,  Michael?  Edicated  paple  don't  sit  round  without  their 
shoes  on.      'Tis  impolite. 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (looks  guiltily  at  the  shining  patent  leath- 
ers and  sighs) — If  ye'd  let  a  man  buy  shoes  that  he  can  walk 
in,  he  wouldn't  have  to — 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — Michael  0 'Grady,  who's  kapin'  ye  from 
buyin'  shoes  ye  can  walk  in?  Oi  do  me  best  to  have  ye  lookin' 
nice  and  not  a  disgrace  to  the  family  whan  ye  go  on  duty. 
But  yev  got  a  soul  that  can't  be  improved. 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (picking  up  one  of  the  patent  leathers  and 
flinging  it  across  the  room) — Ye'd  be  improvin'  iverything, 
wouldn't  ye?  A  man  can't  live  in  pace  wi'  his  own  family, 
a  woif  and  three  daughters — 

Angeline  (forgetting  her  duty  and  walking  up  and  down 
the  room) — Father,  you  are  so  plebian;  my  soul  shudders  at 
your  ignorance.  (Angeline  goes  to  the  sink,  picks  up  a  plate 
and  starts  to  dry  it.)  There  is  not  a  spark  of  poetry  in — (She 
drops  the  plate  and  stands  gazing  at  the  pieces.)  Oh,  sad 
ruins,  sacrificed  on  Parnassus  altar! 

Mrs.  0 'Grady  (who  has  been  looking  on  in  horror) — An- 
geline 0 'Grady!  Ye  be  the  stoopidest  girl  oi  iver  did  see. 
Me  best  dishes.  Oh,  git  back  to  yer  poetry;  'tis  all  yer  good 
for. 

Angeline  (already  at  the  table  writing,  picks  up  the  paper 
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and  reads) — "Dishes  beautiful  and  fine,  broken  on  Parnassus 
shrine." 

Mrs.  0 'Grady  (picking  up  the  broken  pieces  carefully) — 
Duned,  why  that  girl  ain't  got  a  grain  o'  sense. 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (agreeing  quickly) — Oi  told  ye,  me  dear. 
There  ain't  no  good  in  always  writin'  poetry.  Ye  can't  earn 
nuthin'  that  way.  'Tis  all  nonsense.  That  girl  won't  come 
to  no  good ;  ye  mark  me  words. 

Mrs.  0 'Grady  (suddenly  realizing  that  her  husband  is 
speaking,  puts  the  fragrants  on  the  table  and  moves  over  to- 
ward him) — Michael  0 'Grady,  shet  up!  Ye  ain't  got  no  sense 
ayther !  Ye  ought  to  be  proud  o '  yer  daughter,  that  cin 
write  sech  poetry.  But  oi  told  ye  yer  soul  wuz  beyond  im- 
provin' ! 

(The  inner  door  opens  suddenly  and  Allison,  the  beauty 
of  the  0 'Grady  family,  comes  in.  She  whirls  in  rather  than 
walks  and  in  all  her  movements  she  calls  attention  to  her  per- 
sonal attractions.  She  is  overdressed,  wearing  the  most  ex- 
agerated  of  the  fashions  of  the  day  and  her  hair  is  arranged 
in  the  most  fashionable  coiffure.  As  she  comes  in  she  pats 
her  hair  confidently  and  glances  at  herself  in  the  mirror  as 
she  whirls  by.  In  the  middle  of  the  room  she  stops  to  glance 
at  her  mother,  who  is  standing  in  an  attitude  of  defiance  by 
her  husband's  chair.) 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — Ye  can't  'preciate  good  poitry,  ye  can't — 

Allison — What's  the  matter,  mother? 

Mrs.  0 'Grady  (angrily) — Oh.  yer  father  ain't  got  no 
poitry  and  (as  her  eyes  fall  on  the  broken  china)  Angeline 
has  jist  broke  me  best  china ! 

Allison  (very  conscious  of  her  superiority) — Don't  say 
broke,  ma  dear.  Say  broken.  Angeline  always  was  awk- 
ward. She  thinks  because  she  writes  poetry — (She  shrugs  her 
shoulders  and  again  pats  her  coiffure  complacently.)  But 
what  is  the  matter  with  father?  You  should  have  seen  him 
in  the  parade  today.  He  looked  grand,  positively  grand, 
with  his  brass  buttons  and  his  new  coat.  (She  whirls  around 
to  where  her  father  is  sitting  and  as  she  reaches  his  chair  she 
stumbles  over  the  remaining  patent  leather.)      Ouch!      Why 


THE      SOROSIS  9 

what — father !  Put  your  shoes  on.  The  idea !  To  sit  in  the 
house  with  your  shoes  off.     "Why — ! 

Mr.  0 'Grady— Huh? 

Allison — Father,  put  your  shoes  on.  Why,  you're  a  dis- 
grace. When  Jack  Mitchell  and  I  watched  you  today  I  thought 
you  looked  respectable.  But  your  new  position  hasn't  changed 
you  a  bit.  You're  as  disgraceful  as  ever.  (Out  of  breath,  she 
whirls  around  and  sits  down  opposite  her  sister  at  the  table.) 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — That's  jist  what  oi've  been  tellin'  him; 
he's— 

Allison  (a  little  less  breathless) — Yes,  you're  just  as  dis- 
graceful as  ever.  I'm  ashamed  to  let  on  you're  my  father. 
You  and  Angeline !  You  're  both  a  disgrace  to  the  family. 
Look  at  her  frowsy  hair.  (Allison  again  pats  her  coiffure.) 
It  must  be  that  poetry  sticking  out. 

(Mr.   0 'Grady  snores.) 

Allison  (goes  over  and  shakes  him) — Father,  put  your 
shoes  on,  do  you  hear? 

Mr.  0 'Grady— Me  fate  hurt. 

Allison  (commandingly) — Put  your  shoes  on.  You're  a 
disgrace ! 

Mrs.  0 'Grady  (nodding  her  head  in  agreement) — Jest 
what  oi've  been  tellin'  him.      Michael — ! 

Allison — Father,  put  your  shoes  on.  And  throw  away 
that  old  pipe.  John  brought  you  a  new  one  the  last  time  he 
was  here. 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (beginning  to  wake  up) — It's  broke. 

Allison  (sweetly) — Say  broken,  father,  not  broke.  That's 
incorrect.      At  the  Improvement  Society — 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (growing  angry) — Broke,  oi  said.  Oi  broke 
it.  Say,  "Oi  broken  it,"  if  ye  want  to.  'Tis  incorrect.  Oi 
say,  "Oi  broke  it." 

(Allison  continues  to  smile  sweetly). 

Mr.  0 'Grady — Quit  yer  grinnin',  oi  say!  Quit  grinnin' 
all  the  toim.      Ye  look  loik  a,  loik  a — 

Angeline — Like  a  Cheshire  cat,  father.  That's  in  "Alice, 
the  Wonderful,"  you  know,  when  Alice  goes  to — 

Mr.  0 'Grady — Yes,  loik  a  Sleezir  cat.  Quit  grinnin,  oi 
say! 
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Allison  (still  smiling  and  going  over  to  the  mirror  to  look 
at  herself) — I'd  frown,  father,  to  please  you,  if  it  did  any  good, 
but  frowning  makes  wrinkles  and  that  would  spoil  my  looks. 
And  besides,  smiling  shows  my  teeth.  (She  smiles  at  herself 
in  the  mirror  and  comes  back  to  the  table.) 

Mrs.  O'Gradjr  (who  has  been  finishing  her  work  during 
the  conversation) — Allison  is  right,  Michael.  Ye  ain't  tidy. 
Now,  put  yer  shoes  on     Oi  told  ye  long  ago. 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (almost  getting  out  of  his  chair  in  his  anger) 
- — Oi  tell  ye  all  me  fate  hurt.  Oi  tramped  all  over  the  town 
today  in  thim  patent  leather  shoes,  just  fer  style  and  oi  can't 
walk. 

(Enter  Hildegarde,  the  family  wit.) 

Hildegarde — I  heard  a  fine  joke  today.  Somebody  said 
(She  stops  and  looks  around.)  What's  the  matter?  Oh,  I 
see,  everybody's  workin  but  father.  Father,  get  busy.  (She 
walks  over  to  him  in  mock  dignity  and  stumbles  over  the  shoe. 
Slowly  she  picks  it  up  and  gazes  at  it)  Hum,  (laughing) 
Dennis  O'Niel  wears  the  largest  size;  dad's  is  two  sizes  larger. 
(Everyone  except  Michael  laughs.  Hildegarde  becomes  seri- 
ous). Father,  put  your  shoes  on.  It's  disgraceful  to  sit  around 
like  this.     (She  puts  the  shoe  down). 

Angeline — Um,  huh! 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — Jest  what  we've  been  tellin'  him. 

(Allison  nods  her  head.      Mr.  0 'Grady  groans.) 

Hildegarde— Well,  put  your  shoes  on.  And  do  throw  away 
that  old  pipe.  Now  that  you've  been  promoted  you  think 
you  can  do  anything  you  like.  (Michael  begins  to  smoke  as 
hard  as  possible.)  Ugh.  that  smoke  is  terrible!  (She  opens 
the  door  while  the  other  members  of  the  family  move  as  far 
away  from  Michael  as  possible.)  Throw  away  that  pipe! 
You're  disgracing  the  family  and  not  trying  to  help  us  keep 
up  our  social  positions.  (She  goes  over  and  takes  the  pipe 
and  throws  it  out  at  the  door.) 

(Mr.  O'Grady  rises  up  and  flings  the  other  shoe  across 
the  room.) 

Mrs.  O'Grady  (calmly)— Sit  down,  Michael,  sit  down.  Oi 
always  told  ye  that  ye  had  a  soul  that  couldn't  be  improved. 
Whan  we  try  to  do  somethin'  fer  yer  own  good,  ye  git  mad. 
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'Twas  right  fer  Hildegarde  to  throw  away  yer  pipe.  At  the 
Improvement  Society — 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (exhausted  from  his  outburst,  sinks  back 
in  his  chair) — Oi  tell  ye,  niver  to  mention  that  Shimprovement 
Society  to  me  agin.  Niver  agin!  D'ye  hear?  (disgusted.) 
Ye  wimmin  try  to  be  so  smart,  so  smart.  Why,  ye  don't  know 
nothin'!      Nothin',  oi  say! 

(As  Michael  grows  more  excited,  the  rest  of  the  family 
grow  more  calm.  By  this  time  they  are  all  smiling  indulgent- 
ly at  him.) 

Hildegarde  (undisturbed) — But  we  want  to  tell  you  about 
the  Improvement  Society.  (Michael  almost  chokes  in  his  ef- 
fort to  talk.)  They  say  that  smoking  stunts  the  growth. 
Just  see  how  little  you  are.  (To  her  sister)  That's  father's 
sore  spot. 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (coming  over  to  the  table  and  bringing  his 
fist  down  on  it) — Oi've  been  marchin'  in  the  sun  this  blessed 
day  and  all  me  loif.  Oi've  been  workin'  fer  ye.  No  wonder 
me  growth 's  stunted  ! 

Hildegarde — We  don't  mind,  father,  we  like  you  just  the 
same.  But  put. on  your  shoes.  The  heels  will  raise  you  at 
least  an  inch.  (She  looks  at  her  mother  and  sister  and  they 
all  laugh.) 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (speechless  with  anger  for  a  moment) — Ye — 
ye — .  Oh,  to  talk  to  yer  father  that  way !  Ye  be  a  ungrateful 
— a  ungrateful — 

Angeline  (picking  up  her  book  carelessly) — Call  her  a 
clod  of  human  clay,  father.     It  sounds  so  aesthetic.   Call  her — 

Mr.  0 'Grady — A  clod — a  clod  o'  human  clay  ain't,  ain't 
good  enough  fer  her.     N'  fer  ye  ayther.     Yer — yer — 

Mrs.  O'Grady  (growing  heated  again) — Michael  O'Grady! 
Its  bad  enough  fer  ye  to  be  yellin'  loik  this,  if  ye  had  yer  old 
job.  But  fer  a  mon  in  yer  position,  it's  disgraceful!  Ain't 
ye  got  no  sense?     Put  your  shoe  on  now. 

Mr.  O'Grady  (again  bringing  his  fist  down  on  the  table)  — 
Oi  tell  ye  again,  me  fate  hurt.  Me  fate  hurt,  d'ye  hear?  And 
oi  ain't  goin'  to  put  me  shoes  on.  (He  walks  over  authoritative- 
ly to  the  chair  and  sits  down.)  Oi  hope  ye  understand  now, 
ye — ye — 
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Angeline — Count  ten,  father.  Count  ten,  like  the  girl  in 
the  Dickens'  story.     Count  ten. 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (spluttering) — Ye — ye — 

Angeline — Count  ten,  father,  count  ten. 

Mrs.  0 'Grady  (thoroughly  disgusted) — It  wouldn't  hurt 
ye  to  count  ten  ayther.  Count  ten,  Michael  0 'Grady,  and  thin, 
loik  a  man  o'  sinse,  set  down  and  put  on  yer  shoes.  Anyhow, 
ye '11  ketch  cold.      At  the  Improvement  Society  they — 

Mr.  0 'Grady — Didn't  oi  tell  ye  niver  to  mintion  Shim- 
provement  Society  agin!      Oi  told  ye,  didn't  oi? 

Angeline — Count  ten,  father,  count  ten,  like  the  girl  in 
the  Dickens' — 

Mr.  O'Grady  (rising  again) — Do  yer  Shimprovement  So- 
ciety teach  ye  to  swear?  Don't  ye  dare  to  say  the  dickens 
agin.      Oi  don't  allow  it.     Oi  don't  allow  it,  d'ye  hear? 

Allison — Father  dear,  don't  lose  your  self-control.  You'll 
spoil  the  shape  of  your  mouth  if  you  talk  so  loud.  And  be- 
sides, your  voice  will  get  hoarse. 

Mr.  O'Grady — Shet  up!  D'ye  hear?  Oi've  hed  enough 
from  ye.     Oi've  been  marchin'  in  the  sun  all  day  and — 

Mrs.  0  'Grady — Well,  it 's  yer  own  fault,  Michael  0  'Grady ! 
Oi  told  ye  to  git  a  job  drivin'  the  patrol,  instead  o'  havin'  a 
regular  beat.     But  ye  niver  listen  to  a  word  we  tell  ye — 

Mr.  O'Grady — Ye  don't  know  what  yer  sayin',  ye  don't. 
It  wuz  ye  that  made  me  march.  Jist  fer  the  style.  Ye  wuz 
glad  enough  to  see  yer  mon,  Michael,  at  the  head  o'  the  line. 
Ye— 

Mrs.  O'Grady  (calmly)  —  'Twuz  yer  own  fault,  Michael. 
(Growing  more  excited.)  And  enyhow,  oi  think  ye  ought  to 
be  proud  to  be  at  the  top  o'  yer  line  and  marchin'  wi'  them 
brass  buttons  on  that  new,  blue  coat.  All  the  ladies  of  the 
Imp- * 

Mr.  O'Grady — Shet  up,  oi  say!  Now,  shet  up!  Ye  can't 
go  there  no  more,  d'ye  hear?  And  don't  say  Shimprovement 
Society  to  me.  Niver  agin.  D'ye  hear?  Now,  oi'm  the  boss 
here.      They — 

Mrs.  O'Grady — Michael! 

Mr.  O'Grady — They  teach  ye  to  be  disrespectful  to  yer 
husband  and  yer  father.  Ye  can't  go  no  more.     Ye've  to  obey 
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me  now,  d'ye  understand?      Oi'm  the  boss.      Oi'm — 

Angeline — Just  because  you're  a  policeman? 

Allison — You're  ignorant,  father — ignorant. 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — Yes,  Michael  0 'Grady,  yer  ignorant.  Yer 
mind  hain't  been  improved.     Ye  don't  know  nothin'. 

Hildegarde — Yes,  father,  you  know  nothing — ab-so-lutely 
nothin.  You  aren't  even  informed  on  the  questions  of  the 
day.     Men  are  no  longer  the  bosses. 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (yells)—  Oi '11  show  ye— oi'll— 

Hildegarde — Only  on  the  police  force. 

Angeline — Not  even  there,  father.  Women  are  coming 
to  the  front  in  every  way.  As  poets,  as  authors,  we  excel  and 
soon  we'll  be  policewomen,  too. 

(Michael  tries  in  vain  to  interrupt.) 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — Yes,  Michael  0 'Grady.  Ye '11  be  losin' 
yer  job  pretty  soon,  and  then  who'll  be  marchin'  at  the  head 
o'  the  lines?  It  won't  be  Michael  0 'Grady  that  they'll  be 
yellin'  about,  but  his  woif.      Mind! 

(Michael  looks  frightened  for  a  moment.) 

Mr.  0 'Grady — Well,  yer  all  welcome  to  the  job,  oi  say. 
Whin  yer  marchin'  all  day,  around  in  the  sun  and  in  the 
streets — 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — Don't  ye  worry,  Michael  0 'Grady!  We 
ain't  sech  babies.     And  when  we  git  the  vote,  why — 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (almost  choking  with  anger) — Ye — Ye — 

Angeline — Count  ten,  father.  Don't  forget  Tattycoran. 
Count  ten. 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — Yes,  Michael,  count  ten.  And  when  we 
git  the  gote — 

Mr.  0 'Grady — Ye '11,  ye '11  niver  git  it!  Ye '11  niver  git 
the  vote.  Ye  've  got  no  self-control ;  no  self — and  besides, 
can't  ye  see  that  Public  Opinion's  agin  it?  Public  Opinion, 
loik  the  man  told  us  about  today,  won 't  allow  it.  Ye  '11  never 
git  the  vote.  Ye  don't  know  enough.  (More  in  disgust  than 
ever.)      Ye  don't  know  nothin'. 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — It's  men  thet  don't  know  nothin'.  But 
maybe  if  ye  put  yer  shoes  on  ye'd  feel  better,  Michael.  Have 
ye  no  manners  at  all?  Refoined  people  keep  their  shoes  on 
in  the  house.     When  we  git  the  vote — 
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Mr.  0 'Grady  (screaming) — Niver,  niver,  ye '11  niver  git  it! 
(There  is  a  knock  at  the  door  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  O'Niel  appear 
there.)  Nay,  ye '11  niver  get  it.  Public  Opinion's  agin  it,  oi 
say.  Public  Opinion.  They  can't  make  no  laws  go  without 
it — without  Public  Opinion — 

(The  rap  at  the  door  is  repeated.) 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — Well,  put  yer  shoes  on,  Michael,  put  them 
on.  (She  turns  and  sees  the  0 'Niels.)  Why,  come  right  in, 
me  dear.      How  be  ye?      Come  in. 

Mrs.  O'Niel— Thanks,  Mrs.  0 'Grady.  Me  and  Dennis 
wuz  afraid  there  wuz  somethin'  wrong.  We  heard  ye  scrapin' 
over  to  our  house  and  we  came  over  to  say  what  the  trouble 
might  be. 

Mr.  O'Niel — Yes,  Michael,  what's  wrong?  We  thought 
ye  were  bein'  murdered.     Nothin'  so  bad  as  that,  oi  hope. 

Angeline — Father  won't  put  his  shoes  on,  and  we're  try- 
ing- 
Mrs.  0 'Grady — He's  beyond  improvin',  that  mon  o'  mine. 
He  won't  put  his  shoes  on. 

Allison  (pats  her  hair  and  tries  to  call  the  attention  of 
the  0 'Niels  to  her  beauty) — No,  father  won't.  As  mother 
says,  he's  beyond  improving.  (She  sits  down  on  the  couch. 
The  other  ladies  follow  and  they  begin  a  spirited  conversa- 
tion.) 

Mr.  O'Niel  (going  over  to  Michael) — Well,  Michael,  what 
may  the  matter  be? 

Mrs.  O'Niel  (from  the  couch) — It's  business  about — 

Mr.  0 'Grady — Oi'll  tell  ye,  Dennis.  Oi  been  marchin' 
around  all  day  in  the  sun  and  they  git  mad  when  oi  take  me 
shoes  off. 

Mrs.  O'Niel — Jist  loik  Dennis.     Ye  can't  do  nothin' — 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — Oi  guess  men  all  be  aloik. 

(Mr.  O'Niel  and  Mr.  0 'Grady  stop  to  listen  for  a  moment.) 

Mrs.  O'Niel — Dennis  keeps  his  shoes  on  but  dear  me — 

Mr.  0 'Grady — Oh,  Dennis.  It's  awful  to  have  a  stylish 
family. 

Allison — Father,  aren't  your  shoes  on  yet? 

Angeline — Father — 

Mr.     0 'Grady     (looking     startled) — Why — and     Dennis, 
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they're  pesterin'  me  loif  away  to  put  on  me  shoes. 

Mrs.  O'Niel  (rising  and  looking  at  Michael) — Mr.  0 'Grady, 
oi  used  to  believe  ye  wuz  a  good  mon  but  yer  wearyin'  yer 
woif  to  her  grave.  (She  goes  back  to  the  couch  and  they  be- 
gin to  talk  again.) 

Mr.  O'Niel — 0' Grady,  put  yer  shoes  on.  Ye  can't  do 
nothin'  wi'  thim  wimmin  folk.  And  you  remember  what  the 
man  said  today.  Ye  got  to  have  Public  Opinion.  Can't  ye  see 
yer  family's  agin  ye.      Public  Opinion. 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (surprised  and  starting  to  speak) — Why — 
why — ! 

Mr.  O'Nit  —  Sure! 

Angeline—  That's  a  splendid  idea. 

Mr.  O'Gra^  (rises  and  mutters) — Public  Opinion  agin 
me?  Agin  me?  Oi  won't —  (He  sits  down  quickly  on  hear- 
ing his  wife's  voice.) 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — Michael  0 'Grady,  are  ye  goin'  to  put  thim 
shoes  on  or  not?     Hurry  up. 

(Michael  starts  to  answer  but  says  nothing.) 

Mr.  O'Niel   (aside) — Public  Opinion! 

Mrs.  0 'Grady — Michael! 

Mr.  0 'Grady  (limping  over  to  get  his  shoes) — Yes,  me 
dear. 

ETHICS   FOR   CHILDREN 

By  Grace  Woodrow,  '16 

We  speak  of  ethics  for  children.  We  should  say,  rather, 
ethics  for  ourselves  in  our  relations  to  children.  For  it  is 
only  through  us  that  children  come  to  know  anything  of  morals 
or  ethics.  We  are  scarcely  able  to  realize  the  responsibility 
under  which  we  are  placed  in  dealing  with  children.  It  is  only 
through  our  speech  and  actions  that  they  receive  any  im- 
pression as  to  the  difference  between  right  and  wrong.  And 
it  is  not  optional  on  our  part  whether  they  shall  be  influenced 
or  not.  Their  little  minds  are  open  and  are  assimilating  every- 
thing they  see  and  hear  and  we  are  responsible  that  they  see 
and  hear  only  the  good. 

Books  have  been  written  laying  out  courses  of  ethics  for 
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children ;  stories  for  the  mother  or  teacher  to  tell ;  poems,  prov- 
erbs, golden  texts  for  the  child  to  memorize,  and  so  on  indefi- 
nitely— these  have  been  arranged  under  the  various  headings 
of  " Patriotism,"  "Truthfulness,"  "Selfishness,"  "Gratitude." 
Many  of  these  lessons  are  excellent,  but  is  a  child  going  to  re- 
ceive his  training  in  this  line  only  during  his  ethics  lesson,  and 
close  his  mind  to  it  at  all  other  times? 

The  purpose  of  all  moral  instruction,  whether  for  the  child 
or  adult,  is  to  increase  the  power  to  choose  the  right.  The 
child  cannot  make  this  choice  of  his  own  accord.  To  do  a  cer- 
tain thing,  appeals  to  him,  merely  because  he  thinks  it  will  give 
him  pleasure  for  the  moment.  He  has  not  yet  come  to  the 
understanding  that  the  greater  good  is  that  which  endures. 
It  is  our  duty  and  privilege  to  help  him  develop  this  power. 
We  have  had  more  experience  than  he,  and  are,  therefore,  more 
capable  of  knowing  the  outcome  of  the  various  kinds  of  action. 
And  it  is  for  this  reason,  and  only  this,  that  we  must  insist 
upon  obedience  from  the  child — not  the  blind  obedience  that 
is  enforced  because  of  our  physical  superiority,  but  obedience 
resulting  from  the  respect  the  child  feels  for  us  and  our  ex- 
perience. And  we  on  our  part  should  think  of  the  child,  not 
as  a  weaker  being,  and  one  destined  to  be  permanently  de- 
pendent upon  us,  but  as  the  future  strong,  independent  and 
self-reliant  man  whose  care  has  been  intrusted  to  us  for  a  few 
years  only,  and  who  will  eventually  be  grateful  to  us  for  hav- 
ing given  him  a  high  standard  of  morals,  and  thus  saving  him 
from  being  a  slave  to  whatever  external  power  happens  to  be 
strong  enough  to  compel  his  obedience.  There  are  certainly 
times,  however,  when  for  the  child's  own  safety  or  protection, 
it  is  necessary  that  he  obey  implicitly,  and,  if  for  no  other 
reason,  because  he  is  forced  to  do  so  by  the  stronger  will  of 
the  adult.  But  if  he  has  come  to  a  realization  that  we  demand 
his  obedience  as  a  part  of  something  higher  than  the  fulfill- 
ment of  our  own  selfish  desires,  he  will  not  feel  that  we  are 
imposing  upon  his  weakness. 

Some  may  think  it  impossible  for  a  child  to  be  too  obedi- 
ent ;  but  the  child  who  has  been  allowed  no  initiative  will  be 
at  an  utter  loss  when  some  great  crisis  comes,  or,  if  he  is  ever 
told  to  do  wrong — and  it  is  certain  he  will  be — he  will  obey 
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just  as  readily  as  if  told  to  do  right.  It  makes  no  difference 
to  him.  He  has  been  taught  that  his  only  duty  is  to  obey.  He 
has  little,  if  any,  conception  of  right  and  wrong.  He  was  told 
to  act  a  certain  way.  He  obeyed.  He  then  was  relieved  of 
all  responsibility.  Can  he  grow  up  to  the  highest  type  of  man- 
hood— the  man  who  stands  firm  and  true  to  his  convictions  of 
right  and  wrong  in  the  crises  that  are  sure  to  come?  If  he 
does  it  will  only  be  through  many  hard  lessons  he  has  had  to 
learn  when  first  put  on  his  own  resources.  It  is  not  human 
nature  to  enjoy  being  "bossed."  It  is  the  one  thing  against 
which  we  are  most  opposed.  When  freed  from  his  "boss," 
the  person  who  has  been  "bossed"  has  little  respect  or  even 
knowledge  of  the  great  laws  that  underlie  nature.  He  is  ready 
then  to  do  just  as  he  pleases,  and  when  he  has  found  out  these 
laws,  his  greatest  desire  is  to  violate  them.  He  sees  how  un- 
justly he  has  been  treated  in  being  forced  to  obey  a  law — his 
parents'  or  teachers' — which  he  knows  now  was  not  always 
right.  He  concludes  that  all  laws  are  of  this  sort  and,  the 
less  he  is  concerned  with  them,  the  better.  He  refuses  to  obey 
God  as  an  all-loving  heavenly  parent  after  realizing  how  un- 
just the  law  was  to  which  his  earthly  parent  demanded  obedi- 
ence— this  parent  who  set  himself  up  as  an  infallible  god,  whose 
command  must  never  be  questioned.  When  a  child  asks  us 
why  he  must  put  down  "four,"  when  adding  "two  plus  two," 
we  do  not  say,  "Because  I  told  you  to."  We  show  him  that 
"four"  is  always  the  result  of  putting  "two  and  two"  togeth- 
er. The  same  plan  should  be  used  in  moral  education.  We 
should  show  him  that  certain  actions  always  bring  certain  re- 
sults and  that  certain  laws  must  always  be  obeyed;  not  the 
laws  that  we  set  down,  but  those  of  a  higher  authority.  Then, 
and  only  then,  will  he  respect  our  guidance  and  obey  our  com- 
mands, not  as  commands,  but  as  advice,  and  do  so  because  he 
looks  upon  us  not  as  an  organized  band  of  bosses,  trying  in 
every  way  to  use  him  as  a  means  to  secure  our  own  ends,  but 
as  ambassadors  sent  from  a  higher  authority,  the  all-loving 
heavenly  Father — ambassadors  who  love  him  and  are  willing 
and  anxious  to  help  him  in  every  possible  way;  who  under- 
stand him,  because  they,  too,  once  had  those  very  same  problems 
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to  solve,  and,  indeed,  still  have  them  and  are,  therefore,  the 
ones  who  are  best  able  to  help  and  advise  him. 

To  inspire  this  feeling  in  the  child  the  one  virtue  we  need 
most  is  sincerity.  Necessary  as  sincerity  is  in  dealing  with 
adults,  it  is  doubly  so  with  children.  They  have  not  yet  be- 
come accustomed  to  the  sort  of  lying  habitually  used  in  our 
ordinary  social  and  business  life.  Things  to  the  child  are 
either  right  or  wrong.  There  is  no  half-way  standard.  He 
is  frank  and  honest  in  his  expressions  of  his  likes  and  dislikes. 
Sometimes  we  realize  how  painfully  frank  he  can  be.  He  knows 
by  some  inborn  power  of  his  when  we  are  not  sincere  with  him, 
and  he  resents  it  keenly.  He  loses  his  respect  for  us  and  be- 
gins to  withhold  his  confidence  because  he  feels  he  can  no 
longer  trust  us.  He  demands  that  we  be  not  only  sincere  and 
straightforward  in  our  dealings  with  him,  but  that  we  keep 
our  whole  lives  free  from  any  deception.  His  faith  in  us  is 
certainly  weakened  when  he  hears  us  tell  a  "social  lie"  or 
sees  us  acting  deceitfully.  He  is  able  to  discern  when  we  are 
not  living  according  to  the  best  that  is  in  us,  and  according 
to  the  very  code  of  morals  Ave  have  been  teaching  him.  He 
somehow  seems  to  know  when  we  are  striving  sincerely  and 
courageously  to  attain  our  ideal,  and  he  honors  us  for  it. 

Scarcely  less  important  than  sincerity  is  justice.  The  child 
has  a  highly  developed  sense  of  what  is  fair.  He  respects  the 
rules  of  a  game  and  the  player  who  does  not  "play  fair"  is 
severely  dealt  with.  He  demands  that  we,  too,  "play  fair" 
in  this  game  we  are  playing  with  him.  To  be  truly  just  we 
must  take  into  consideration  first  of  all  the  individual  child 
with  whom  we  are  dealing.  We  must  put  ourselves  in  the 
child's  place,  and  try  to  realize  how  we  would  act  in  his  place. 
No  laws  can  be  laid  down  for  our  guidance  in  this.  We  must 
consider  the  child's  ancestry,  his  home  life  and  his  moral  train- 
ing before  we  blame  him.  Are  we  just  in  punishing  the  little 
slum  child  for  his  profane  language  when  it  is  the  only  sort 
he  hears?  He  accepts  it  just  as  the  well-trained  child  in  the 
best  home  accepts  the  refined  language  of  his  parents.  I  do 
not  mean  that  we  are  not  to  do  everything  in  our  power  to 
correct  the  slum  child  and  to  give  him  a  better  vocabulary, 
but  that,  in  so  doing,  we  may  be  at  least  a  little  more  patient 
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and  kind  in  our  criticism  of  him.  He  will  appreciate  it  al- 
though he  does  not  understand,  and  our  reward  will  greatly 
compensate  us  for  our  effort. 

This  ability  to  put  ourselves  in  the  child's  place  is  essen- 
tial to  us.  "We  need  not,  because  we  are  dealing  with  younger 
and  weaker  beings,  strive  to  put  ourselves  on  a  level  with  the 
child.  He  looks  up  to  us  because  he  feels  we  are  a  step  above 
him  and  that  we  are  able  to  help  him  up.  He  is  weak  and 
needs  our  strength,  but  he  will  lose  its  full  force  if  we  try  to 
make  ourselves  "childish,"  rather  than  to  cultivate  a  child- 
like faith  and  simplicity.  A  child  does  not  want  to  be  "talk- 
ed down  to"  any  more  than  we  do.  And,  in  order  that  he  may 
acquire  his  full  development,  he  demands  that  we  allow  him 
to  express  himself.  He  is  not  willing  to  wait  pasisvely  when 
we  do  all  the  acting.  He  wants  to  tell  us  things  and  do  things 
himself.  No  matter  how  brilliant  or  how  accomplished  a  per- 
son may  be,  we  are  not  content  to  watch  his  performances  con- 
tinually. Our  own  feeble  and  faulty  efforts  give  us  far  more 
pleasure  and  are  of  greater  benefit  in  our  development.  The 
child  feels  the  same  way  toward  us.  Madame  Montessori,  in 
her  book,  has  given  us  a  vivid  idea  of  the  feelings  of  the  child 
toward  the  adult  who  insists  upon  doing  everything  for  him. 
She  says : 

"What  would  become  of  us  if  we  fell  into  the  midst  of  a 
population  of  jugglers  and  lightning  change  impersonators  of 
the  variety  hall?  What  should  we  do  if,  as  we  continued  to 
act  in  our  usual  way,  we  saw  ourselves  assailed  by  these  slight- 
of-hand  performers,  hustled  into  our  clothes,  fed  so  rapidly 
that  we  could  scarcely  swallow;  if  everything  we  tried  to  do 
was  snatched  from  our  hands  and  completed  in  a  twinkling, 
and  we  ourselves  reduced  to  impotence  and  to  a  humiliating 
inertia?  Not  knowing  how  else  to  express  our  confusion  we 
would  defend  ourselves  with  blows  and  yells  from  these  mad- 
men, and  they,  having  only  the  best  will  in  the  world  to  serve 
us,  would  call  us  haughty,  rebellious  and  incapable  of  doing 
anything.  We,  who  know  our  own  milieu  would  say  to  those 
people,  'Come  into  our  countries  and  you  will  see  the  splendid 
civilization  we  have  established.  You  will  see  our  wonderful 
achievements.'      These  jugglers  would    admire    us    infinitely, 
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hardly  able  to  believe  their  eyes,  as  they  observed  our  world 
so  full  of  beauty  and  activity,  so  well  regulated,  so  peaceful, 
so  kindly,  but  all  so  much  slower  than  theirs.  Something  of 
this  sort  occurs  between  children  and  adults." 

A  teacher  need  not  have  a  special  time  and  a  text  book 
for  the  study  of  ethics.  In  nearly  every  subject  of  the  grades 
there  are  opportunities  for  ethical  instruction. 

History  shows  us  the  moral  law  in  action.  AVe  read  the 
true  story  of  real  men  and  women.  A  true  story  always  ap- 
peals to  children.  History  teaches  the  permanency  of  the 
problems  of  ethics.  The  child  sees  that  they  are  not  new  with 
him  but  that  men  of  all  ages  have  had  to  deal  with  them.  The 
evil-doers  are  equally  as  good  moral  teachers  as  the  well-doers 
and  often  teach  their  lesson  more  forcibly.  In  history,  the 
reverence  of  the  child  is  aroused  for  the  men  who  have  given 
their  lives  for  the  good  of  humanity  or  for  their  country. 
And  not  the  least  of  its  teachings  is  the  the  spirit  of  cosmo- 
politanism, which  broadens  the  child  and  makes  him  realize 
that  there  are  many  others  who  are  solving  his  same  problems. 

Literature  is  probably  the  best  study  for  the  teaching  of 
ethics.  Here  the  child  sees  the  relation  of  the  practical  and 
the  ideal  and  begins  to  appreciate  the  struggle  that  must  be 
gone  through  to  attain  the  ideal.  He  sees  good  triumphant, 
and  evil  vanquished.  He  takes  heart  and  is  encouraged  by 
the  hope  that  he,  too,  will  finally  be  victorious  in  his  struggle. 
For  the  small  child  the  primitive  fairy  tale  and  myth  are  of 
great  value.  They  seem  to  the  child  to  embody  just  what  he 
is' in  need  of,  arid  they  satisfy  him.  He  does  not  see  the  vic- 
tory over  evil  forces  now,  but  he  likes  to  hear  about  it.  It 
strengthens  his  hopes  for  it.  Everything  about  him  is  strong- 
er than  he,  and  is  beyond  his  understanding.  In  the  fairy 
tale  he  understands  things,  and  the  good  fairy  who  gives  the 
prince  the  power  over  the  cruel  giant,  is  to  him  the  personifi- 
cation of  the  good. 

In  teaching  ethics  directly  we  need  moralize  no  more  than 
in  the  indirect  method.  The  child  must  receive  the  moral  un- 
consciously without  knowing  he  is  being  taught  a  moral  lesson. 
The  teaching  must  be  adapted  to  the  moral  experience  of  the 
child,  or  the  best  planned  and  most  carefully  taught  lesson  will 
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be  lost  upon  him.  A  discussion  of  the  evil  of  murder  will  not 
impress  him  in  the  slightest  degree  as  will  the  cruelty  of  killing 
an  ant  simply  because  it  happens  to  crawl  near  his  foot. 

Any  ethical  instruction,  however  elaborate  in  its  details 
or  simple  to  understand,  will  be  incomplete  until  there  is  be- 
hind it  a  code  of  morals  that  includes  an  understanding  of  the 
laws  of  nature  and  of  God.  We  ought  never  to  force  moral 
teaching  upon  a  child  merely  because  it  is  conventional  that 
he  learn  it.  We  ought  never  to  give  a  child  a  rule  for  moral 
guidance  which  we  are  not  convinced  will  be  of  help  to  him 
in  his  life,  nor  one  which  does  not  adjust  itself  to  the  rest  of 
the  code  we  are  giving  him.  He  is  having  a  hard  enough  time 
straightening  out  things  that  seem  to  misfit,  without  our  bur- 
dening him  any  more  heavily. 

We  must  above  all  things,  however,  live  up  to  that  same 
code  of  morals  ourselves,  or  all  our  teaching  will  be  of  no  use. 
The  child  looks  to  us  for  his  guidance,  and  if  we  are  not  show- 
ing him  this  code  being  put  into  practical,  everyday  use,  he 
will  not  look  upon  it  as  of  any  vital  importance  or  to  be  used 
now,  but  as  a  superficial  thing,  a  set  of  rules  to  be  talked  about 
and  probably  memorized,  but  of  no  real,  practical  value.  How 
necessary  it  is  then  that  we  live  in  such  a  manner  as  to  give 
the  child  the  advantage  of  seeing  before  him  the  unfolding  of 
a  life  following  the  teachings  of  that  One  whose  ambassadors 
we  are. 

MY  STAR 

By  L.  B.,  '15 

So  far  above  this  toiling  world, 

So  calm  and  bright, 
My  star  drops  balm  upon  my  soul 

All  through  the  night. 

So  great  and  greater  than  a  world, 

Unchanging  e'er, 
It  dwarfs  my  petty  throbs  of  pain 

And  shames  my  care. 
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Before  the  birth  of  man  it  shone, 

And  will  for  aye; 
Why  need  I  worry  o'er  the  trials 

Of  this  short  day? 

If  I  might  keep  my  gaze  on  high 

And  watch  my  star, 
Forget  the  turmoil  down  below, 

Withdraw  afar, 

And  feel  the  calm  of  all  the  night 

Within  my  heart, 
The  quiet  and  the  changeless  light, 

I  might  have  rest. 

THE  INDISCRETIONS   OF   GRANDMOTHER 

By  Charlotte  Hunker,  '18 

I  had  been  cracking  Avalnuts  under  the  eaves  in  grand- 
mother 's  wash-house  on  this  particular  afternoon.  It  was  well 
on  towards  evening  of  an  Indian  Summer  day.  I  had  just 
tossed  my  last  kernel  into  the  pan,  when  I  heard  the  steady, 
thumpety-thump  of  Billy  John's  old  hickory  cane  on  the  stair- 
way. I  smiled  a  little  to  myself  as  I  caught  a  forerunning 
whiff  of  his  faithful,  brown  pipe,  and  wondered  what  his  er- 
rand might  be.  Billy  John  had  thumped  half  way  across  the 
floor  before  he  caught  sight  of  me. 

"Well,  bless  my  heart,  child!"  he  nodded,  cheerfully, 
; '  what  a  start  you  did  give  me !  Yes-yes-yes,  what  a  start 
you  gave  an  old  man  ! ' ' 

"Why,  I  didn't  mean  to,  Uncle  Billy,"  I  laughed.  "I've 
been  up  here  all  afternoon  cracking  nuts." 

"An'  I  came  up  to  git  a  speck  of  boneset  for  Tiny.  Flo 
Higgins'  young  un's  pretty  poorly,  and  your  granny's  goin' 
over  after  supper." 

I  jumped  up  from  my  place  on  the  floor. 

"Let  me  get  it,"  I  volunteered  and  promptly  pulled  a 
bunch  of  summer-savory  from  a  low  rafter. 

Uncle  Billy  regarded  me  in  amusement. 
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"No,  child,  no-no-no,"  he  chuckled,  "that  won't  do. 
That's  savory.  Just  let  an  old  man  look  around  a  bit,  and  see 
if  we  can't  spy  some  boneset." 

I  was  duly  humiliated.  Uncle  Billy  poked  about  with  his 
cane  for  a  few  minutes.      Suddenly  his  face  lighted. 

"There  it  is,  child,  right  above  your  head.  I  reckon  you 
can  reach  it  if  you  step  up  on  that  old  trunk." 

I  stepped  up  with  trepidation,  and  in  doing  so  I  knocked 
over  some  half  dozen  old  albums,  but  I  acquired  the  coveted 
boneset,  nevertheless. 

There  was  a  sudden  chuckle,  and  I  turned  again  to  Uncle 
Billy.  He  had  entirely  forgotten  me.  His  cane  had  dropped 
to  the  floor,  his  face  was  transformed.  In  his  trembling  hands 
he  held  an  old  daguerreotype,  fallen  from  an  old  album,  and 
he  was  gazing  at  in  with  childish  delight. 

"What  is  it,  Uncle  Billy?"  I  asked,  quickly. 

The  old  man  handed  it  to  me  with  a  chuckle.  It  was  the 
picture  of  a  little  girl  of  perhaps  sixteen,  with  an  impudent 
little  dimple  in  her  chin,  and  the  most  demure  eyes  imaginable. 

"Grandmother!"  I  exclaimed.  "Why,  did  you  know  her 
so  long  ago?" 

"Know  her,  child?  Know  Tiny?  Well,  I  should  say.  I 
remember  that  very  dress  that  well!"  and  Uncle  Billy  fell  to 
chuckling  again. 

I  fairly  dragged  him  over  to  an  old  rocker  and  I  squatted 
opposite  on  the  floor. 

"Now  tell  me  about  it!"  I  demanded,  breathlessly,  for  I 
scented  a  story. 

Billy  puffed  a  moment  in  silence. 

"Well,"  he  began  reminiscently,  "it  was  over  to  Mel 
Johnson's.  Mel's  girls  wuz  hevin  a  party — an  apple-bee,  it 
wuz — and  all  the  young  folks  wuz  there  from  round  about. 
Your  granny  wuz  a  fine  lump  o'  a  girl  then,  child;  an'  as 
sassy  a  piece  as  ever  you  saw,  an'  I  guess  there  wa'nt  a  fel- 
low in  this  neighborhod  as  wa'n't  crazy  about  her."  Uncle 
Billy  flushed  a  trifle  sheepishly  and  then  added,  "An'  I  guess 
I  wa'n't  far  behind  the  others,  child. 

' '  She  had  on  a  new  pink  dress,  her  father  had  bought  her, 
and  cosmos  in  her  hair.     And  marking  my  word,  when  a  pretty 
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girl  wears  a  pink  dress,  an'  her  eyes  get  plum  full  o'  sassiness, 
there's  goin'  to  be  trouble  somewhere,  especially  if  there's 
men  folks  around. 

"Jenny  Stuart's  two  cousins  was  here  from  Pittsburgh, 
an'  you  could  see,  right  off,  they  wuz  both  mighty  sweet  on 
Tiny,  and  the  sweeter  they  got,  the  snippier  Tiny  got- — woman 
fashion.  Your  gran 'pa  and  me  wuz  that  jealous  of  those  city 
fellers  that  we  could  hardly  speak  to  anybody.  Well,  I  made 
up  my  mind  that  if  I  had  any  calc'lations  o'  seein'  Tiny  home, 
I  had  better  get  in  a  hurry.  So  up  I  went,  an'  the  funny  part 
of  it  is,  that  all  them  other  fellers  decided  the  same  thing.  It 
was  a  pretty  ticklish  business,  child,  an '  I  was  mighty  afraid 
o'  being  turned  down.  But  the  first  thing  I  knew,  there's 
Tiny  a-smilin'  at  me,  then  she  says  so  sweet  and  innocent  that 
she'd  just  love  to  have  me  see  her  home,  and  in  less  than  a 
minute  she'd  danced  off  with  one  o'  the  city  chaps.  I  was 
so  happy,  for  child,  how  wuz  I  to  know  that  I  wuz  jest  the  fifth 
feller  inside  o'  the  last  half-hour  that  Tiny  had  told  she'd 
love  to  have  'im  take  her  home?  She  wuz  full  o'  mischief, 
your  granny  wuz,  child."  And  Uncle  Billy  chuckled  a  while 
before  he  continued. 

"Your  gran 'pap  wuz  the  only  one  she  turned  down.  I 
ken  see  her  now,  a-frownin'  spunky  at  him,  an'  a-tappin'  her 
little  foot  impatient  and  a-sayin'  cold  and  snippy  that  she 
won't  be  needin'  his  company,  thankee !  Poor  Jimmy  felt  that 
bad  that  he  left  long  before  time  to  go  home.  An'  I,  like  a 
blunderin'  idiot,  swelled  out  my  chest  proud. 

"Well,  after  a  while  the  gals  began  to  go  up  to  put  on 
their  wraps,  an'  the  two  city  chaps,  an'  Tim  an'  Oliver,  an' 
me  lined  up  expectant,  a-waitin '  for  Tiny  to  come.  I  could 
feel  the  chills  a-crawlin'  down  my  back — I  wuz  that  excited. 
After  most  ev'rybody  had  gone,  we  five  fellers  began  to  fidget 
some,  an'  look  at  each  other  sort  o'  queer.  By'm-by  one  o' 
the  city  chaps  asks  Mamie  Johnson,  sort  o'  low,  if  Miss  Titania 
will  be  ready  soon.  Mamie  looked  surprised,  an'  said  that 
Tiny  had  gone  some  time  ago.  I  guess  the  truth  hit  us  all 
at  once,  an'  five  redder  fellers  never  sneaked  out  into  the  dark 
and  hit  off  in  different  directions. 

"Tiny'd  gone    upstairs    and    thrown    her    hat    out    the 
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window;  then  she  let  herself  down  to  the  ground —  a-swingin' 
on  a  limb  o'  Mel's  old  tree,  an'  gathered  up  her  hat,  an'  kited 
down  the  road  as  fast  as  she  could  tear,  a-laughin'  all  the 
while,  an'  as  free  as  the  air." 

Billy  stopped  and  puffed  and  chuckled,  then  commented 
cheerily,  "And  now  1  reckon  I'd  better  be  takin  that  boneset 
to  Tiny  or  Flo's  youngun'll  get  no  tea." 

ACCORDING  TO  INTERPRETATION 

By  Gertrude  Levis  Frame,  '16 

Shushan  stood  at  the  door  of  his  tent,  and  breathed  in  the 
pure,  morning  air.  Above  the  mountains  that  rose  darkly 
before  him  the  sky  was  beginning  to  brighten.  He  stood  mo- 
tionless until  the  sun  appeared  and  hung  fully  revealed  before 
him.  Then  he  slowly  turned,  and,  his  spotless  white  robes 
gleaning  in  the  clear  light,  moved  southward  along  the  road 
that  passed  his  tent.  His  way  lay  up  the  hillside,  and  he 
stepped  sedately,  in  a  dignfied  manner  befitting  an  elder  of 
the  tribe  of  Judah.  When  he  reached  the  summit  of  the  hill, 
he  stopped  and  looked  carefully  about  him.  Far  below  stretch- 
ed a  fertile  valley  of  the  Jordan,  in  the  midst  of  whose  shrub- 
bery and  trees  lay  a  small  open  place.  Shushan  raised  his 
eyes  to  the  opposite  slope.  Down  it  wound  a  road  that  moved 
and  swayed  with  a  vast,  white-robed  procession.  Shushan 
strained  his  eyes  and  waited.  The  procession  came  to  the  bot- 
tom of  the  valley  and  made  its  way  slowly  and  solemnly  to  the 
open  place.  Then  Shushan  discerned  the  elders  of  the  people 
leading  a  young  heifer,  behind  them  the  Levites ;  and  then 
groups  of  quiet,  curious  men,  women  and  children.  He  slowly 
descended  into  the  valley  and  quietly  made  his  way  through 
the  crowd  into  an  open  space  in  their  midst.  As  he  stepped 
confidently  through  the  people,  they  fell  back  deferentially, 
fearfully,  though  many  eyes  gleamed  with  helpless  hate.  Not 
a  lip  moved. 

The  elders  turned  toward  the  heifer  at  his  approach. 
Then  the  chief  of  them  raised  his  sword,  and  severed  the  heif- 
er's head  at  a  blow.  He  raised  his  head  and  spoke  simply  to 
the  people,  "Barak,  the  son  of  Issaehar,   the  Benjamite,  is 
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dead.  Yesterday  his  body  was  found  in  the  field  of  Shushan, 
a  knife  through  his  heart.  The  Lord  will  protect  the  innocent, 
and  reveal  the  wicked  one.  Obed,  son  of  Harud,  come  for- 
ward." 

A  young,  eager  man  came  hurriedly  toward  the  center. 
He  washed  his  hands  in  a  basin  filled  with  clear  water  which 
the  elder  held,  and  extended  them  over  the  dead  heifer. 

"Our  hands  have  not  shed  this  blood,  neither  have  our 
eyes  seen  it,"  he  said,  nervously. 

One  by  one  the  elder  called  out  the  names  of  the  dead 
man's  relatives  who  came  forward  and  took  the  oath.  Shu- 
shan stood  by  and  watched  them  all  scornfully.  At  last  his 
turn  came,  and  the  elder  called,  "Shushan,  son  of  Eben!" 

He  stepped  forward  with  dignity.  Gracefully  he  threw 
back  the  folds  of  his  fair,  white  robe,  and  dipped  his  hands 
in  the  clear  water.  Then  bathing  them  above  the  dead  heifer, 
he  spoke  clearly  and  firmly,  "Our  hands  have  not  shed  this 
blood,  neither  have  our  eyes  seen  it  shed." 

The  crowd  stood  silent,  motionless,  while  he  turned  and 
passed  sedately  through  their  midst.  He  mounted  the  slope 
down  which  the  procession  had  come,  and  descended  on  the 
other  side.  The  sun  stood  high  above  his  head,  which  was 
becoming  dizzy  with  the  heat. 

"The  fools,"  he  muttered,  "Barak  killed  himself,  the 
beggar!" 

He  stretched  out  his  hands  impatiently.  They  felt  sticky 
and  hot.  He  went  on  until  he  came  to  a  spring  by  a  cluster 
of  trees.  Kneeling  down,  he  bathed  his  hands  in  the  clear, 
cool  water ;  then  started  at  the  reflection  of  a  face  in  the  spring. 
He  looked  above  him.  There  sat  a  beautiful,  sad-faced  girl 
watching  him  with  scorn  and  hatred  gleaming  in  her  big  black 
eyes.  Her  tiny  hands  were  clasped  fiercely  in  the  folds  of 
her  tattered,  red  robe. 

Shushan  regained  his  composure  and  rose.  He  watched 
her  triumphantly.  Her  chest  began  to  heave  and  two  big 
tears  came  into  her  eyes.  Shushan  folded  his  arms  and  smiled 
grimly.  "Well,  my  beautiful  one,  there's  nothing  to  hinder 
our  marriage,  now !  Naomi  need  no  longer  beg  in  the  streets 
and  go  forth  in  rags  for  her  worthless  husband!" 
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The  girl's  cheeks  crimsoned.      "You  slayer!"  she  hissed. 

Shushan  raised  his  eyebrows.  "Barak  killed  himself  in 
my  field,"  he  said,  unconcernedly. 

"But  you  hunted  him  down  and  persecuted  him  until 
there  was  nothing  else  for  him  to  do,"  she  cried.  "You  wished 
him  dead!      In  your  heart  you  killed  him!" 

Shushan  reddened  slightly,  and  caught  her  by  the  wrist 
and  tried  to  draw  her  towards  him.  With  a  low  cry  she  broke 
from  him  and  ran  away;  but  as  he  did  not  pursue  her  she 
stopped  and  watched  him  in  surprise.  With  annoyed  face 
he  had  again  bent  to  dip  his  sticky  hands  in  the  cool  water. 

A  look  of  comprehension  came  into  Naomi's  face,  and  she 
laughed  mockingly.  "Wash  away,  wash  away,  slayer,  but 
the  blood  of  Barak  will  cling  forever."  Then  she  turned  with 
bowed  head  and  moved  away. 

A  curse  fell  from  Shushan 's  lips,  and  he  started  after  her, 
but  suddenly  stopped.  Then,  with  a  baffled  sneer,  he  turned 
and  went  his  way  clasping  and  unclasping  his  sticky  hands. 

THE  SENSE  IN  PUNCTUATION 

By  Elizabeth  D.  McClelland,  '17 

Johnny  Mathews  took  a  last,  fond  lick  of  his  "lolly-pop," 
kicked  the  fellow  across  the  aisle  for  swiping  his  pencil,  and 
to  all  outward  appearances  settled  down  for  the  afternoon. 
The  first  lesson  was  spelling.  Johnny  was  an  advocate  of  the 
new  spelling  system  and  spelled  accordingly.  However,  he 
managed  to  pull  through  the .  lesson  creditably  enough.  At 
any  rate  he  knew  his  history  perfectly,  but  what  do  you  bet 
she  wouldn't  call  on  him.  Well  he  didn't  care.  He  had  a 
new  dynamo  at  home  and  he  intended  to  hitch  up  everything 
in  the  house  and  run  it  by  electricity.  His  mother  wouldn't 
be  home  that  afternoon  so  he  could  have  the  time  of  his  life. 
He  would  have  his  hands  unusually  clean  at  dinner  time  and 
that  would  make  up  for  all  his  deficiencies.  His  father  would 
not  be  home  to  dinner,  so  he  probably  would  not  be  discovered. 

"John  Mathews,  where  is  the  Delaware  River?"  demand- 
ed Miss  Wilson. 

Johnny  rose  swiftly  and  recited,   "The  Delaware  River 
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flows  along  the  eastern  boundary  of  Pennsylvania  and  empties 
into  the  Delaware  Bay.  Do  you  want  me  to  tell  about  "Wash- 
ington?" he  asked,  eagerly. 

"No,  that  will  do  for  this  time,"  and  much  to  Johnny's 
disappointment  he  had  to  sit  down  without  telling  the  most 
interesting  part  of  the  lesson.  What  did  it  matter  where  the 
old  river  was  if  she  wouldn't  let  him  tell  about  the  crossing 
of  it  by  Washington  ?  Thinking  of  that  exciting  night,  Johnny 
fell  to  dreaming  and  saw  himself  as  one  of  Washington's  men. 
He  pictured  himself  bedraggled  and  worn  out,  but  still  game, 
stepping  into  the  open  boat  to  make  the  famous  crossing  of 
the  Delaware.  He  actually  shivered  as  the  cold  water  came 
dashing  in  on  him.  And  so  he  dreamed  until  Miss  Wilson's 
voice  suddenly  brought  him  back  to  earth.  The  history  lesson 
had  been  finished  and  the  grammar  lesson  was  now  in  progress. 
It  was  punctuation,  too,  and  of  all  subjects  in  grammar  he 
loathed  punctuation  the  most.  Already  two  sentences  had 
been  disposed  of — one  by  Louise  Atherton  and  the  other  by 
"Lefty"  Thomas.  Then  this  sentence  appeared,  "The  soldiers 
when  they  had  shot  the  Indians  ran  from  the  bushes." 

"Johnny,  will  you  punctuate  this  sentence?"  Miss  Wilson 
commanded  rather  than  asked. 

Johnny  hesitated.  How  the  dickens  did  you  punctuate 
it  anyhow?  Well,  he'd  put  a  hook  on  the  end.  He  liked  to 
make  them  better  than  dots.  He  would  put  a  few  commas  be- 
tween some  of  the  words  and  a  couple  more  up  in  the  air. 
Then  he  might  add  a  few  more  things.  If  he  only  did  some- 
thing to  show  Louise  Atherton  and  "Lefty"  Thomas  that  they 
didn't  know  everything. 

"Well,  John,  hurry  up,"  said  Miss  Wilson,  wearily. 

"Johnny  rose  and  stalked  up  the  aisle.  He  saw  Jimmie 
Bailey  (whom  he  could  lick  any  day)  nudge  "Lefty"  Thomas, 
and  Johnny's  face  became  a  dull  red.  However,  he  was  still 
game.  He  walked  up  to  the  board  and,  after  gazing  at  the 
sentence  for  what  seemed  an  eternity,  he  made  a  stab  at  it.  A 
fellow  couldn't  think  anyhow  when  a  whole  roomful  of  kids 
were  ready  to  laugh  at  anything  he  did.  And  so  he  produced 
this  original  result:  "The  soldiers  when,  they  had  shot;  the 
Indians  ran  from  the  bushes?" 


THE     SOROSIS  29 

Miss  Wilson  ignored  Johnny  and  turned  to  the  class,  "Will 
someone  correct  this  sentence  for  John?" 

Every  hand  in  the  room  went  up.  Jimmie  Bailey  was 
chosen  to  correct  it  and  he  giggled  audibly  as  he  passed 
Johnny.  At  the  end  of  the  lesson  Miss  Wilson  said,  "John, 
you  may  remain  after  school  and  I  shall  try  to  teach  you  to 
punctuate  correctly." 

The  afternoon  was  soon  over.  The  other  children  passed 
noisily  out  but  Johnny  remained  in  his  seat  with  downcast 
eyes. 

"John,"  said  Miss  Wilson,  "I  have  tried  a  great  many 
times  to  make  you  understand  how  to  punctuate  correctly.  I 
I  don't  believe  you  use  that  brain  of  yours  for  anything  but 
history  and  electric  motors.  Now,  try  to  remember  this.  The 
punctuation  marks  are  only  to  make  the  sense  clear  and  to 
tell  us  when  to  pause  in  reading.  Always  remember  to  make 
the  sense  clear.     Now,  punctuate  this." 

Miss  Wilson  quickly  wrote  the  following  sentence  on  the 
board:  "Miss  Wilson  says  John  should  go  back  to  kinder- 
garten. ' ' 

John  read  it  and  immediately  saw  the  meaning.  He  knew 
how  to  punctuate  that  to  bring  out  the  meaning.  But  then  it 
wasn't  a  very  nice  thing  to  do.  His  face  turned  red  in  his 
perplexity.  He  knew  how  to  do  it,  but  did  he  dare?  He 
glanced  at  Miss  Wilson;  she  was  looking  expectantly  at  him. 
He  grasped  the  chalk  and  moved  slowly  nearer  the  board,  but 
he  couldn't  do  it.  But  then,  why  had  she  put  it  on  the  board 
if  she  hadn't  wanted  him  to  do  it?  Well,  he  would  do  it  any- 
how, come  what  may.  So,  after  much  agonizing  thought, 
Johnny  displayed  this  result  to  the  astonished  teacher:  "Miss 
Wilson,"  says  John,  "should  go  back  to  kindergarten." 

He  glanced  at  Miss  Wilson.  Her  face  was  red  and  she 
looked  at  him  rather  queerly.  Maybe  he  shouldn't  have  done 
it  after  all.  But  it  was  done  correctly ;  she  would  have  to 
admit  that.  Gee  whiz!  it  was  her  fault.  He  hadn't  written 
the  sentence.  She  was  looking  at  him  sort  of  doubtfully  and 
it  was  funny  she  didn't  say  something.  Maybe  she  was  mad. 
Well  he  could  get  mad,  too  !     It  wasn't  his  fault.     He  straight- 
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ened  up  and  thrust  his  hands  into  his  pockets,  ready  for  any- 
thing. 

"Very  well,  Johnny,"  (it  was  the  first  time  she  had  ever 
called  him  Johnny),  "you  may  be  excused.  The  sentence  is 
correct  and  I  think  you  have  mastered  the  art  of  punctuation, 
thoroughly." 

So  she  wasn  't  mad  after  all.  Well,  she  was  a  brick  !  You 
bet  he'd  punctuate  right  after  this.  Johnny  departed  happily, 
with  the  pleasure  ahead  of  him  of  seeking  out  Jimmie  Bailey 
and  giving  him  a  good  beating  up  for  his  untimely  giggle. 


SPRING 

By  Rachel  Alexander,  '18 

I  hear  a  knocking,  soft  and  clear; 

The  wind  grows  calm  and  still. 
Dame  Nature  stirs  and  lends  an  ear 

To  learn  the  seeker's  will. 

I  hear  a  murmur,  low  and  sweet ; 

The  ice-freed  brook  glides  by. 
Dame  Nature  waits  with  joy  to  greet 

A  stranger  passing  nigh. 

I  hear  a  laughing,  loud  and  gay, 
The  sun  bursts  forth  in  glory. 

The  robins  carol,  for  'tis  May, 
All  earth  would  tell  the  story. 
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EDITORIALS 

We  should  all   be  deeply  interested  in  the  local  option 
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fight  which  is  now  waging  in  Harrisburg.  We  cannot  know 
at  this  time  how  the  "Williams'  local  option  bill  will  be  dis- 
posed of;  within  the  next  two  weeks  from 
LOCAL  OPTION  this  writing  it  will,  in  all  probability,  meet 
either  its  defeat  or  its  triumph.  We  can 
but  pray  and  trust  that  the  issue  will  be  favorable.  At  present 
the  outlook  is  promising.  The  "drys"  seem  hopeful,  and  de- 
clare that  a  permanent  organization  has  been  formed  to  carry 
on  the  struggle,  no  matter  what  the  result  in  the  legislature 
may  be. 

The  real  issue  in  the  campaign  at  present  is  whether  the 
people  shall  rule.  By  that  is  meant,  of  course,  whether  the 
majority  of  the  people  shall  rule,  in  accordance  with  the  es- 
tablished principle  of  our  democratic,  republican  government. 
The  issue  in  the  contest  for  and  against  the  enactment  of  a 
local  option  law  is  not  whether  there  shall  be  sales  of  liquor 
or  not,  but  whether  the  people  shall  have  the  right  to  decide 
for  themselves  at  the  ballot  box  whether  they  shall  permit 
traffic  in  liquor.  It  is  neither  a  "wet"  nor  a  "dry"  measure. 
Even  those  who  are  not  in  favor  of  abolishing  the  sale  of  liquor 
cannot  deny  the  fairness  of  the  proposition— that  is,  if  fhey 
are  true  Americans. 

To  those  of  us  who,  besides  being  democratic,  desire  with 
our  whole  hearts  and  souls  that  the  land  may  be  purged  of 
the  curse  of  liquor,  the  struggle  is  doubly  significant.  The 
enactment  of  the  bill  would  give  the  forces  of  Right  in  Penn- 
sylvania an  open  field  in  which  to  combat  the  enemy  more  ad- 
vantageously. Let  us  all  pray  that  Right  may  triumph  in  the 
present  campaign. 

The  National  Reform  Association  has  inaugurated  a  na- 
tion-wide   crusade    against    the    evils    of    Mormonism,    and    is 
enlisting  under  the  banners  of  that  crusade  the  Christian  and 
patriotic  men   and  women  of  the   coun- 
ANTI-POLYGAMY     try     The  purpose  is  to  arouse  the  nation 
CRUSADERS  to  a  sense  of  its  peril  and  to  obtain  from 

the  Federal  government  such  enactment 
and  administration  as  shall  speedily  and  effectually  end  the 
pretensions  of  the  Mohammedan  Morman  Kingdom.     Former 
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Senator  Frank  J.  Cannon  is  co-operating  with  the  Association 
as  leading  speaker  in  the  campaign. 

Here  are  some  startling  facts  concerning  Mormonism. 
The  truth  about  the  Mormon  Church  has  been  suppressed. 
(That  truth  must  be  made  known.)  The  Mormon  Church  is 
a  temporal  kingdom  set  up  in  this  republic.  The  Mormon 
Kingdom  is  ruled  by  a  man  who  lives  with  his  five  wives — a 
polygamous  sultan  in  America.  The  polygamous  Mormon 
Kingdom  keeps  an  apostolic  ambassador  in  the  Senate  of  the 
United  States.  The  Mormon  Kingdom  conducts  a  huge  com- 
mercial trust.  This  is  the  oath  which  the  United  States  Sen- 
ate Committee  says  is  administered  by  the  Mormon  priests  to 
their  followers:  "You  and  each  of  you  do  covenant  and 
promise  that  you  will  pray  and  never  cease  to  pray  Almighty 
God  to  avenge  the  blood  of  the  prophets  upon  this  nation,  and 
that  you  will  teach  the  same  to  your  children  and  your  chil- 
dren's children  unto  the  third  and  fourth  generation."  The 
following  is  the  insolent  challenge  which  the  polygamous 
Mormon  Kingdom  offers  to  the  Christian  world:  "If  plural 
marriage  be  unlawful,  then  is  the  whole  plan  of  salvation, 
through  the  house  of  Israel,  a  failure,  and  the  entire  fabric  of 
Christianity  without  foundation."  (Compendium  of  the  Mor- 
mon Gospel.) 

Fifty-four  years  ago  Abraham  Lincoln  began  a  warfare 
against  the  "Twin  Relic  of  Barbarism."  Today  the  Mormon 
Kingdom  is  ten  times  as  strong  numerically,  and  a  thousand 
times  as  strong  financially  and  politically.  It  is,  indeed,  time 
that  the  nation  were  awakening  to  the  enemy  within  its  gates. 
Since  the  inauguration  of  the  Anti-Polygamy  crusade  much 
has  been  accomplished  in  the  arousing  of  public  sentiment; 
the  Association  is  now  working  to  secure  the  adoption  of  an 
amendment  to  the  Constitution  prohibiting  polygamy.  If  the 
amendment  is  not  adopted  before  long,  it  will  be  too  late,  as, 
at  its  present  rate  of  increase  of  power,  the  Mormon  Kingdom 
will  soon  be  strong  enough  to  control  the  vote.  The  head- 
quarters of  the  Crusade  are  here  in  Pittsburgh.  As  Christian 
and  patriotic  women  we  should  be  enlisted  under  its  banners. 
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There  is  a  great  tendency  in  College  life  to  "run  with 
the  crowd."  The  delights  and  advantages  in  so  doing  are 
obvious  and  alluring.  In  the  first  place,  friends  are  easily 
made  in  the  close  association  of  daily 
INDIVIDUALITY  intercourse ;  again,  club  membership  will 
be  won;  sports  will  be  entered  into  with 
more  zest ;  the  newest  fad  will  be  more  easily  undertaken ; 
one's  leisure  hours  will  be  very  happily  filled.  All  this  is  very 
pleasant.  There  is,  however,  a  grave  danger  of  loving  one's 
individuality  in  drifting  so,  and  individuality  is  a  priceless 
possession  never  gained  by  the  ever  amiable.  After  all,  the 
girl  who  counts  most  is  the  one  who  has  character  enough  to 
stand  up  for  her  convictions  and  ideals  and  would  even  be 
willing  to  run  the  opposite  way  from  the  crowd. 

ALUMNAE   NOTES 

Lucy  Abbott  Layman,  '13,  has  chosen  Saturday  evening, 
April  24th,  for  her  marriage  to  Meredith  Fay  Lawrence,  of 
Montclair,  N.  J.  The  wedding  will  take  place  in  the  Ritten- 
house  with  the  Rev.  J.  H.  Van  Buren  officiating. 

We  are  sorry  to  note  the  death  of  Mrs.  Margaret  Blair 
Smith,  the  sister  of  Helen  Blair,  '13.  Mrs.  Smith  was  a  grad- 
uate of  Dilworth  Hall  and  a  student  in  the  college  for  a  year. 

Mary  Gray,  '12,  spent  an  enjoyable  Easter  week  with 
Jeanne  Gray,  '13,  at  Sargent. 

There's  a  new  alumnae  baby.  Recently  Mrs.  Walter  M. 
Dann  (Virginia  G.  Marshall,  '08)  became  the  mother  of  a 
baby  boy. 

Marguerite  McBurney,  '14,  paid  the  College  a  short  visit 
not  long  ago. 
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OUR  CALENDAR 

Wednesday,  March  10th— 9:45  a.  m.,  Y.  M.  C.  A.,  speaker, 
Miss  Coolidge;  10:15  a.  m.,  Lecture,  Dr.  J.  F.  Edwards, 
Director  of  Public  Health. 

Friday,  March  12th-^Toint  Concert  of  Musical  Clubs  of  P.  C. 
W.  and  the  University  of  Pittsburgh. 

Sunday,  March  14th — Vespers;  speaker,  Miss  Holcomb. 

Monday,  March  15th — 4:00  p.  m.,  Omega  Meeting  at  the  home 
of  Mr.  Putnam;  subject,  Bjornson. 

Tuesday,  March  16th — Faculty  Tea.  Hostesses,  Mrs.  Drais 
and  Miss  Zahn. 

Wednesday,  March  17th — Y.  W.  C.  A.  Speaker,  Miss  Steiner, 
Extension  Secretary  of  Y.  W.  C.  A. 

Thursday,  March  18th— Dilworth  Hall  Y.  W.  C.  A.  Leader, 
Margaret  McCready. 

Friday  and  Saturday,  March  ]9th  and  20th — Dilworth  Hall 
Class  Play,  "The  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pestle." 

Sunday,  March  21st — Vespers ;  speaker,  Miss  Pomeroy. 

Tuesday,  March  23rd — Lecture  by  Dr.  Rachel  Williams.  3  :00 
p.  m.,  College  Seniors  entertain  Dilworth  Hall  Fourth- 
Year  Class. 

Wednesday,  March  24th — 9  :45  a.  m.,  Dr.  Williams.  12 :00  m., 
Lecture  for  Dilworth  Hall  by  Dr.  Williams. 

Friday,  March  26th — 12:00  m.,  Classes  close  for  Spring  vaca- 
tion. 

Tuesday,  April  6th — Classes  resumed.  Faculty  Tea;  hostess, 
Mrs.  George  P.  Early. 

Thursday,  April  8th — Party  for  Berry  Hall  students.  Miss 
Coolidge,  hostess. 

Friday,  April  9th — Freshmen  Class  Party. 

Sunday,  April  11th — Vespers ;  speaker,  Dr.  Acheson. 


36  THE      SOEOSIS 

EAGLES  MERE! 

"Who  said  Eagles  Mere  ?  "Why,  that  is  what  everyone  with 
any  spirit  says !  Ask  any  of  the  girls  who  were  there  last 
year  if  all  that  is  said  of  Eagles  Mere  is  not  true.  Is  it  worth 
any  trouble  to  get  there?  Ask  the  three  girls  who  were  able 
to  go  last  year  because  of  merely  twenty-two  days'  work.  See 
if  they  aren't  enthusiastic! 

Take  heed,  get  busy  now,  and  talk  and  work  for  Eagles 
Mere.  You  could  never  have  a  better  aim  in  view,  and  you'll 
never  be  sorry.     Be  a  1915  "Eagles  Merite!" 

EXCHANGES 

A  splendid  article  on  "My  Favorite  Books"  is  found  in 
the  "Cornell  Era"  for  March. 

"The  Echo"  from  East  Liberty  Academy  contains  a  good 
article  on  "Abraham  Lincoln." 

"The  Allegheny  Literary  Monthly"  for  March  is  quite 
interesting.  "The  King's  Promise"  and  "For  the  Glory  of 
Artemis"  are  especially  attractive. 

"The  Pharetra,"  as  usual,  is  to  be  complimented  for  its 
abundance  of  literary  material.  Your  departments,  "Appre- 
ciations" and  "Eeviews, "  are  very  good. 

The  Library  Number  of  "The  Washington-Jeff ersonian" 
contains  seven  articles  in  all.  Of  these,  three  were  contributed 
by  Freshmen.     Hurrah  for  the  brilliant  Freshmen ! 

The  Sorosis  acknowledges  the  following  exchanges:  "The 
Pitt  Weekly,"  "The  Westminster  Holcad,"  "The  Buchtelite," 
"The  Owl,"  "The  Muhlenberg  Weekly"  and  "The  Franklin." 
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CORRECT  CATERING 
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free  of  charge.  We  design  the  glasses  specially  f> 
each  case  and  we  make  them  in  our  own  perfect' 
equipped  shop.      We  guarantee  results. 


&  CO. 

©pticiana 

512    Penn  Avenue  Pittsburgh,  Pi 


W.  W.  WARRICK 


OF  THE  EAST  END 


S109    PENN    AVENU 


* 


ALBANY,  N.  Y. 


Makers  of  Caps  and  Gowns 

TO  THE  AMERICAN  COLLEGES 


Illustrated  Bulletin,  Samples,  etc.,  upon  application 


The  Store  that  has  the  New  things  first  The  most  exclusive,  and  the  most  of  thai 

WOMEN'S   BOOTS    AND    EVENING   SLIPPERS 

Every  costume,  formal  or  informal,  finds  its  appropriate  footwear  in  our  new 
assortments.  Nothing  has  been  overlooked.  Walking  Boots,  trim  dress  Boots, 
natty  patent  leathers,  dainty  fabrics.  Traveling  Shoes.  Everything  is  here 
in  its  best  form. 

$2.50   to    $10.00   a   pair 

W.  M.  LAIRD  COMPANY 


618-20-22  LIBERTY  AVENUE 


211-13-15   OLIVER  AVENUI 


City  Deposit  Bank 

After   leaving  College   yoi 
jggfe                 may  still  be  interested  in  son* 
m?^^    theatricals.    If  so,  kindly  re 
tsMj^             member  us  when  selecting 

Penn  and  Center  Avenues 

Ira            COSTUMES 

PITTSBURGH,  PA. 

«f      ESSER  BROS. 

711  Penn  Avenue 

ICE  CREAM,  SUNDAES,  SODAS 

Rich,  delicious,  tasty  products,  made  from  the  richest  cream  and  pure 
fruit  juices.  Ice  Cream  and  Ices  for  parties,  receptions,  etc. — orders  taken 
for  any  quantity. 

TITUS -SIMS   DRUG    CO.  1 

5872    NORTHUMBERLAND    AVENUE 

Bell  Phones  3770-9398  P.  &  A.  182-X  East 

Kodak*  and  Supplies  Toilet  Articles  Stationery  Candiei 


,      nTTSBUROH.  PA. 


HALF   TONES,   ZINC    ETCHINGS 
AND    COLOR   WORK 


Bell  1814-1815  Hiland 


P.  &  A.  60  East 


Rowley  Provision  Co. 

OYSTERS,  FISH,  GAME 
AND  POULTRY 

5905  PENN  AVENUE  PITTSBURGH 


the  $oro$i$ 


June,  1915 


THE     SOROSIS 


INDEX  TO  ADVERTISEMENTS 

ianks 

City  Deposit  Bank Cover 

lostumers 

Esser    Bros Cover 

Jonfectionery  and  Cakes 

The    Liberty   Confectionery 37 

Beymers '     39 

Titus-Sims  Drug  Co Cover 

)ry  Goods 

Boggs  &  Buhl 2 

The  McFarland  Co 37 

Mansmann  's    38 

Ungraving 

Pittsburgh  Photo-Engraving  Co.  .Cover 

i'ish,  Meats,  Etc. 

Bowley  Provision  Co Cover 

David  H.  Tesh 39 

florists 

Bandolph    &    MeClements 1 

Harris   Bros 39 

Zieger  Co.,  Inc 39 

lair  Goods 

Chenny   Hair   Shop 38 

tewelers 

W.  W.  Warrick 40 

munches 

Fishers    37 

Kuhn   Catering   Co 37 

MacDonald  's    38 

)pticians 

Buchbinder   &    Co 40 


Printers 

Interurban    Press 37 

Pierpont,  Siviter  &  Co 38 

Jhoes 

P.  Ludebuehl  &  Son 2 

Stoebener  's     36 

Lou  Biegel 38 

Wm.  M.  Laird  Co Cover 

Sorosis    39 


MamvB  far  All  GDrraauma 


Randolph  &  MeClements 


5936   Penn  Ave.         Near  Highland 


"THERE  was  a  man  in  our  town 
Who  was  so  wondrous  wise; 
He  thought  a  business  he  could 
And  never  advertise. 
Take  heed  and  learn  the  moral 
Of  this  sad  and  mournful  tale, 
For  the  only  Ad.  he  ever  had 
Was  'Closed  for  Sheriff  Sale' 


run 


Patronize  Our 
Advertisers 


Wunderly  Bros. 

3xm  Art  jgalgrg 

New  Galleries 

512  Wood  Street 
306-8-10  Oliver  Avenue 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


THE      SOEOSIS 


true  values 


true  values 


college  posters  half  price 

regular  $2.00  values,  $1.00 

"The  Line-up"  "After  the  Game"  "Wee  Sma'  Hours" 

"SwearirT  in  a  Girl"  "The  Medical  Student"  "The  Freshman's  Dream' 

In  hardwood  mission  frames.  Quantity  limited. 

BOGGS  &  BUHL 

PITTSBURGH,    PA. 


CONTENTS 

T   Think   of   Thee— Ellen  B.   Crowe,    '18 ^3 

Our  President 's  Inaugural  Address 4 

Prison  Labor — Alice   M.   Greer,    '16 7 

The   Inauguration n 

The  Sophomores  on  May  Day 14 

The  Road  to  Resignation — L.  B.,    '15 15 

The  Unproductive  Son  of  John  Beale — R.  L.  C,   '16 16 

Freshmen  Farewells 21 

Editorial    23 

Alumnae    Notes 25 

Exchanges    26 

Gossip    27 

Our   Organizations 31 

Inauguration    Events 33 

Musical    Notes 35 

Jokes    36 

INTERURBAN  PRESS,  PITTSBURGH,  PA. 


P.  Ludebuehl  &  Son 


PENN   AND   FRANKSTOWN  EAST   END 

Ask  to  see  our  New  Gaiter  Boot 
$4.50  the  pair 

WE'VE  FITTED  FEET  OVER  FORTY  YEARS 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


'•"iwXi&J&Jf-  -.  S.        r \  £l''t&'-'>.    *    '';  ft-'/;-':.,  ■'■■;  ?i.#-  ju. 


&S7& 


Vol.  XXI. 


JUNE,  1915 


No.  9 


I   THINK   OF   THEE 

The  moon  gleams  bright 
O'er  land  and  lea; 

Stars  sift  their  light 
0  'er  moor  and  sea ; 
I  think  of  thee. 

Day  breaks — all  gold, 
Soft  tints  spread  high ; 

The  sun  flames  bold 
Across  the  sky; 
I  think  of  thee. 

Far  in  the  west, 

Her  glories  fade ; 
Moon  sails  her  quest, 

Stars  pierce  the  shade ; 
I  think  of  thee. 

So  through  each  day, 

Of  every  year — 
Throughout,  I  say. 

My  whole  life,  dear, 
My  thoughts  are  thee. 


Ellen  B.  Crowe,  '18. 
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OUR  PRESIDENT'S  INAUGURAL  ADDRESS 

In  his  inaugural  address  on  "The  Mission  of  the  Modern 
College,"  Dr.  Acheson  developed  the  ideals,  intellectual,  social 
and  spiritual,  of  the  present-day  college.  He  spoke  in  part 
as  follows : 

"The  college  should  stand  today,  as  in  the  past,  for  in- 
tellectual training  of  the  cultural  type.  Against  all  utilitarism 
demands  its  position  in  this  respect  must  be  clear  and  unequiv- 
ocal. It  should  be  preeminently  the  exponent  of  culture  for 
culture's  sake;  a  place  for  the  acquisition  of  truth  and  for 
the  enlightenment  of  the  mind  in  the  realm  of  things  intel- 
lectual ;  a  place  where  there  is  engendered  that  fine  and  subtle 
thing,  the  love  of  learning,  and  where  there  is  begotten  the 
spirits  of  adventure  in  knowledge.  A  liberal  training  that  will 
reveal  the  underlying  relationship  of  life ;  that  will  impart  a 
genuine  enthusiasm  for  scholarship ;  that  will  develop  a  fine 
sense  of  discrimination;  that  will  create  a  capacity  for  broad 
persuasive  and  accurate  proportion ;  that  will  strengthen  the 
judgment,  and  cultivate  a  passion  for  righteousness ;  that  will 
broaden  the  sympathies  and  deepen  the  volitional  powers;  that 
will  emancipate  the  spiritual  nature,  and  put  one  into  harmony 
with  whatever  is  beautiful  and  wholesome  in  life;  this,  as  I 
conceive  it,  is  the  type  of  education  which  it  should  be  the 
glory  and  purpose  of  the  modern  college  to  realize. 

"The  work  of  the  college  in  adjusting  the  individual  to 
his  environment  is  not  completed  simply  by  providing  him 
with  an  intellectual  equipment,  or  by  putting  him  into  posses- 
sion of  his  intellectual  inheritance.  In  this  age  the  college 
has  a  distinctive  social  mission.  It  cannot  claim  to  furnish  the 
student  for  'complete  living'  and  leave  out  of  view  the  social 
organization  of  which  he  is  himself  a  part.  The  intellectual 
aim  of  the  college,  in  its  effect  upon  the  student,  is  intensely 
subjective ;  its  social  emphasis,  on  the  other  hand,  should  be 
essentially  objective.  This  two-fold  purpose,  as  applied  to 
the  training  of  the  individual,  aims :  first,  to  make  him  com- 
petent and  give  him  vision ;  and  secondly,  to  focus  his  thuoght 
on  and  to  enlist  his  activities  in  a  field  of  service  outside  of  his 
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own  narrow  interests.  Culture  that  ends  in  itself  renders  its 
possessor  dwarfed  and  selfish;  hence  the  college,  if  it  has 
caught  the  modern  spirit,  will  inspire  its  students  to  seek  broad 
participation  in  the  social,  economic  and  political  activities 
of  the  day. 

"The  college  that  fails  to  develop  social  consciousness  in 
its  students  is  shamefully  mis-educating  them.  When  a  nar- 
row, pedantic,  self-centered  intellectualism  is  its  chief  product, 
education  is,  indeed,  sadly  prostituted. 

"The  college  is  responsible  for  clear  and  logical  instruc- 
tion in  the  social  sciences  and  their  allied  subjects,  so  that  the 
student  may  see  the  continuity  and  the  interlacing  relation- 
ships of  life  and  realize  something  of  its  tremendous  signifi- 
cance. Such  teaching  should  aim  to  arouse  a  sense  of  per- 
sonal responsibility  in  the  presence  of  our  social  problems.  It 
should  strive  to  break  down  the  selfish  individualism  that  has 
characterized  our  economic  and  political  development  and  sub- 
stitute in  its  stead  social  co-operation  and  responsiveness.  It 
should  boldly  declare  that  individual  success  must  be  sub- 
ordinated to  community  welfare  and  that  the  solemnity  and 
sacredness  of  citizenship  must  be  enforced  with  authority  and 
power. 

"The  provincial  scholar  absorbed  in  a  maze  of  technicali- 
ties and  destitute  of  love  for  his  fellows  should  have  no  place 
on  the  faculty  of  the  modern  college.  The  social  mission  of 
the  college,  then,  does  not  lie  more  in  the  way  of  formal  in- 
struction than  in  the  nurture  of  a  genuine  social  spirit  and  in 
enthusiastic  inspiration  for  practical  social  service.  Every 
influence  on  the  campus  and  in  the  class  room  should  con- 
sciously be  exerted  to  develop  in  the  individual  student  an 
attitude  of  mind  that  will  lead  him  to  look  upon  the  world  as 
a  laboratory  wherein  he  may  work  for  the  social  and  moral 
uplift  of  the  race.  The  modern  college  will  aim  to  destroy 
the  selfish  and  provincial ;  it  will  seek  to  create  the  altruistic 
and  the  liberal.  The  modern  college  is  to  preach  a  new  cru- 
sade— a  crusade  of  social  justice,  of  economic  freedom,  of  polit- 
ical righteousness. 

"The  mission  of  the  modern  college  is  not  limited  to  the 
social  and  the  intellectual  life.     It  has  another  important  func- 
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tion ;  namely,  to  adjust  the  individual  properly  to  his  religious 
environment.  The  supreme  object  of  education  is  not  culture 
but  character.  Character  distinguished  by  high  ethical  stand- 
ards and  lofty  moral  achievements.  Religion,  since  it  renders 
ethics  practical  and  morality  possible,  is  absolutely  essential 
to  the  highest  education  of  the  race.  In  view  of  the  vital  issue 
involved,  no  opportunity  should  be  lost  to  avow  the  principles 
of  religious  education,  and  to  set  forth  the  mission  of  the 
modern  college  in  the  moulding  of  Christian  character. 

"Secular  education,  because  it  minimizes  or  ignores  the 
religious  element,  is  incomplete  and  defective.  Upon  the  col- 
lege which  is  Christian  in  foundation  and  ideals  devolves  the 
task  of  supplying  this  deficiency  through  proper  channels  of 
influence  and  instruction. 

"The  modern  college  that  fails  to  utilize  this  opportunity 
neglects  a  field  in  which  its  influence  should  be  dominent,  and 
one,  also,  in  which,  so  far  as  public  education  goes,  it  will  en- 
counter practically  no  competition. 

"The  college  should  maintain,  without  apology,  that  the 
development  of  moral  power  is  quite  as  important  as  the  culti- 
vation of  the  intellect ;  yet  it  should  make  no  concession  to  lax 
scholarship  nor  pious  imbecility.  It  should  hold  that  religious 
culture  is  not  less  valuable  than  professional  training,  and  that 
education  is  not  an  end  for  selfish  acquisition,  but  a  means  for 
the  exercise  of  vicarious  service. 

"Vitally  requisite,  also,  to  the  development  of  a  wholesome 
religious  spirit  is  a  knowledge  of  the  sacred  Scriptures.  Not 
only  should  the  college  offer  courses  of  instruction  therein,  but 
certain  of  these  should  be  required  as  equal  in  value  and  dig- 
nity to  science,  or  history,  or  mathematics. 

"That  acquaintanceship  with  the  Bible  is  absolutely  nec- 
essary to  a  liberal  education  needs  no  argument;  all  question 
of  religion  or  dogma  aside,  no  man  can  lay  claim  to  broad 
culture  who  is  ignorant  of  this  book. 

"To  give  intellectual  culture  spiritual  power,  to  vitalize 
the  social  instincts  and  direct  them  into  channels  of  unselfish 
service,  to  create  a  citizenship,  renowned  alike  for  its  private 
morality  and  its  public  integrity,  demand  religious  education 
of  the  highest  order.     He  who  proposes  to  refute  this  position 
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must  interpret  human  nature  in  different  terms,  and  explain 
the  decay  of  ancient  civilizations  on  other  grounds  than  those 
which,  for  generations,  have  been  put  forth  by  the  best  and 
wisest  of  men.  The  college,  therefore,  as  a  potent  factor  in 
the  education  of  our  youth,  must  neither  neglect  nor  ignore 
in  their  training  the  religious  element,  which  will  insure  na- 
tional permanency  and  grandeur,  and  confer  upon  us  as  a 
people,  hopes  the  most  purifying  and  exalted  which  it  is  possi- 
ble for  humanity  to  entertain. 

The  American  college  then  fulfills  its  highest  mission  by 
emphasizing  the  unity  of  the  entire  education  process." 


PRISON  LABOR 

By  Alice  M.  Greer,  16 

It  is  during  the  course  of  only  the  last  ten  years  that  the 
people  of  this  country  have  begun  to  realize  the  necessity  of 
some  change  in  our  system  and  method  of  punishing  those 
guilty  of  criminal'  offenses.  We  have  pursued  the  mistaken 
theory  of  punishing  the  crime  committed  instead  of  dealing 
with  the  person  who  commits  it.  We  punish  the  offense  in- 
stead of  trying  to  reform  the  offenders,  or  to  correct  the  con- 
ditions which  produce  them.  The  result  is  that  the  population 
of  our  jails  and  of  our  penitentiaries  is  increasing  more  rapidly 
than  the  population  of  our  country.  A  continuance  of  such 
conditions  unchecked  must  eventually  result  in  the  overthrow 
of  organized  society  and  of  government  itself. 

The  prison  labor  problem,  like  the  poor,  seems  to  be  ever 
with  us.  As  long  as  we  have  crime  and  criminals,  and  they 
are  not  growing  less,  we  shall  have  to  face  the  essential  prob- 
lem of  prison  labor.  To  teach  the  untaught  criminal  to  work, 
and  to  keep  him  at  it ;  to  keep  peace  between  the  contending 
laborers  within  and  without  prison  walls;  to  make  prisoners 
pay  their  way  in  dollars  and  cents  and  not  ruin  the  prisoners ; 
to  dispense  justice  in  the  social  and  economic  realm  of  the 
prison  world — all  this  is  called  for  today  in  our  prison  prob- 
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lem.     In  the  consideration  of  prison  labor  the  following  phases 
state  the  problem  in  some  sort  of  a  comprehensive  way: 

1.  The  putting  to  work  of  every  prisoner  in  all  our 
prisons. 

2.  The  keeping  of  him  employed  in  the  face  of  narrow 
politics  and  hot  competition. 

3.  The  providing  of  such  employment  as  will  produce  the 
best  result  upon  the  criminal  and  bring  the  best  returns  to 
the  state. 

4.  The  following  of  the  lines  of  least  resistance  as  long 
as  we  can  deal  honestly  and  still  get  results. 

In  this  day  of  enlightenment,  the  first  task  of  getting 
every  prisoner  in  all  prisons  to  work,  doesn't  seem  as  if  it 
need  be  insisted  upon.  But  when  we  consider  the  enforced 
idleness  in  our  prisons,  we  must  insist  that  every  prisoner  get 
busy.  They  pass  dreary  days  in  enforced  idleness,  they  rot 
in  their  cells,  and  smoke  their  heads  off  in  a  desperate  effort 
to  kill  time.  This  idleness  ruins  men  and  costs  the  tax-payer. 
The  ordinary  criminal  does  not  find  it  to  his  liking  to  be  thus 
shut  up  in  his  cell.  Labor  is  absolutely  essential  to  the  full 
development  of  the  criminal.  Just  note  what  happens  when 
the  usually  unskilled  convict  goes  to  work.  He  learns  to  use 
his  hands,  he  becomes  an  artisan;  he  learns  to  become  a  co- 
laborer,  his  social  life  is  unfolded;  he  learns  application  and 
bis  moral  nature  is  strengthened;  he  comes  to  himself  to  safe 
himself. 

The  second  phase  of  the  general  problem  is  that  of  keep- 
ing the  prisoner  at  work  in  the  face  of  trying  opposition.  Just 
now  the  greatest  aspect  of  the  prison  labor  problem  is  that 
of  its  difficulties  in  competition  with  free  labor.  These  diffi- 
culties may  be  stated  in  a  three-fold  way: 

First,  there  is  the  manufacturer  without  the  prison  walls, 
looking  with  envious  eyes  over  the  fence  at  the  manufacturer 
working  within.  lie  sees  what  seems  unfair  play,  he  sees  the 
state  or  cor^  oiation  getting  labor  for  nothing  or  nearly  so. 
He  often  ^ees  free  rent  and  free  power.  In  the  next  place, 
free  labor  has  its  hue  and  cry.  Those  who  know  anything 
about  the  labor  situation,  know  that,  even  though  the  prison 
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competition  is  small,  still  it  is  sufficient  as  a  disturbing  factor. 
It  is  not  the  volume  that  plays  havoc,  but  the  nature  of  the 
competition.  Markets  are  flooded  with  cheap  and  shoddy 
goods,  and  consequently  the  most  needed  unskilled  laborer  who 
has  previously  manufactured  these  goods,  is  thrown  out  of 
work.  But  the  most  serious  damage  is  the  lowering  of  the 
living  which  transpires  because  the  prisoners  are  state-fed,  and 
their  families,  if  they  have  any,  are  usually  taken  care  of  by 
charity.  In  the  third  place,  the  difficulty  of  keeping  the  prison- 
ers at  work  arises  from  an  over  zeal  in  securing  money  for  the 
running  expenses  of  our  penal  institutions.  Prison  boards  and 
officers  ought  to  serve  the  prison  to  help  it  serve  everyone 
in  the  state. 

The  consideration  of  making  prison  labor  productive  of 
greater  moral  good  to  the  criminal  and  still  remunerative  to 
the  state  is  of  greater  consequence.  Spirited  labor  is  the  kind 
that  counts  for  the  convict.  What  a  sad  commentary  on  the 
spirit  of  our  prison  labor,  when  it  takes  on  an  average  three 
convicts  to  do  the  work  of  one  free  man.  This  is  due  to  a 
broken  spirit  and  that  in  turn  to  the  fact  that  there  has  been 
nothing  to  work  for,  no  incentive.  In  regard  to  this,  Oswald 
"West,  Governor  of  Oregon,  says:  "We  have  been  experiment- 
ing; we  have  done  what  we  could  to  put  new  life  in  labor. 
First  we  have  given  the  convict  a  few  cents  for  a  good  day's 
work.  Early  this  Spring  we  told  the  boys  in  the  brickyard 
we  would  give  them  $2.50  for  each  extra  thousand  bricks  they 
made  in  a  day.  They  got  busy  and  increased  the  output  50 
per  cent,  over  the  previous  time  and  the  boys  are  making  35 
cents  a  day  and  incidentally  another  35  cents  per  day  is  placed 
in  a  fund  which  we  use  to  pay  other  trusties.  All  our  out- 
side men,  or  'trusties'  as  we  call  them,  are  working  without 
guard." 

Along  with  the  few  cents  which  are  such  an  encourage- 
ment to  the  prisoners,  there  is  another  thing  which  they  find 
cheers  and  strengthens ;  that  is  the  honor  system.  It  is  a  small 
thing  to  bestow  honor  and  confidence,  but  it  is  a  wonderful 
thing  among  the  boys  who  have  been  kicked  on  in  the  way  of 
perdition.  Oregon  prides  itself  that  60  per  cent  of  the  men 
serving  terms  are  out  on  honor.      But  the  effect  on  the  men 
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to  get  them  to  work  cheerfully  is  a  noted  thing.  One  "trusty" 
is  known  to  have  said,  "The  best  we  can  do  under  such  circum- 
stances as  these  (referring  to  the  honor  bestowed)  is  too  little, 
but  under  the  old  regime,  guarded  by  cold  steel,  the  least  we 
could  do  seemed  too  much." 

A  great  deal  is  being  said  of  late  about  the  "Oregon  Honor 
System ' '  and  it  has  been  defined  thus :  "It  is  that  system  of 
treatment  of  prisoners  in  which  we  recognize  some  of  the  de- 
pendable qualities  of  the  men  and  put  these  men  on  honor  to 
use  these  qualities  in  service  for  the  state  and  in  which  we 
substitute  for  kicks  and  frowning  guns,  so  far  as  we  are  able, 
other  incentives  to  be  somebody  and  to  do  something." 

If  cruelly  repressed,  they  come  back  with  bitter  an- 
tagonism ;  if  hated,  they  hate  back  with  fury.  If  trusted, 
they  trust;  if  honored,  they  respond  with  honor.  If  the 
state  has  to  punish — and  it  surely  does — it  can  do  it 
with  the  hand  of  ]ove.  Oregon  has  tried  this  system  and 
it  works — of  course,  not  always,  for  some  men  are  too  weak 
to  respond  to  the  great  confidences  in  them.  It  must  be  a 
fair  sight  to  see  200  prisoners  wending  their  way  to  work 
with  only  a  foreman  unarmed  attending  as  sponsor  for  them. 
Of  the  200  men  still  kept  within  the  walls  of  the  penitentiary, 
many  are  holding  positions  of  responsibility  and  trust,  and 
are  honored  in  many  ways.  All,  save  a  few  who  have  proved 
unreliable,  are  honored  by  the  privileges  of  attending  the 
baseball  game  and  the  Tuesday  evening  moving  picture  show. 
Every  man  is  honored  with  the  advantages  of  night  school,  re- 
ligious services,  fresh  air  and  work. 

Thus  we  see.  the  question  of  prison  labor  is  the  very  foun- 
dation of  all  reformation.  All  other  questions  are  incidental. 
The  ultimate  thing  to  be  obtained  is.  so  far  as  possible,  to  make 
the  offender  right  the  wrong  which  he  has  committed,  but  in 
doing  this  to  see  that  another  and  greater  wrong  does  not  fol- 
low as  a  necessary  consequence.  This  can  be  done  only  by  re- 
quiring and  compelling  every  offender  to  work  at  some  pro- 
ductive, healthful  labor,  not  unduly  prejudicial  to  the  free 
laborers,  free  producer  and  manufacturer;  and  by  paying  him 
a  wage  which  will  enable  him  to  support  himself  and  to  con- 
tribute toward  the  support  of  those  dependent  upon  him. 
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THE  INAUGURATION 

Is  it  probable  that  the  P.  C.  W.  girls  of  1914-15  shall  ever 
forget  the  14th  and  15th  of  May?  They  are  days  too  long 
anticipated,  of  too  much  significance  in  the  history  of  our  Col- 
lege and  of  too  pleasant  memories  to  be  forgotten  easily. 

For  months  we  looked  forward  eagerly  to  the  inaugura- 
tion of  Dr.  Acheson  as  our  new  president.  Since  his  coming 
to  us  in  January  he  had  become  so  vitally  connected  with  our 
interests  that  we  felt  that  only  his  induction  into  office  Was 
requisite  to  make  him  wholly  ours— officially  and  permanently, 
as  well  as  ours  in  interests. 

Yes,  we  looked  forward  eagerly  to  the  14th 'and  the  15th 
of  May.  The  first  budding  of  Spring  heralded  the  inaugura- 
tion. We  jealously  observed  the  unfolding  of  the  -leaves-  along 
Woodland  Road,  desiring  Nature  to  look  her  loveliest  for  the 
induction  into  office  of  our  president,  and  for  the  crowning  of 
our  queen.  And  Mother  Nature  did  not  disappoint  us;  Two 
of  the  most  beautiful  days  of  the  Springtime  she. gave  to  ns^ 
days  when  the  rays  of  the  sun  Were-  i bright  and  'warm^  yet' 
gentle;  days  when  the  sky  was  blue  and -the  only  clouds  were 
light  and  billowy,  making  ^the  heavens  more  variedly  lovely. 
Yes,  the  sun's  rays  were  bright — (as  we1  had 'desired;  the  buds 
on  the  trees  and  the  violets  on  the  campus  diad^ll  unifolded-^as 
Ave  had  hoped.  Nature  had  gracioiMy*  made  beautiful'  her 
amphitheatre  for  an  interesting  and 'significant  scene. 

Over  the  sloping  lawn  ■  on  Friday  afternoon  scattered 
groups  of  alumnae,  faculty  and  academic  iguests^-^doctors,'  mas- 
ters and  baccalaureates,  the  brilliant  hoods,  and  golden  tassels 
of  the  doctors  relieving  the  somber  btlack'of  their  gowns*  -Our' 
academic  guests,  representative  of ;  more 'than  •fifty  ■colleges  of 
the  land,  our  faculty  and  alumnae  and  the  Seniors'  formed  in 
rank  in  the  amphitheatre  and  msirched  in  procession  np-'the<' 
road  leading  to  the  chapel.  The  Juniors,  Sophomores  and 
Freshmen  (together  with  the  Dilworth-  Hall  girls)  lined  the 
road  on  either  side,  proudly  displaying:  ■  their  class  colors  on 
their  white  dresses.  As  the  procession  passed  they  fell  in  line 
behind.      To  an  undergraduate  the  scene  was  especially  im- 
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pressive.  The  formal  academic  dress,  the  brilliant  hoods  and 
golden  tassels  all  meant  scholarship,  achievement  in  various 
branches  of  learning,  success,  genius — yes,  genius  itself  marched 
between  our  white  ranks  and  our  spirits  bowed  before  it. 

From  the  processional  march  to  the  triumphal  at  the  close, 
the  inaugural  ceremony  was  impressive.  The  hall  was  crowded 
to  overflowing.  Most  of  the  College  girls  were  compelled  to 
group  outside  the  doors.  The  platform  was  beautifully  deco- 
rated with  palms,  ferns  and  rhododendrons.  Rev.  William  L. 
McEwan,  D.  D.,  presided.  The  invocation  was  given  by  Rev. 
John  K.  McClurkin,  D.  D.,  which  was  followed  by  an  anthem, 
"Glorious  Forever,"  by  the  College  Glee  Club.  Mr.  Oliver 
McClintock,  president  of  the  Board  of  Trustees,  then  invested 
our  new  president  with  the  authority  of  his  office.  Dr.  Acheson 
responded  to  Mr.  McClintock  with  his  inaugural  address  on 
"The  Mission  of  the  Modern  College." 

With  keen  interest  we  listened  to  Dr.  Acheson 's  message. 
Among  other  things  of  importance  he  said:  "The  College 
should  stand  today,  as  in  the  past,  for  intellectual  training  of 
the  cultural  type,  against  all  utilitarian  demands."  He  went 
on  to  prove  that  the  liberal  and  the  practical  conflict  in  no 
respect ;  practical  education  is  not  simply  a  question  of  tech- 
nical skill  or  manual  dexterity.  "The  supreme  object  of  edu- 
cation is  not  culture,  but  character — character  distinguished 
by  high  ethical  standards  and  lofty  moral  achievements." 

As  we  listened  to  Dr.  Acheson  we  felt  that  under  his 
leadership  our  College  could  never  degenerate  into  an  institu- 
tion whose  chief  aim  led  directly  to  utilitarian  ends. 

Following  two  songs  sung  by  Miss  Butterfield  came  brief 
addresses  of  greeting  by  the  following :  In  behalf  of  the  faculty 
and  students,  Miss  Coolidge ;  in  behalf  of  the  Alumnae  Asso- 
ciation, Dean  Mary  Bidwell  Breed,  Ph.  D.,  of  the  Margaret 
Morrison  Carnegie  School ;  in  behalf  of  Kentucky  College  for 
Women,  the  president,  Mrs.  Letcher  Riker,  A.  B. ;  in  behalf  of 
local  colleges,  Rev.  Frederick  W.  Hinitt,  Ph.  D.,  D.  D.,  presi- 
dent of  Washington  &  Jefferson  College ;  in  behalf  of  Colleges 
for  women,  Mary  Augusta  Jordan,  LL.D.,  head  of  the  Eng- 
lish department  of  Smith  College ;  in  behalf  of  the  City  of 
Pittsburgh,    Dr.    Samuel    Black    McCormick,    D.  D.,    LL.  D., 
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chancellor  of  the  University  of  Pittsburgh.  Following  the  ad- 
dress of  greeting,  Miss  Brownson  presented  the  delegates,  rep- 
resenting over  fifty  colleges — twenty-five  of  them  were  college 
presidents. 

In  the  evening  a  banquet  and  reception  in  Dr.  Acheson's 
honor  was  given  in  the  Hotel  Schenley,  under  the  auspices  of 
the  College  Alumnae  Association.  Over  five  hundred  guests 
attended  the  reception.  At  the  banquet  Dr.  Hinitt,  president 
of  Washington  &  Jefferson  College,  was  the  principal  speaker 
and,  in  a  brief  address,  dwelt  on  the  effect  of  the  present  war 
on  modern  education. 

Mr.  David  Bispham  and  Mrs.  Litchfield  entertained  the 
audience  with  a  very  delightful  and  much  enjoyed  recital  dur- 
ing the  evening.  It  was  midnight  when  the  guests  left  the 
Schenley. 

Saturday  morning,  at  nine  thirty  o'clock,  an  educational 
conference  at  the  College  drew  a  great  number  of  people  to 
hear  the  speeches.  It  was,  indeed,  a  feast  of  the  mind  to  which 
they  came.  The  general  subject,  "The  College  Organism," 
was  discussed  in  its  various  parts  by  well-known  and  able 
speakers,  who  held  the  interested  attention  of  their  audience 
throughout  a  somewhat  lengthy  session.  After  Dr.  Russell, 
president  of  "Westminster  College,  had  spoken  the  invocation, 
Dr.  McCracken,  of  Vassar,  took  up  the  opening  subject,  "The 
Alumnal  Mind."  He  discussed,  in  an  entertaining  manner, 
the  character  of  the  alumna,  the  purpose  she  should  hold  be- 
fore her,  and  the  work  which  has  already  been  accomplished. 
Miss  Sawyer,  dean  of  "Western  College,  pictured  for  us  the  ideal 
trustee  and  convinced  us  anew  that  we  were  very  fortunate 
in  the  ones  we  possessed.  Miss  McKeag,  president  of  "Wilson 
College,  spoke  on  "The  Presidential  Gift."  She  held  up  lofty 
ideals  of  service  and  also  gave  many  practical  hints  as  to  the 
work  of  being  a  president.  Dr.  Temple,  of  "W.  &  J.,  is  an 
earnest,  forceful  talker.  His  talk  on  "Student  Vitality"  pre- 
sented a  new  solution  of  "student  unmanagableness,"  He  said 
it  was  merely  misdirected  energy  and  needed  to  be  turned  in 
the  proper  direction.  Dr.  Davidson,  superintendent  of  schools, 
spoke  last,  on  ' '  The  Sustaining  Public. ' '  He  said  that  he 
brought  greetings  from  80,000  boys  and  girls  and  2,700  teach- 
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ers  to  our  new  president ;  he  spoke  briefly  on  the  connection 
between  higher  and  lower  branches  of  learning,  declaring  that 
thy  all  had  the  same  object  in  view.  Dr.  Kerr  pronounced 
the  benediction. 

An  informal  luncheon  for  the  guests  followed,  on  Wood- 
land Hall  porch,  and  they  were  scarcely  able  to  finish  before 
the  May  Day  pageant  began. 

It  was  a  very  successful  afternoon.  Everybody  said 
"Paskkennodan"  was  the  loveliest  and  most  effective  pageant 
the  College  had  ever  given.  The  May  Queen  and  her  court 
were  all  that  could  be  desired.  The  day  was  perfect.  It  was 
a  fitting  close  for  the  inauguration  ceremonies.  Thousands 
of  spectators  viewed  the  dances  and  tableaus  and  lingered 
after  the  pageant  was  over  to  meet  their  friends.  Presently 
the  throng  began  to  drift  away,  little  by  little.  By  six  o'clock 
the  campus  was  once  more  peaceful  and  deserted,  and  the  Col- 
lege was  prepared  to  settle  down  to  a  quiet  academic  life  again. 

■  '  ■  i 

..   , , 

THE   SOPHOMORES   ON   MAY  DAY 

■'". 
Happy,  rollicking  Sophomore  Class ! 
Imagine  a  jollier  band,  if  you  please; 
Laughing  and  skipping  all  over  the  grass, 
Lightly  dancing  with  graceful  ease, 
Swaying  gently  before  the  breeze. 

All  arranged  in  their  colors  gay, 

'Neath  the  bright  sunshine  where  birds  chirped  and  sang, 

Dainty  Sophomores  gathered  that  day. 

Valleys,  hills,  and  the  roadsides,  too, 

All  were  just  covered  with  bright  colored  hues. 

Lovely  dresses  of  green  and  blue, 

Lilies  and  daisies  not  wet  with  the  dews, 

Everywhere  on  the  bright  May  Day, 

Yet  in  that  brilliant  and  gorgeous  array — 

Sophomores  saw  no  one  as  happy  as  they. 
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THE   ROAD   TO   RESIGNATION 

When  we're  young  and  full  of  courage, 
As  we  travel  down  Life's  way; 

What  a  view  lies  spread  before  us, 
What  a  brilliant,  cloudless  day! 

By  the  years  go  by  and  slowly, 
As  our  hopes  and  visions  fade, 

We  must  learn  with  hearts  unwilling 
What  it  is  to  be  afraid. 

What  it  is  to  suffer  sorrow, 

What  discouragement  can  mean ; 

And  our  mountain  tops  of  glory, 
Fade,  in  mist  veils,  from  the  scene. 

And  we  learn  full  soon  our  lesson, 
Looking  back  to  what  is  past ; 

'Tis  the  road  called  Resignation, 
That  we  travel  on  at  last. 


L.  B.,  '15. 
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THE  UNPRODUCTIVE  SON  OF  JOHN  BEALE 

Omri  Beale  was  John  Beale's  son.  John  lived  in  Orwood, 
and  so  did  Omri,  in  the  same  house  with  his  father,  in  the 
shadow  of  linden  trees  that  grew  no  where  else  so  dense  and 
so  tall  as  they  did  in  the  valley  of  Orwood. 

People  said  Omri  was  the  counterpart  of  John  in  form 
and  face,  but  that  he  lacked  his  father's  bearing  and  neatness 
in  personal  appearance.  They  declared  that  if  the  big  Omri 
were  more  erect  in  carriage  and  a  little  less  swinging  and 
careless  in  stride,  and  a  little  more  tidy  in  dress,  his  appear- 
ance would  be  unusually  striking  and  commanding.  He  was 
called  the  "unproductive  son  of  John  Beale." 

Nothing  else  in  all  the  country  around  that  belonged  to 
John  Beale  was  unproductive.  Whatever  that  shrewd  and 
thrifty  and  energetic  man  touched  stirred  or  moved  or  bloomed, 
as  if  a  new  and  full  life  were  communicated.  But  the  father 
had  not  succeeded  in  arousing  his  son.  Omri  walked  no  faster 
in  his  father's  presence  than  out  of  it;  one  saw  the  same  gait, 
inertness  and  inattention. 

"'Move  out  of  the  way!"  called  a  driver  of  a  team  of 
spirited  horses  to  Omri,  who  was  taking  his  own  time  on  a 
street  crossing ;  but  the  big  fellow  seemed  not  to  hear  or  to 
be  impressed. 

One  often  wished  he  might  see  him  straighten  his  form  to 
its  full  height  and  throw  back  his  shoulders  and  show  the  ma- 
jesty nature  intended  for  him.  You  might  see  him  under 
one  of  the  big  linden  trees  that  grew  in  front  of  his  father's 
house,  or  on  the  front  porch  leaning  against  a  pillar,  or  in  one 
of  the  streets  of  the  village,  or  in  the  country  store ;  but  always 
what  you  saw  was  unproductive  bulk  and  height  and  inaction. 

Omri  was  aware  that  people  called  him  "the  unproduc- 
tive," but  the  significance  of  the  name,  or  the  shame  of  it, 
seemed  not  to  reach  his  soul.  However,  some  friends  were 
kind  enough  to  say  that  Omri  had  "thoughts"  and  that  he 
would  surprise  the  community  some  day. 

One  day  John  Beale  came  into  the  room  in  which  his  son 
was  lounging. 


The  Inaugural  Procession 


-Courtesy  Pittsburgh  Dispatch 
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"Omri, "  he  said,  handing  him  some  papers,  "I  want  you 
to  read  the  deed  to  that  western  farm  and  to  examine  the  tax 
receipts;  and  on  my  return  within  an  hour  I  would  like  you 
to  tell  me  what  you  would  do  with  that  un — unprofitable  land." 

"Yes,  sir,"  replied  Omri. 

That  "yes,  sir"  was  spoken  with  no  emphasis,  but  with 
more  than  Omri's  promptness  and  decision.  We  do  not  know 
what  led  Omri's  father  to  make  such  a  request.  He  may  have 
looked  to  depths  in  his  son's  heart  that  were  not  penetrated 
by  the  ordinary  mind.  However,  when  John  Beale  returned 
an  hour  later  his  son  greeted  him  thus : 

"Father,  I  would  like  to  visit  that  land;  either  dispose  of 
it — or  else  farm  it.     It  is  only  going  to  waste." 

John  Beale  never  gave  his  consent  to  any  request  of  Omri 
with  a  better  grace. 

Early  next  morning,  with  valice  in  hand,  Omri  Beale 
walked  rapidly  down  the  street.  Two  squares  from  his  father's 
house,  he  turned  into  a  road  and  continued  his  fast  walk  until 
near  the  white-washed  pailings  of  a  fence  enclosing  a  little 
house  that  in'a  few  months  would  be  vine-clad  and  rose-covered. 
Here  and  there  the  lawn  surrounding  the  house  showed  strips 
and  patches  of  greener  grass,  and  here  and  there  shrubbery 
whose  buds  were  swelling.  Omri  walked  slowly  past  the  house, 
and  leisurely  a  short  distance  to  a  bridge  built  across  a  stream. 
Standing  there,  he  gazed  down  upon  the  water  which  near 
the  bridge  expanded  into  a  small  lake.  He  saw,  or  seemed  to 
see,  a  few  boats  anchored  at  the  water's  edge  under  the  out- 
reaching  branches  of  a  tree,  and  to  the  west  a  timber-covered 
ridge,  the  walls  of  which  at  evening  time  would  shade  the 
shore  and  whose  overhanging  tree  tops  would  be  mirrored  in 
the  lake.  The  scene  appeared  to  hold  a  peculiar  charm  of 
association  for  him. 

Omri  retraced  his  stops  toward  the  town,  changing  his 
valise  nervously  from  one  hand  to  another.  He  walked  slowly 
as  he  passed  the  little  cottage,  eyes  fixed  in  close  contemplation 
upon  the  porch ;  from  the  cottage  he  glanced  searchingly  down 
a  vista  toward  a  barn  that  was  indistinctly  visible.  But  he 
was  compelled  to  hasten  his  steps,  to  take  one  glance,  and  then 
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hurry  on.  An  old  friend,  on  perceiving  Omri's  great  haste, 
called  after  him : 

' '  Hello,  Ornri !     What 's  wrong  J ' ' 

"Going  away  on  business,"  was  the  answer.  "Haven't 
time  to  explain.     Good-bye  ! ' ' 

"In  the  name  of — !"  exclaimed  the  man,  staring  after 
the  disappearing  Omri,  as  though  he  doubted  his  sanity.  "If 
that  don't  beat  all!" 

JE.  Jfe  -U-  -U*  Jfe 

As  he  expected,  Omri  found  his  father's  land  to  be  a  dry 
and  sandy  waste,  as  unlike  the  rich  farm  lands  of  the  East  as 
his  character  differed  from  that  of  his  father.  It  was  an 
unconquered  desert.  At  home,  in  Orwood,  it  was  different ; 
there  things  were  conquered,  there  his  father  was  master.  But 
the  West  knew  no  master. 

The  machinery  of  Omri's  being  responded  to  the  spirit 
and  to  the  need  of  the  country.  He  irrigated  the  sandy  waste. 
He  fought  year  after  year — eight  years  passed — and  always 
he  fought  and  worked ;  and  with  the  revolution  of  each  year, 
he  acquired  a  greater  velocity  of  movement,  and  consequently, 
a  higher  rate  of  efficiency.  Omri  became  a  man  who  was  liked. 
The  same  inherent  qualities  which  made  John  Beale  master 
in  Orwood  wrought  success  for  Omri  in  the  West.  Step  by 
step  he  rose  politically,  until  the  people  made  him  their  repre- 
sentative. 

But  was  Omri,  though  representative  of  a  people,  an  en- 
tirely different  creature  from  "unproductive"  Omri,  son  of 
John  Beale?  He  still  enjoyed  his  "thoughts"  alone.  Now 
and  then  he  would  snatch  an  hour  or  so  just  before  sunset,  to 
row  across  to  an  island  in  a  river  that  flowed  at  some  little 
distance  from  his  home.  He  would  anchor  on  the  farther  side, 
by  a  ledge  of  rocks  which  faced  towards  the  east,  and  there 
snatch  time  for  reflection  and  meditation.  Linden  trees  grew 
on  the  island  like  those  back  home ;  and  as  time  after  time  he 
stood  in  the  twilight  under  one  of  the  trees,  with  the  boat 
anchored  near  and  the  water  of  the  river  resembling  the  quieter 
water  of  a  lake,  Omri  drew  upon  the  past  and  borrowed  from 
the  future,  until  a  certain  peculiar  satisfaction  and  determina- 
tion filled  his  soul. 
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He  built  a  small  porch  at  the  front  door  of  his  cottage  and 
planted  roses  and  vines.  Linden  trees  were  brought  over  from 
the  island  and  transplanted  about  the  cottage. 

And  so  the  years  passed ;  and  the  roses  and  the  vines  and 
the  linden  trees  grew ;  and  the  little  skiff  continued  to  be 
guided  to  the  friendly  little  harbor,  where  the  waters  lapped 
the  rocks,  and  from  where  a  farther  view  could  be  had  toward 
the  east  than  from  any  other  point. 

Eight  years  were  fled  since  Omri  had  come  west.  The 
sessions  of  the  Assembly  were  just  closed ;  and  Omri  did  not 
half  understand  his  popularity  when  one  morning  he  said 
good-bye  to  his  friends,  and  turned  his  face  toward  Orwood. 
There  was  talk  of  his  being  appointed  to  fill  a  vacant  senator- 
ship,  but  Ormi  was  not  working  for  it  and  did  not  expect  it. 
His  thoughts  traveled  much  faster  than  the  train  and  centered 
around  his  old  home.  No  one  in  Orwood  knew  of  his  return- 
ing.    It  was  thus  that  he  wished  it  to  be. 

He  was  once  so  occupied  with  anticipations  and 
"thoughts"  of  Orwood  that  he  was  not  aware  that  the  train 
had  stopped,  Until  a  porter  handed  him  a  telegram.  It  read : 
"Appointed  U.  S.  Senator."  Even  then  his  mind  reverted  to 
the  line  of  thought  broken  by  the  interruption.  After  three 
days  of  traveling,  Omri  drew  into  Orwood. 

"What  does  all  this  mean?"  he  wondered. 

The  little  station  platform  was  crowded  with  people  and 
the  streets  were  lined  with  almost  the  entire  population. 

' '  Something  very  unusual, ' '  thought  Omri. 

Some  of  the  crowd  were  boarding  the  train,  and  a  com- 
mittee seemed  to  be  in  charge.  Omri  caught  but  one  glance 
of  his  father's  face,  when  up  arose  a  cry  which  was  strange 
in  that  it  was  borne  from  the  lips  of  the  populace  of  Orwood. 

"Omri  Beale,  welcome  home!"  cried  many  voices. 

#         #         #         *         # 

At  sunset  the  following  evening  the  Honorable  Omri  Beale 
walked  two  squares  down  the  village  street  and  turned  into 
the  road  that  led  to  the  lake.  A  few  minutes'  walk  brought 
him  in  sight  of  the  little  vine-covered  cottage.  It  was  a  beau- 
tiful  picture,   with  the   soft   glow   of  the   sunset   shining  in 
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lovely,  delicate  patterns  through  the  foliage  of  the  linden  trees; 
and,  where  the  sunset  fell  upon  the  roses,  it  seemed  to  trans- 
form the  picture  into  the  magic  and  beauty  of  a  fairyland. 
Omri  walked  slowly  past  and  stopped  when  he  reached  the 
bridge.  He  gazed  down  into  the  water,  he  gazed  onward  to 
the  lake,  and  upon  the  overhanging  ridge,  mirrored  in  the  blue 
waters  beneath ;  and  the  sunset  reflected  its  glory  in  the  water 
and  the  whole  scene  was  as  one  of  his  wildest  dreams,  except- 
ing that  it  lacked  in  one  essential. 

And  as  he  gazed  the  dream  was  made  perfect.  Out  on  the 
lake  a  little  canoe  became  visible,  sporting  lightly  with  the 
waves.  And  all  the  beauty  of  the  world  was  contained  in  that 
picture,  and  Omri  gazed  upon  it  with  a  fear  that  it  might  prove 
to  be  but  a  phantom. 

It  was  probably  this  apprehension  that  led  him  to  leave 
the  bridge  and  climb  down  the  path  to  the  edge  of  the  water, 
or,  it  might  have  been  a  far-away  memory  of  an  attempted 
landing,  an  overturned  canoe  and  a  struggle  in  the  water. 

The  little  boat  was  but  a  few  rods  from  shore  when  its 
occupant  glanced  up,  and  for  the  first  time  saw  Omri.  The 
gold  of  the  sunset  shone  in  her  hair,  and,  likewise,  it  was  prob- 
ably its  warm  reflection  that  brought  the  color  to  her  cheeks. 

' '  Omri  Beale ! "  a  soft,  startled  voice  was  borne  over  the 
short  intervening  space. 

"May  I  help  you?"  Omri  asked,  and  he  smiled,  as  though 
thinking  of  another  time. 

The  girl  laughed  and  colored  slightly ;  and  Ormi  knew  that 
she  remembered. 

"No,  thank  you.  Ormi,"  she  answered.  "I  have  been 
handling  a  canoe  for  over  eight  years." 

The  canoe  had  glided  up  upon  the  sand,  but  the  girl  still 
retained  her  seat  in  the  prow.  Ormi  gazed  down  into  her 
eyes,  and  in  his  imagination  saw  a  far-distant  cottage  blooming 
like  a  rose,  in  a  land  of  sandy  waste. 

"May  I  take  you  out  on  the  lake,  Eulalia?"  he  asked,  in 
a  voice  so  low  that  it  was  almost  a  whisper.  It  was  "unpro- 
ductive" Omri  that  spoke,  likewise,  Honorable  Omri  Beale, 
United  States  senator.  Old  Omri  could  only  have  had 
' '  thoughts ' ' ;  Honorable  Omri  was  the  man  that  executed  them. 
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The  glow  in  the  west  was  slowly  dying  and  the  twilight 
deepening;  over  in  the  southwest  the  new  moon  hung  pale 
and  guileless,  waiting  for  darkness  and  the  stars  before  it 
should  squander  its  soft  radiance  upon  the  world,  and  mirror 
its  beauty  in  the  dark  waters  of  the  lake. 

The  girl  raised  her  eyes  to  the  little  cottage  in  the  deepen- 
ing twilight,  and  cast  one  lingering  glance  upon  the  familiar 
waters;  then  she  turned  slowly  to  Omri  and  nodded,  "Yes." 

R.  L.  C,  16. 


FRESHMEN  FAREWELLS 
That  Party  of  April  19th 

PRELUDE 

Oh,  listen,  dear  readers,  and  you  shall  hear, 
Of  the  daintiest  party  of  all  the  year ! 
"Twas  the  ninth  day  of  April,  in  nineteen  fifteen, 
When  the  world  .was  all  dressed  in  her  spring  gown  of  green, 
That  the  Freshmen  appeared  with  their  Spring  Opening. 

I. 

The  guests  were  all  bidden  to  this  grand  affair, 
By  quaint  little  hats  tied  with  ribbons  so  rare ; 
All  tinted  and  trimmed  in  an  up-to-date  style, 
(Enough  to  make  grim  Heraclitus  smile.) 

II. 

After  planning  and  working  by  night  and  by  day, 
(Forgetful  of  lessons — incidentally  of  play!) 
The  great  night  arrived  in  much  splendor  and  glory — 
A  night  to  go  down  in  our  fair  School's  his-tor-y ! 

III. 
Of  course,  the  main  pastime,  all  students  may  know, 
Was  tripping  the  light  and  the  fantastic  toe ; 
A  neat  little  card,  done  in  yellow  and  white, 
Guided  each  one  to  his  partner  aright. 
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IV. 

Everyone  tried  to  find  out  with  a  will, 

Why  each  Freshie  wore  such  a  gay  daffodil ; 

But  each  was  rewarded  for  all  his  vain  labors, 

When  the  generous  Freshmen  used  the  flowers  for  favors. 

V. 

The  hit  of  the  evening's  enjoyment  shone  soon, 
A  nineteen  hundred  and  eighteen  moon; 
Which  shed  its  light  so  mellow  and  gold, 
O'er  a  happy  assemblage  of  young  and  of  old. 

VI. 
The  next  entertainment  was  quite  serious  indeed, 
A  trip  to  the  movies !     A  very  rash  deed ! 
But  no  one  was  shocked  by  one  serious  slip, 
For  all  had  passed  under  severe  censorship ! 

VII. 

After  many  such  doses  of  mind-taxing  feats, 
The  guests  were  refreshed  with  most  eatable  "eats"; 
There  was  "enough  and  to  spare"  as  the  old  saying  goes, 
We  fed  all  our  friends — there  weren't  any  foes. 

VIII. 
Best  of  all,  tho'  the  last — by  no  means  the  least- 
Comes  the  greatest  surprise  in  this  marvelous  feast ; 
A  loud  crash  of  music  (by  Monsieur  Labritte!) 
Then  a  swish  and  a  whirl — then  a  shower  of  confetti ! 

IX. 
It  whirled  and  it  waved  in  a  mass  gay  and  bright, 
Shedding  forth  just  a  bit  of  the  power  and  might 
Of  this  glorious  class  of  nineteen  eighteen, 
Who  won  deathless  fame  at  their  Spring  Opening ! 
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Entered  in  the  postoffice  at  Pittsburgh,  Pa.,  as  second-class 
matter. 

EDITORIALS 

The  Inauguration  and  Commencement  come  very  close  to- 
gether, yet  one  is  a  beginning,  the  other  an  ending.      As  the 
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days  go  so  swiftly  by,  we  who  are  about  to  leave  the  College 
walls  forever,  realize  more  and  more 
A  BEGINNING  keenly  just  what,  this  parting  will  mean 
AND  AN  ENDING  to  us.  We  have  spent  four  happy  years 
here ;  we  have  made  many  dear  friends 
and  learned  many  useful  lessons.  We  feel  that  we  are  a  part 
of  the  life  of  the  College,  yet  presently  we  shall  be  gone  and 
the  dear  familiar  places  will  know  us  no  more.  With  a  vision 
made  more  clear  by  the  approaching  parting  we  look  back  over 
our  College  days  and  realize  better  than  ever  before  what  they 
have  meant  to  us.  Yet  we  are  glad  to  feel  that  we  shall  never 
cease  being  the  daughters  of  our  Alma  Mater.  Dr.  McCracken 
expressed  this  thought  very  beautifully  to  us  in  his  address  on 
"The  Alumnal  Mind."  No  matter  where  we  are,  he  said,  the 
College  will  be  watching  us,  proud  of  our  successes,  sorry  for 
our  failures,  an  inspiration  to  us  always.  As  Dr.  Acheson  be- 
gins his  real  work  in  the  College,  the  hearty  wishes  of  the 
Seniors  are  extended  to  him  for  his  future  success  in  his  labors. 


The  Sorosis,  with  this  number,  closes  another  year  of  its 
history.  It  has  been  a  prosperous  year,  financially  and  other- 
wise, but  there  are  much  greater  heights  of  prosperity  which 
the  future  Sorosis  will  reach,  we  hope. 
PARTING  ADVICE  It  has  often  been  our  thought  that  the 
girls  of  P.  C.  W.,  loyal  though  they  are 
in  most  College  matters,  do  not  properly  support  their  College 
paper.  It  is  taken  too  lightly  and  too  much  for  granted.  We 
think  if  they  could  see  some  of  the  splendid  papers  we  receive 
as  exchanges  from  such  colleges  as  Cornell  and  Smith,  their 
ambition  might  be  aroused  a  little. 

In  the  matter  of  literary  material,  it  is  difficult  to  obtain 
any  at  all  except  from  the  theme  courses.  There  is  no  reason 
why  our  Literary  Editor  should  not  have  her  hands  full  every 
month.     But  each  girl  leaves  the  task  to  somebody  else. 

Financially  we  must  expect  to  be  supported  largely  by 
local  advertisers  for  some  time  to  come,  though  the  Alumnae 
have  been  generously  coming  to  our  support  and  our  Alumnae 
subscription  list  is  growing.      Yet  many  girls  in  the  College 
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could  obtain  an  "ad"  for  the  Sorosis  easily  enough.  We  are 
glad  to  say  some  do.  As  to  subscribing,  any  girl  here  should 
he  ashamed  to  admit  that  she  does  not  do  so.  It  should  be  as 
much  a  matter  of  course  as  one's  tuition.  For  clubs  may  rise 
and  flourish,  spreads  and  parties  may  come  up  again  and  again, 
yet  it  is  the  College  paper  which  is  most  deserving  of  your 
dollar.  For  this  is  the  thing  which  should  bind  classes  togeth- 
er by  giving  them  a  common  channel  of  communication;  this 
is  one  of  the  great  means  of  arousing  school  spirit  and  pre- 
serving it. 

Finally,  we  wish  to  mention  that  most  vital  necessity  of 
a  good  paper — a  good  staff!  "When  you  elect  your  reporters 
and  class  editors,  girls,  put  some  thought  into  the  matter.  With 
an  indifferent,  inefficient  staff  you  cannot  hope  to  have  an  in- 
teresting paper.     A  word  to  the  wise ! 


The  Editor  would  like  to  take  this  last  opportunity  to 
thank  all  the  friends  and  well-wishers  of  the  Sorosis  for  their 

kindly  support  of  the  past  year.  Espe- 
APPRECIATION     cially  we  wish  to  express  to  the  staff  our 

appreciation  of  their  splendid  work  of  the 
past,  and  their  able  co-operation  in  our  plans.  To  the  new 
staff,  which  will  take  up  the  burden  of  the  work,  may  every 
success  come ;  may  the  Sorosis,  under  their  guidance,  gain  in 
influence  and  prosperity  from  month  to  month. 


ALUMNAE  NOTES 

Jennie  McSherry,  '03,  has  just  announced  her  engagement 
to  Spencer  Ramsey  Smith,  an  Ann  Arbor  man.  Mr.  Smith  is 
one  of  the  leading  educators  in  Chicago  and  principal  of  the 
Wendell  Phillips  High  School  of  that  city. 

Ionia  Fairchild  Smith,  formerly  a  student  of  the  college, 
was  married  to  Mr.  Ray  Cuppet,  April  28,  1915.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Cuppet  will  be  "at  home"  in  Clarksburg,  West  Virginia,  after 
June  1st. 

The  Sorosis  wishes  to  extend  its  sincere  sympathy  to  Mrs. 
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John  Pardee  (Westanna  McKay,  '79)  whose  sister,  Mrs.  Eliza- 
beth Davis,  recently  died. 

The  Alumnae  Association  was  an  important  factor  in  the 
festivities  of  May  14th  and  15th.  With  great  enthusiasm 
they  planned  and  carried  out  the  delightful  banquet.  They 
formed  an  imposing  part  of  the  academic  procession  on  Friday, 
and  more  than  did  their  duty  on  May  Day.  Janet  Brownlee 
appeared  as  Madame  Curie ;  Eleanor  Fitzgibbon,  as  Julius 
Caesar,  and  Jennie  McSherry  as  the  Duchess  of  Marlborough. 
Besides,  there  were  Esther  Rosenbloom,  as  II  Penserso ;  Mrs. 
McJunkin,  as  Titania ;  Lillie  Lindsay,  as  Bottom ;  May  Hardy, 
as  Puck.  Once  more  we  saw  Marjorie  Stewart,  as  Orlando ; 
Mary  Savage,  as  Celia,  and  Juanita  Husband,  in  Touchstone's 
part. 

EXCHANGES 

In  the  March  number  of  "The  Washington-Jeff ersonian" 
appears  a  well  written  playlet,  entitled  "Through  Dark 
Glasses."  The  characters  are  Youth,  Worldly  Success,  Ro- 
mance and  Ideals,  Culture,  Money  and  Ambition,  cleverly  per- 
sonified. 

The  influence  of  the  war  is  surely  all-embracing — it  even 
extends  to  literature.  The  "Allegheny  Literary  Monthly" 
contains  three  war  stories.  One  of  them,  a  play,  "The  Iron 
Cross,"  is  particularly  interesting.  The  other  two  war  stories 
are  also  admirably  written. 

The  "Cornell  Era"  for  April  is,  as  usual,  well  edited.  A 
"Books  Received"  department  adds  interest  to  the  paper. 

The  Sorosis  acknowledges  also  "The  Pitt  Weekly,"  "The 
Tartan,"  "The  Westminster  Holcad"  and  "The  Franklin." 


EXPRESSION  NOTES 

Miss  Kerst  will  present  Miss  Mahey  in  her  Commencement 
Recital,  on  Thursday  afternoon,  June  3rd,  at  4  o'clock.  The 
school  and  friends  are  invited.  An  informal  reception  will 
follow. 
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Commencement  Activities 

Saturday,  May  22nd Senior  Class  Luncheon 

Friday,  June  4th June  Dance 

Saturday,  June '12th Senior  Play,  "Pomander  Walk" 

Sunday,  June  13th '.  .  .  .  .Baccalaureate  Service 

Monday,  June  14th Commencement  Exercises 

Mrs.  Acheson's  Cousin  Gone 

Miss  Louise  Van  Winkle,  who  has  been  visiting  the  Ache- 
sons  for  the  past  few  weeks,  to  be  here  for  the  inauguration, 
has  returned  to  her  home  in  the  South. 

More  Visitors 
Mrs.  Gokey  and  Miss  Beer,  the  aunt  of  Dorcas  Beer,  were 
here  for  the  inauguration,  to  say  nothing  of  small  Billy,  con- 
nections unknown. 

Mandolin  Club  Plays  at  Banquet 
On  Tuesday  evening,  May  11th,  the  Mandolin  Club  was 
invited  to  play  at  a  banquet,  given  by  the  Girls'  Welfare  Club 
of  Kaufmann's  store.  The  girls  sat  at  the  speakers'  table  and 
enjoyed  the  banquet,  as  well  as  the  musical  program  which 
followed.     Miss  Butterfield  also  sang  several  solos. 
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Elections  for  Coming  Year 

Student  Government  President Mildred  Nichols,  '16 

Editor-in-Chief  of  Sorosis Rebekah  Grouse,  '16 

Senior  President Leila  Hill,  '16 

House  President Dorothy  Errett,  '16 

Dramatic  President Melba  Martin,  '16 

Y.  W.  C.  A.  President Ethel  Bair,  '16 

Glee  Club  President Kathryn  Robb,  '16 

Junior  President Elizabeth  McClelland,  '17 

Sophomore  President Charlotte  Hunker,  '18 

Business  Manager  Sorosis Leora  Lewis,  '16 

Literary  Editor  Sorosis Estelle  Shepherd,  '17 

Vice  President  Student  Gov.  Ass'n Frances  Boale,  '17 

Secretary  Student  Gov.  Ass'n Louise  Reinecke,  '18 

Junior  Member  Student  Gov.  Ass'n Martha  Crandall,  '18 

Treasurer Gertrude    Bradt,  '18 

President  Athletic  Association Jo  Herrold,  '?? 

The  Tea 

On  Friday  afternoon,  April  7th,  the  Freshman  Class  enter- 
tained their  honorary  member,  Fraulein  Randolph,  at  a  tea, 
given  in  McCreery's.  The  hour  was  four — the  chief  attraction 
was  the  very  appetizing,  daintily  served  lunch.  The  season  of 
the  year  gave  all  a  chance  to  display  their  newly  acquired 
garments  ( !)  and,  of  course,  the  natural  result  of  all  Freshman 
gatherings — everyone  had  a  great  time. 

Visitors 

Some  of  the  Woodland  Hall  girls  enjoyed  a  week-end  visit 
from  their  mothers  during  the  Inauguration.  Among  those 
welcomed  especially  by  the  Freshmen  were  Mrs.  Temple,  Mrs. 
Yout,  Mrs.  Yonkers,  Mrs.  Fournier  and  Mrs.  Alexander. 

Trained  Nurse  Resident  at  the  College 
Miss  Elmore  Marshall,  of  the  Kentucky  College  for  Women, 
has  been  employed  at  the  College  as  a  trained  nurse. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Acheson  Entertain  the  Faculty 

On  Tuesday,  May  4th,  from  four  to  six,  the  Faculty  were 
entertained  at  tea  by  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Acheson. 
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Dilworth  Hall  Commencement  Exercises 
Dilwortk  Hall  Commencement  will  be  held  on  June  10th. 
The  speaker  will  be  Rev.  Edward  S.  Travers,  of  Trinity  Epis- 
copal Church.     The  baccalaureate  sermon  will  be  delivered  on 
Friday  morning,  May  28th. 

College  Commencement 

The  College  Commencement  will  be  held  on  June  14th,  at 
eight-fifteen  o'clock.  The  speaker  will  be  Rev.  W.  Francis 
Irwin,  D.  D.,  of  Louisville,  Kentucky.  After  the  exercises  a 
reception  will  be  given  by  the  College  for  the  graduates  and 
their  friends. 

Dilworth  Hall  Fourth  Years  Have  Luncheon 

On  Friday,  May  7th,  the  Fourth  Year  Class  of  Dilworth 
Hall  held  their  class  luncheon  at  the  Schenley  Hotel. 

Daily  rehearsals  are  perfecting  the  actors  and  actresses  in 
"Pomander  Walk."  The  only  sad  thing  is  the  lamentable 
tendency  of  one  of  the  cast  toward  the  use  of  too  strong 
language. 

The  last  bit  of  material  for  the  "  Pennsylvanian "  is  in  the 
hands  of  the  editor-in-chief.  She  promises  that  it  will  be  ready 
to  issue  in  a  few  days. 

SENIOR    CALENDAR 

Miss  Lindsay  started  the  good  times  by  taking  all  of  the 
Seniors  to  the  Nixon.  The  girls  were  delighted  with  David 
Warfield. 

Olga  Losa  and  Jane  Johnston  entertained  the  Seniors  at 
the  prettiest  dinner  imaginable,  in  Woodland  Hall.  The  class 
colors — rose  and  white — were  predominent  and  the  table  was 
a  dream.     Everyone  had  a  delightful  evening. 

Louise  Kindl  gave  a  theatre  party  for  us.  ' '  Sweethearts ' ' 
was  a  huge  success,  and  so  were  the  nuts  and  candy. 

"Daddy  Longlegs"  was   much    enjoyed    by   the  Seniors. 
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The  Sophomores  have  certainly  proved  themselves  wonderful 
hostesses. 

The  Senior  class  luncheon  came  off  with  great  glory  at 
the  Hotel  Schenley,  on  Saturday,  May  22nd.  Mary  Jeffrey, 
by  her  mysterious  fore-knowledge,  was  a  most  marvelous 
prophetess.  Janet's  gifts  must  be  seen  to  be  properly  appre- 
ciated. 

Invitations  to  the  June  dance  in  Woodlawn  Hall  have  been 
issued.     We  are  looking  forward  to  it  with  great  expectancy. 

Many  other  social  events  have  been  rumored,  if  not  actual- 
ly scheduled.  It  is  whispered  that  Lorna  is  to  have  a  house 
party  in  the  mountains.  Janet  is  considering  a  trip  to  Cali- 
fornia in  a  taxi,  and  it  is  even  reported  that  Virginia 
and  Grace  expect  to  retrieve  themselves  by  some  elaborate 
affair,  as  yet  a  secret. 

The  entire  class  was  present  at  the  inaugural  banquet 
May  14th.  The  Senior  table  was  the  merriest  in  the  hall  and 
boasted  of  as  many  presidents  as  any  other  table  there. 


JUNIOR   LAST   WILL   AND   TESTAMENT 

We,  the  oversigned,  being  of  unsound  minds,  and  having 
the  greater  part  of  our  lives  before  us,  do  certify  that  the  fore- 
going is  our  last  will  and  testament  concerning  our  property 
personal  and  not  otherwise. 

To  the  Faculty  we  bequeath  our  blue  den  in  perfect  and 
sanitary  condition  for  their  use  as  a  class  room.  Our  original 
intention  was  to  bequeath  our  homestead  to  the  Sophomores 
but  their  irresponsibility  renders  them,  in  our  eyes,  unworthy 
of  such  a  sacred  trust. 

There  are  several  valuable  college  courses  in  our  possession 
which  we  have  held  intact.  These  we  bequeath  to  both  Sopho- 
mores and  Freshmen,  admonishing  them  to  do  as  well. 

Our  title  of  Juniors — there  being  no  help  for  it — we  do 
hereby  bequeath  to  the  Sophomores. 
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Our  other  possessions,  despite  the  usual  custom,  we  '11  take 
with  us  to  our  next  stepping  stone. 

Signed  under  our  hand  and  seal  this  eighteenth  day  of 
May,  nineteen  hundred  and  fourteen. 

(Signed)  JUNIOR  CLASS. 
Witnesses : 

ALUMNAE  and  SENIORS. 


OUR  ORGANIZATIONS 

Student  Government  Yearly  Report  .« 

The  Student  Government  Association  reports  a  very  satis- 
factory year.  The  traditions  and  changes  made  last  year  have 
been  carried  out.      To  outline  the  work  of  the  year — 

The  new  girls  were  written  to  during  the  summer  and 
cared  for  the  first  few  days.  The  Freshmen  were  formally 
presented  with  their  class  colors  early  in  October. 

In  November  the  girls  contributed  their  share  to  the 
"Toy  Shop." 

During  the  winter  their  efforts  were  expended  preserving 
quiet  in  the  library,  chapel  and  halls. 

In  January,  Dilworth  Hall  and  the  College  entertained 
in  honor  of  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Acheson. 

In  February,  the  girls  united  with  the  University  of  Pitts- 
burgh and  Carnegie  Institute  of  Technology  in  a  movement  to 
protest  against  militarism.     Dr.  Acheson  spoke  for  the  College. 

This  spring,  the  time  has  been  devoted  to  new  problems.  A 
committee  of  faculty  and  students  has  been  appointed  to  in- 
vestigate and  report  next  fall  upon  a  "Cut  System." 

An  Activities  Fee  of  $2.50,  to  cover  Student  Government 
dues,  Athletics  dues  and  the  subscription  to  the  Sorosis,  is  to 
be  added  to  the  tuition  hereafter. 

Deutsche  Verein 

Virginia  Morris,  president  of  the  Deutsche  Verein,  enter- 
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tained  the  club  Tuesday,  May  25th.     The  presidential  election 
was  in  order. 

Athletic  Club 

The  College  tenis  tournaments  are  now  in  progress.  Thir- 
ty-six have  entered.  The  winner  will  play  off  the  winner  of 
Dilworth  Hall.      A  cup  has  been  awarded  as  the  prize. 

Of  the  basketball  games  played  this  year,  the  Sophomores 
had  the  highest  score — 53.  The  Freshmen  score  was  36  and 
the  Junior  score  23. 

Omega  Society 

Leila  Hill,  Alice  Greer,  Estelle  Shepherd  and  Leah  Claster 
were  taken  into  the  Omega  Society  at  its  last  regular  meeting. 
An  interesting  paper  on  Suredmann's  "Frau  Sorge"  was  read 
by  Gertrude  Frame.  The  society  will  hold  one  more  meeting 
when  Leora  Lewis  will  read  a  paper  on  "The  "Weavers,"  by 
Hauptmann.  At  this  meeting  the  president  for  next  year 
will  be  elected. 

The  Glee  Club 

We  have  covered  the  thirty-nine  miles  of  our  work  this 
year.  According  to  the  Chinese  proverb  we  are  only  half  done. 
But,  since  we  are  already  at  work  on  the  fortieth  mile,  we 
hope  soon  to  have  completed  the  whole.  Our  last  work  con- 
sists in  preparing  several  songs  for  the  Commencement  Concert, 
May  28th,  and  the  anthem  for  the  Commencement  exercises, 
June  14th. 

"We  are  proud  of  the  work  that  the  Glee  Club  has  done 
this  year.  The  girls  have  been  loyal  and  faithful  at  appoint- 
ments. We  owe  much  to  Professor  and  Mrs.  Mayhew,  who 
have  so  kindly  and  patiently  directed  us.  As  we  look  back 
over  the  year  we  feel,  of  course,  that  we  have  had  to  sacrifice 
time  and  energy,  but  we  also  feel  that  we  have  been  more  than 
repaid  by  the  success  and  the  good  times  we  have  had. 

Y.  W.  C.  A.  Notes 

The  Y.  W.  C.  A.  is  giving  some  money  toward  the  China 
Fund  of  the  Central  Association  and  is  sending  a  factory  girl 
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to  Carnp  Nepawan,  besides  their  India  Fund.  We  hope  ta 
send  a  delegation  to  Eagles'  Mere,  for  we  realize  that  it  is  for 
the  welfare  of  all  associations,  as  well  as  for  P.  C.  W.,  to  be 
well  represented  at  such  an  inspiring  conference. 

On  Wednesday,  April  21st,  Dr.  Acheson  gave  a  very  in- 
teresting and  helpful  talk  at  the  Y.  W.  C.  A. 

On  April  28th,  the  Association  News  Committee  had  charge 
of  the  meeting,  under  the  leadership  of  Miss  Virginia  Morris. 

A  business  meeting  and  presidential  election  was  held  on 
Wednesday,  May  12th.  Miss  Ethel  Bair  was  re-elected  presi- 
dent. Miss  Bair  has  rendered  very  faithful  service  during  the 
past  year  and  we  know  that  the  Association  will  continue  to 
be  a  success  under  her  leadership. 

On  Wednesday,  May  19th,  Kamala  Cornelius  had  charge 
of  the  meeting. 

Vespers 

A  prayer  service  was  held  at  Vespers  on  Sunday  evening, 
May  2nd. 

On  Sunday,  May  16th,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Achley  took  charge 
of  Vespers. 

Miss  Nelle  Trimble  presented  her  Certificate  Musical  Re- 
cital on  Friday,  May  21st,  at  eight-fifteen. 


INAUGURATION    EVENTS 

Classes  Close  at  One  O'clock 

In  order  that  we  might  rest  up  for  the  strenuous  days  be- 
fore us,  classes  closed  at  one  o'clock  on  Thursday  before  May 
Day.  Of  course,  we  were  all  disappointed,  but  we  sympathized 
with  the  Faculty  and  did  not  insist  upon  attending  classes. 

Academic  Procession  and  Inauguration  Exercises 

At  two  o'clock  on  Friday  afternoon  the  student  body,  in 
white  gowns  with  the  respective  class  colors,  formed  on  either 
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side  of  the  road  to  Dr.  Acheson's  house,  along  which  the  dig- 
nitaries and  delegates  from  other  colleges  passed  on  the  way 
to  the  inaugural  exercises.  These  exercises  took  place  at  two- 
thirty.  Rev.  Wm.  L.  McEwan,  D.  D.,  presiding.  Rev.  John 
K.  McClurkin,  D.  D.,  gave  the  invocation,  which  was  followed 
by  an  anthem,  "Glorious  Forever,"  by  the  College  Glee  Club. 
The  induction  to  office  was  performed  by  Mr.  Oliver  McClin- 
tock,  president  of  the  Board  of  Trustees.  The  inaugural  ad- 
dress was  delivered  by  President  John  C.  Acheson,  LL.  D., 
Addresses  of  greeting  were  delivered  by  delegates  from  prom- 
inent colleges  and  the  exercises  closed  with  a  benediction  by 
Rev.  Robert  Christie,  D.  D. 

Alumnae  Banquet  and  Reception 

At  six-thirty  o'clock  on  Friday  evening,  May  14th,  a  ban- 
quet was  held  at  the  Hotel  Schenley,  in  charge  of  the  Alumnae 
Association.  At  the  reception  afterwards  a  concert  was  given 
by  Mrs.  Lawrence  Litchfield  and  Mr.  David  Bispham. 

Luncheon  at  Woodland  Hall 

After  the  Educational  Conference,  on  Saturday  morning, 
luncheon  was  served  at  Woodland  Hall  for  the  guests  of  the 
College. 

May  Day 

The  pageant  "Paskkenodan,"  symbolic  of  the  growth  of 
Pittsburgh,  was  a  beautiful  and  fitting  close  to  the  inaugural 
ceremonies.  The  pageant  was  written  by  Miss  Vanda  E.  Kerst 
and  Miss  Helen  Abbott  and  was  presented  by  the  College,  Dil- 
worth  Hall  and  the  Alumnae  of  both  schools.  A  large  audi- 
ence witnessed  it  and  everybody  remarked  that  it  was  the 
prettiest  May  festival  that  the  College  has  ever  given.  The 
May  Queen  and  her  court  were  charming  and  the  costuming 
throughout  the  groups  was  very  attractive. 
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MUSICAL   NOTES 

The  School  of  Music  had  its  Commencement  Concert  on 
Friday  evening,  May  28th. 

On  Friday  evening,  May  21,  Mr.  Charles  Edward  Mayhew 
presented  Miss  Nellie  Irene  Trimble  in  a  song  recital.  Mrs. 
Charles  Edward  Mayhew  and  Miss  Pauline  McCaw  were  the 
pianists. 

Mrs.  Ida  Mervine,  whose  piano  compositions  attracted  so 
much  attention  on  the  program  of  Original  Composition,  May 
6th,  has  composed  the  music  for  Galesworthy's  "The  Little 
Dream,"  which  Miss  Jeanne  Mahey  will  read  with  the  music 
on  June  3rd. 

The  attendance  at  the  Thursday  afternoon  recitals  this 
season  was  the  largest  within  the  six  years  of  their  existence. 

Mr.  "Whitmer  has  been  asked  to  write  a  motet  for  the 
Cecelia  Choir  of  the  Western  Theological  Seminary,  to  be  given 
next  season.  The  choir  presents  chiefly  ancient  and  modern 
a  capella  music  of  the  most  intricate  types. 

Mrs.  Mayhew  has  been  elected  president  of  the  Tuesday 
Musical  Club,  an  honor  which  we  are  all  proud  of. 


A  Drama 

Time — 12:30  P.M.  Place — Lorna's  Door-step. 

Janet — Look  what  time  it  is,  Lorna!      Daddy  won't  let 
you  go  to  any  more  dances. 

Young  Man — What's  that?      I'll  come  around  tomorrow 
morning  and  have  a  chat  with  father. 

Lorna  (enraptured) — This  is  so  sudden!! 

(Climax — Curtain  falls.) 
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Olga — Isn't  it  strange  that  the  Pope  won't  let  Catholics 
participate  in  government  affairs? 

Miss  Meloy — I'm  afraid  we  will  have  a  very  stupid  hour. 
Miss  Estep,  will  you  please  read  your  paper? 

Miss  White — What  was  disputed  about  in  the  Bering  Sea 
trouble  ? 

M.  J. — Furs. 

Miss  W. — What  was  the  trouble  in  the  New  Foundland 
fisheries  ? 

Mary  J.  (inspired) — Why-er-fishes  ! 

In  Astronomy — The  moon  gets  full  once  a  month ! 

Historical  Gems. 

Bettv — Dreyfus  was  treated  most  cruelly  by  the  French 
government.      He  had  to  do  his  own  cooking! 

Janet — The  Czarina  toasted  her  uncle. 

A  Farewell 

This  is  the  last  time  the  witty  sayings  of  the  Seniors  will 
adorn  the  pages  of  the  Sorosis.  May  they  long  be  remembered 
in  the  places  where  their  names  were  once  familiar. 

The  Seniors  were  delighted  to  receive  from  The  Sorosis  a 
gift  of  ten  dollars,  to  help  them  with  their  class  play  expenses. 


Tan  and  Black 


English  Custom  Boot 


Low  Heels  Invisible  Eyelets 

STOEBENER 

Man  with  Quality  Shoes 
9227  Penn  East  End  6222  Frankstown 


THE     SOROSIS 


37 


CORRECT  CATERING 

Kuhn  catering  implies  that  perfect  good  taste  and  nice  attention  to  detail  so 
ecessary  to  the  complete  success  of  the  social  function. 

Call  upon  us  at  any  time  for  suggestions  and  estimates. 

Have  you  visited  our  Tea  Room?     We  serve  dainty  luncheons,  a  la  carte, 
t  prices  that  will  meet  with  your  approval. 

Kuhn  Catering  Company 


m  R.  Kuhn,  Manager 


Rittenhouse,  Highland  Avenue 


INTERURBAN  PRESS 

Sheridan  Avenue  and  Kirkwood  Street 

We  Make  a  Specialty  of  Printing  School  Papers 


The  McFarland  Co. 

)RY  GOODS,  MILLINERY 
ART-NEEDLE   WORK 


)nly  the  Best  Goods  at  LOWEST  PEICES 


6015   PENN   AVENUE 

EAST    END 


Fi«h<»I'«  Dainty 

r  191  Id   »  Lunch  Room 

Cakes,         Candies,        Ice  Cream, 
Fruits,  Sandwiches. 

LUNCHEONS 

Special  Attention  Given  to  Orders  for  Parties, 
Spreads  and  east 


33  Fifth  Avenue 


Beli  Phone-Grant  4362 


PATRONIZE 

Our 

ADVERTISERS 


The  Liberty  Confectionery 

107  North  Highland  Avenue 

Bell  Phone  2568-J  Hiland 

HOME-MADE     CANDIES 
ICE    CREAM    AND    ICES 


WE     DELIVER     EVERYWHERE 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 
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. . .  The  Standard  of  Excellence  . . . 

Chenney  Hair  Shop 

.  V  . 

126  S.  Hiland  Ave.             Phone  619  Hilan 

We  have  now  opened  a 
CHIROPODY     DEPARTMEN" 

and  can  assure  you  a  Careful,  Pleasant 

Treatment  at  little  cost. 

Our  Chiropodist  is  a  woman  and  a  Licensa 

Surgical    Operator;     when    you    need    he 

Services,  come  in  and  get  Relief  from  you 

"Sole  Troubles" 

A  First  Class  Manufacturing  Department 

with  Best  Light  in  the  City,  enables 

us  to  make  you  anything  in 

HAIR     GOODS 

Hair  Dressing                                  Manicurini 

Face  and  Scalp  Massage,  Etc. 

Children's  Hair  Cutting 

WE     GIVE     SAVINGS     CHECKS 

MacDonald's 

Candies  and  Ice  Cream  Sodas 

Dainty  Lunch 

Fancy  Boxes,  Baskets,  etc. 

535  LIBERTY  STREET 

PITTSBURGH,  PA. 

PATRONIZE  OUR 
ADVERTISERS 

When   you  are   in   need   of   anything,    such   as   HOSIERY. 
UNDERWEAR,  GLOVES,   or  any  small  article  for  sewing 


call  up 


Mansmann's 


If  you  are  down  in  the  village 
call  and  see  the  New  Goods 


and  we  will  deliver  at  once. 

Telephones  813-814  Hiland 


FOR     GOOD    SHOES 

LOU  BEIGEL 

6204  Penn   Avenue  East  End 

We  Solicit  Your  Kind  Patronage 

OPEN    EVENINGS 


flMerpont,5i\uter  &  Company 

ENGRAVING,    PRINTING 
LITHOGRAPHING,   EMBOSSING 

Engraved  Calling  Cards 

Wedding  Invitations 

Announcements 

Monograms  and  Crest  Stationery  promptly 

furnished  in  the  latest  styles  in  addition 

to  all  classes  of  Art  Printing  for 

social  and  commercial  purposes 

Phone  358  Hiland       117-119  SHADY  AVE. 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 
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H 


lowers 


"We  do  it  best.      Our  artistic  suggestions  and  our 
fresh  blooms  will  please  you 

ZIEGER  COMPANY,   Inc. 

fones  4800,  4801,  4804  Hiland 


David  H.  Tesh 


Dealer  in  Fresh  and 
Smoked 


Meats 


STALL   NO.    7 
DIAMOND    MARKET 

ill  2255  PHONES  P.  &  A.  1125 

§0Rasi§ 

SHOES 

More  of  this  popular  shoe  worn  than  aH 
other  Women's  shoes  combined. 

So.  SO. 

JENKINS'    ARCADE 


Reymers  Chocolates 


'REYMERS'    MESSENGER' 


If  by  chance  this  copy  of  Sorosis  should 
fall  into  the  hands  of  a  Young  Man,  may 
it  be  a  reminder  that  no  package  is  quite 
so  welcome  to  the  young  ladies  of  the 
P,   C.   W.  as   a  box  of   Reymers'   Candies 

6022  PENN  AVE.— 237  FIFTH  AVE. 
OR  ANY  DRUG  STORE 


Bell    Phone 
4125  Court 


P.  &  A.  Phone 
72  Main 


THE  POPULAR  PRICE  FLORISTS 

Choice  Roses,  American  Beauties 
Carnations  and  Violets 

Cor.  Market  and  Liberty  Streets 
PITTSBURGH,    PA. 
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38    YEARS 

is  a  period  of  sufficient  length  in  business  to  carrj 
with  it  a  guarantee  of  effort  and  satisfaction.  Foi 
this  number  of  years  we  have  been  fitting  success 
fully  thousands  of  people  with  glasses.  The  fact  thai 
we  have  been  successful  leads  us  to  believe  that  oui 
method  is  right.  We  examine  the  eyes  thorough^ 
free  of  charge.  We  design  the  glasses  specially  foi 
each  case  and  we  make  them  in  our  own  perfectly 
equipped  shop.      We  guarantee  results. 

BUCHBINDER  &  CO. 

©pticians 


512    Penn  Avenue 


Pittsburgh,  Pa 


W.  W.  WARRICK 

. .  Jeweler . . 

OF  THE  EAST  END 

S109    PENN    AVENUE 

FORTY  SEVENTH  YEAR 


PENNSYLVANIA   COLLEGE   FOE 

WOMEN 

Woodland  Road,  Pittsburgh,  Pa. 


Delightful  location  overlooking  the  city. 
Collegiate  and  special  courses.     Degrees  given. 
Exceptional  training  in  social  service. 
Music  and  expression.     Athletics. 

John  Carey  Acheson,  LL.  D 
President 


The  Store  that  has  the  New  things  first 


The  most  exclusive,  and  the  most  of  them 


WOMEN'S   BOOTS    AND    EVENING    SLIPPERS 

Every  costume,  formal  or  informal,  finds  its  appropriate  footwear  in  our  new 
assortments.  Nothing  has  been  overlooked.  Walking  Boots,  trim  dress  Boots, 
natty  patent  leathers,  dainty  fabrics.  Traveling  Shoes.  Everything  is  here 
in  its  best  form. 

$2.50   to    $10.00   a   pair 

W.  M.  LAIRD  COMPANY 

618-20-22  LIBERTY  AVENUE  211-13-15   OLIVER  AVENUE 


After   leaving  College   you 

City  Deposit  Bank 

<&&                may  still  be  interested  in  some 
If^^^A     theatricals.    If  so,  kindly  re- 
FMJSJ^             member   us  when  selecting 

Penn  and   Center  Avenues 

k3k             COSTUMES 

PITTSBURGH,  PA. 

«f      ESSER  BROS. 

711  Penn  Avenue 

ICE  CREAM,  SUNDAES,  SODAS 

Rich,  delicious,  tasty  products,  made  from  the  richest  cream  and  pure 
fruit  juices.  Ice  Cream  and  Ices  for  parties,  receptions,  etc. — orders  taken 
for  any  quantity. 

TITUS -SIMS    DRUG    CO. 

5872    NORTHUMBERLAND    AVENUE 

Bell  Phones  3770-9398  P.  &  A.  182-X  East 

Kodaks  and  Supplies  Toilet  Articles  Stationery  Candies 


COMHffi? 

P1TTSBUROH.  BA.. 


HALF    TONES,   ZINC    ETCHINGS 
AND    COLOR   WORK 


Bell  1814-1815  Hiland 


P.  &  A.  60  East 


Rowley  Provision  Co. 

OYSTERS,    FISH,    GAME 
AND  POULTRY 

5905  PENN  AVENUE  PITTSBURGH 


Gay  R.  Brown 

fto»>ki>mtfer 

103U  Soatb  18th  Si 

PrttshtrRh  3.  Pa. 


